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Prologue: Production 


The scene pans down to a city below, Eisenstadt, where we encounter the side of an 
apartment building. On the fourth floor of its five stories, in the middle window, there is a 
young, teenage girl with long, rose red hair. She stands with her arms outstretched, 
clutching a book in her right hand. "Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and, 
upon my life, fast asleep! Observe her; stand close." (Macbeth, Act V, Scene I) 



Volume I: Introduction 


Chapter 1: The Choice 


Staring into Eisenstadt, our eyes settle on a broken-down apartment and the epitome of 
"urban sprawl." We hear the cliche sounds of a bottle smashing to pieces and voices 
shouting, despite - or perhaps, because - it is so late at night. We enter the window of the 
fifth floor of the apartment, into a messy room. A man, clearly drunk, holds an empty 
bottle of whiskey in his hand. "Lloyd. Lloyd. Lloyd! Get in here, boy!" A teenage boy, 

16, enters the room, knowing with regret what's about to happen. "What is it, Pop?" "Run 
down to the store and get me some more whiskey!" "We need the money for rent, Pop" he 
answers, with utter remorse, "Or the super will —" The father throws the bottle at Lloyd's 
head; he falls to the floor, unconscious. 

* 

It is morning and we hear birds chirping, despite the despair of last night. Lloyd gets up 
and washes his face and head, paying close attention to his wound. Ever since he could 
remember, his father acted this way - it was something of a hate-hate relationship, one 
that Lloyd held onto mostly for the security of his basic necessities. Lloyd had enough of 
his own troubles: rage, depression, a lack of will. Worse than his father were the kids at 
school, Voltaire High, who insisted on making his life a living hell for the sole reason that 
they could. 

This particular morning, a Monday, is the sign of a bright week of new tortures ahead. 
Lloyd has been getting pretty fed up with it all, and to top his troubles, is getting a 
stomach ulcer from all the stress. He gets off the bus, wondering what lies in store for 
him today. He goes up to his locker and starts to enter the combination, when his main 
enemy, Eddie, comes up from behind him and slams Lloyd against the row of lockers; 
Eddie's lackey, Joel, stands behind him for support. "Well, well, if it isn’t old Lloyd? How 
are we today, you little emo?" "Screw you" answers Lloyd as he turns to punch Eddie in 
the face. Eddie catches his fist with one hand and bashes Lloyd's gut with the other. 

Lloyd grasps the master locks behind him to gain a foothold so that he might not fall to 
the floor. A pain shoots through his body, and he gasps heavily. 

"I guess you’re out of shape there, Lloyd" says Eddie in a mocking manner. He rolls up 
both his sleeves. "But you'll pay for what you just did!" Eddie rushes at Lloyd to attack 
him. Lloyd can barely stand, and with a sudden lurch, vomits acid all over Eddie's face. 
Eddie screams in agony and clutches his face - he falls to the floor while Joel looks in 
horror. Lloyd runs away from the lockers, suddenly feeling much better. Joel pulls out a 
pocketknife and chases after him, and they soon arrive in the schoolyard. As good as 



Lloyd feels, he can't outrun Joel, who catches up with him. Joel kicks the underside of 
Lloyd's left knee, and he promptly falls to the floor. Joel flicks out the knife and goes in 
for the kill. 

A shadow suddenly appears over Joel, scoops him up and tosses him like a rag doll. Joel 
flies an easy fifteen feet and is out cold. Lloyd looks up at his savior, but sees only black. 
The dark creature offers his hand to Lloyd, who accepts it immediately, despite what 
misgivings he may have about him. The stranger pulls Lloyd up with ease, then picks him 
up and positions him piggyback-wise; he starts to run toward the nearest wall. 

"What are you doing? I’ve got classes to get to!" "Oh, you won’t be going back to class 
for a while yet. That kid you sprayed is dead". Lloyd's eyes widen in horror, then despair 
- he killed Eddie? "How do you kn ow that? Who are you?" The stranger, with Lloyd in 
tow, jumps clear over the brick wall and continues to run down the sidewalk. Lloyd then 
looks at the stranger clearly, at least from the back, for the first time, and a look of 
amazement rushes through him. "Are you Leopard, the supervillain?" "No, I just dress 
like this for fun" Leopard answers in a snark manner, "Yeah, I'm him. As for your other 
question, I was trailing you. Word was going around about a boy who could spit acid, like 
that night some weeks ago when you took off a mugger's leg in an alley." Lloyd is 
bewildered; he thought no one saw that other than the mugger himself, who soon died 
from the loss of blood. "Don’t be too surprised, kid, we see a lot of things." 

"We?" asks Lloyd, "Do you mean the Family?" "Yeah" answers Leopard, "Although we 
also go by the 'Villa.' We’re not Italian or anything, it's just a cool name." "So is Eddie 
really dead?" "The kid? Yeah, his face melted right off. It was pretty interesting to watch, 
if you can handle that sort of thing." "Can I ask you a question?" "Is it about what I look 
like?" "Yeah, it is. I noticed your suit covers you entirely. Plus the name." "What, a man 
can't wear all black without being suspicious? I’ll have you know, this suit is more than a 
fashion statement! And I chose the name 'Leopard' because it is a solitary animal, which I 
realize is odd since I'm with the Villa." "I didn’t mean to offend, I was just wondering." 
"Well, I look a little different. It's a complicated matter." 

Awkwardness fills the air for a few seconds, while Leopard runs. He eventually stops in 
the trees of Hypatia Park. "Cops will probably be at the school soon. I wouldn't go back 
there if I were you." "Wouldn’t even think of it. But let me ask you this: why did you save 
me? Who cares if I can spit acid?" "The Villa, of course. We’re always looking for new 
recruits for our team. Villainy is a messy business and people die, unfortunately. Seeing 
as you're now an outlaw, how would you like to join us?" 

Lloyd thinks about it and weighs the options. "For the first time in my life, somebody 
actually wants me. On the other hand, becoming a supervillain means being wanted by 
the law everywhere I go. It's not like I meant to kill Eddie, so I could probably get away 
with it, especially since I'm just a kid. But what if they wanted to experiment on me? Pop 
wouldn't care, as long as he could squeeze some money out of it. But the Villa? That's too 
much for me to handle." He mentions aloud, "You know, I can't even control the acid. It 
only happens in times of great stress, so I’d be useless." "On the contrary, stress-induced 



acid would be perfect in a battle. Well, almost perfect. We try not to kill too many people. 
We’re not horrible monsters, we’re just monsters. I'm sure we can teach you to control 
yourself if you want to, anyhow." 

"But, still" Lloyd ponders, "The Villa? There's no going back from there. You can’t undo 
villainy. But what else can I look forward to? Even if things went fine with Eddie's 
demise, everyone would now know me as the kid who can spit acid - Joel would make 
me infamous, a disgrace of Voltaire High, which would ostracize me even further. Unless 
the fame could work in a positive direction." Lloyd responds to Leopard, "I'll have to 
think about it." "Well, you better make it quick. There's nowhere safe to go. I'll be back 
here as soon as I can for your decision." Leopard springs away with the speed and grace 
of his namesake. After two minutes goes by, Lloyd detects another person coming from 
the opposite direction. He braces himself. 



Chapter 2: The Decision 


Lloyd hears rustling from the bushes behind him. He quickly turns around and feels the 
familiar welling up in his stomach - he hopes no one will die again. A rabbit passes by 
and Lloyd breathes a sigh of relief - it was just an animal. "Like her?" a voice asks. 

Lloyd looks to his right and sees a woman about the age of 30. "I call her Carrie. You can 
pet her if you'd like." The rabbit settles on Lloyd's lap and he feels at peace for once. He 
slowly strokes the rabbit's back while the woman gets closer. "The name's Serenity, but 
I'm sure you already knew that". "Serenity?" he thinks to himself, "Where have I heard 
that name before?" He squishes his mouth to the side as he thi nk s. "Serenity?" 

"I guess not. You’d think with all the fighting in this city I’d get some street cred, if for the 
sole fact that I don't wear a mask." "Serenity? Of course!" Lloyd jumps back, and Carrie 
flees to Serenity, who crouches to pick her up. He suddenly sprays acid at Serenity, who 
covers Carrie with her arms to protect her. The acid sizzles and disappears, no damage 
done to either female. "You're the superhero who’s immortal, right?!" "More or less," says 
Serenity, "And it's 'superheroine.’ I suppose you might be wondering why I'm here?" "Is it 
about joining your team?" "Ooh, a fast one" she answers. "I followed Leo here and found 
you. We could always use another at the Villa?" "Wait, what? First off, the villains are the 
Villa. Secondly, how'd you follow Leopard? You just happened to be nearby?" 

"Goodness, no" Serenity answers, "The two sides aren’t collectively known as the Villa. 
We each live at the Villas, which are separate apartment buildings at opposite sides of the 
city, although I live in my own place in the east. They prefer being called the Family, but 
we like the name 'Topaz' since it ends with a 'z.' And of course I didn’t just happened to be 
nearby. Leo had been spotted around Voltaire High for a full week now, so we stationed 
heroes around the area. I was near that wall, so when I saw him jump over, I followed in 
my car." "I suppose that's believable" responds an exasperated Lloyd, "Another question, 
although it's kinda digressing." "Go for it." "Why don’t you have an alter ego, with a 
name and suit?" "Kind of pointless, given how old I really am - over 400 at this point. 
Wearing the same suit for too many decades would be useless, seeing as people would get 
suspicious." "Really, that old?" "Well, I could be screwing with you. But, yeah, that old." 

"So" says Lloyd, "You also want me to join a team. Why should I go with Topaz?" "For 
one thing, you won't be a criminal. Truthfully, though, being a super is just fighting all the 
time" says Serenity, suddenly appearing downtrodden, "There's a good chance you'll die, 
no matter which side." "Wow, that's....inspiring." "Sorry, I guess the Zoloft is wearing off. 
Being alive for so long makes one very depressed and apathetic. You see all your loved 
ones disappear one by one" Serenity explains, "Although it wasn't a bad idea to send me. 
They could've sent someone else, like Mr. Body, but they didn’t want to take chances with 
your acid. Good move, methinks." 

"Indeed" thinks Lloyd, "I don't care to be a criminal. But why help the city? People have 
been horrible to me forever, even when Mom was alive. Why should I protect the very 



ones who hurt me? Besides, now that Eddie's dead, they'll cry for blood." Lloyd speaks; 
"Can you assure me immunity from Eddie’s death?" "You killed someone? News to me." 
"It was an accident, I swear! I don’t have control over my acid just yet. Leopard can tell 
you that! If you can talk to him, that is." "Relax, I believe you. I'm sure we can get you 
immunity. So what do you say?" 

Lloyd is still unsure. "Immunity is nice" he thinks, "But as a villain, I’d probably be 
killing plenty anyhow. There lies a murderous lust beneath my skin, grown from years of 
abuse and sorrow, angry at the very world that raised me. But all men hold a blood lust, 
and it is yet another test of ours to control it. To be fair, we all have reasons to kill one 
another." "I don’t know...I'm not sure what feels right." "Take your time" says Serenity. 
"He's just about run out" says a voice from afar. 

Walking away from the cover of the trees, Lloyd sees Leopard arriving with two other 
supervillains, a bulky man and a woman with miniature bombs strapped to her. "Time's 
up, Lloyd, what's your decision?" "He’ll stay with us" answers another voice, coming 
from behind Serenity. Lloyd turns to his right and sees three superheroes approaching: a 
skinny man with glasses, a woman with short hair, and a man wearing white. 

"I beg your pardon, Cubes" says the bulky man, "But we've had on eye on him for a 
while." "That means nothing, Strongarm, and you kn ow it. There is no need for even 
more evil in the world." "I say we let Lloyd decide "says Serenity, "For it is his destiny." 
"He is but a child, Serenity, not yet knowing enough to make such a complicated 
decisions." "Enough!" shouts Strongann, the bulky one, "What will it be Lloyd? You can 
join us, and become a family, or join Topaz and spend time fighting against the inevitable 
chaos of existence!" "You can join them" says Cubes, the skinny one, "And kill 
innocents, or join us and protect them!" 

Lloyd ponders over the largest decision he’ll ever make. There is silence, save for the 
wind blowing by him. He looks to his left, and his right, and concludes, "My whole life, I 
was treated badly. I have an utter disdain for humanity, one that cannot be cured by 
words. It may not be the wisest choice I've ever made, or ever will make, but I will join 
the Family. With alike kin, I can finally feel at home." Lloyd walks to the dark side, and 
the members of Topaz stand there glumly. "Knew we shouldn’t have sent Serenity" Cubes 
whispers. 


Both sides walk away, and as Lloyd gets into a van driven by Strongarm, the woman with 
bombs asks, "So what's your name, kid?" "Lloyd." "No, what's your real name?" 
"...Seethe." 



Chapter 3: Arrival 


The van soon arrives at a five-storied apartment, nicer than Lloyd's, or, rather, Seethe's, 
but not terribly nice so that you could tell its inhabitants aren’t rich. The neighboring 
apartments aren't too hot either, but they provide plenty of shelter for those who need it. 
The van pulls up to the curb and its four doors open - everybody but Seethe gets out. 
"Last stop kiddo" says Strongarm, "This is the Villa. Well, our Villa." "Really? It seems a 
little run-down" Seethe responds, quite unabashedly. "Well, kiddo, there are a lot of 
expenses to pay. For one thing, we own the building, so there's a tax for that. And sure, 
we sometimes rob a bank for some cash, but we try to avoid screwing the common man 
so much. And there are sometimes thugs to hire, and they get paid rather well given that 
they might die, which often happens. And when we add another recruit like you, who 
can’t get a stable job, it's another little sinkhole. Satisfied?" "Yes sir, I was just curious, is 
all." 

They walk together too the entrance of the Villa. As they enter, Strongarm turns to 
Seethe, "I’d give you a tour myself, but I have to go over all the expenses with my wife, 
given that I'm the leader of the place, so I'll delegate the responsibility to someone else. 
Let's see...Leo's probably going to find Incarnate, no doubt planning to 'bait' another city, 
Bodave's practicing fighting as usual, Glum...forget him, maybe...no definitely not. I 
guess Zavod will do. You'll find her on the roof, sunbathing like always - I'm sure she 
can spare some time to walk you through the place." Seethe grows happier with each 
villain named - to be around such people, how incredible it feels! Strongarm parts ways 
with Seethe who presses the up button at the elevator and waits. As it arrives, he rushes in 
without thinking and bumps into another villain, one with compound eyes, antennae, and 
wings. "Whoops, sorry about that...uh, what's your name?" says Seethe, growing red with 
embarrassment. "No problem mate, these things happen. I'm Fly Guy by the way - what's 
your handle?" "Seethe. I spit acid." "Hey me too! Well, sort of. Anyway, I gotta go. See 
ya, Seethe!" Seethe presses the button for the fifth floor, the highest available, happy that 
someone called him "Seethe." He gets off at the fifth floor and sees a staircase that goes 
to the roof; he climbs up it and opens the door, not knowing what to expect. 

Seethe enters the roof and sees a tanning chair from behind. Green hair flows over it, and 
Seethe wonders just what Zavod is like in person. He slowly approaches the chair until 
can see her in full: a totally green woman, looking to be in her thirties, sunbathes in a 
bikini. No sun tanning oil is in sight, or any towel for that matter. "Excu-" is all Seethe 
gets to say before vines shoot out of Zavod's torso, grab him, and fling in to the ground in 
front of her. In seconds, she has sprung onto Seethe and each vine, sporting a spike at its 
end, threatens him in very dangerous places. "Who are you?! Who sent you?!" she yells 
with a Russian accent, with perfect control over the vines. "I-I-I-I'm Seethe" he 
stammers," The new recruit. Strongann told me to seek you out so you could give me a 
tour of the place." "A likely story, we’ll see about that. Let's go, Singe." "It's 'Seethe'." 
"Whatever." 



Seethe, still threatened by the vines, is forced to lead the way as he descends the 
staircases until he reaches the fourth floor. He is led to one of the comer rooms of the 
apartment, where Strongarm and his presumed wife are going over expenses. "Strongarm, 
you know this kid?" "Seethe? Yeah, he's one of us, don't worry." "Scared the crap out of 
me while I was on the roof." "That's what you get for putting the chair facing away from 
the door." "It's toward the sun, and you know that, fool. Next time it happens" - yet 
another vine shoots out, this time resting by Strongarm's crotch - "You can say goodbye 
to your love life." His wife stands from her chair, "You must be getting tired in your old 
age, Zavod, I thought I heard you threaten my husband." "Just playing, Bombshell, no 
need to get aroused...and aroused. So, what do I do with him?" "Better find him a place to 
stay." "Okay boss. Let's go, Seethe." Zavod retracts all her vines and her chest closes up, 
as if a hole didn’t just appear out of nowhere. We can still hear Strongarm talking to 
Bombshell; "We lost another eight thugs last week. The life insurance totals to..." 

"Don’t mind me, Seethe" says Zavod, "I get cranky without enough light, and it's been a 
bit cloudy today." "So...what are you, exactly? Human? Plant? A hybrid?" "A hybrid, 
although no one's certain. I woke up one day in a hospital in Russia, no ID or anything, 
and had no memories whatsoever. I don’t know how old I was then, so I started counting 
from zero, and it's been 61 years since that occurred. I call myself'Zavod', since it means 
'plant', if you were wondering. Eventually, I made my way to the States which has a much 
more tolerable climate. Unfortunately, the people are no different. Luckily, Strongarm 
took me in, so I'm very loyal to him." 

At that point, as they are climbing down the next flight, Seethe sees a teenaged girl step 
into the elevator. "Who was that?" "Who was who?" "A girl with rose red hair just 
stepped off this floor." "Oh, that's Claire. But outside of here, we try to call her 'The Flare’ 
so her identity is kept a secret." "Wow, she's beautiful." "Don't get too excited. She's 
Strongarm’s daughter. Make her cry, he’ll make you die, and his strength alone can do 
that. Speaking of which, what can you do?" "I spit acid...I joined since I accidentally 
killed a kid." "Ah, sweet refuge. You'll fit in nicely here, kid." They arrive at the third 
floor. "Unfortunately, since we don't have so many rooms right now, what with all the 
tenants and rooms set for various purposes, I'll have to look around for an open one. You 
can relax with Bodave until I come and get you." Zavod says, "He's a great kid, so I'm 
sure you'll get along." They arrive at Bodave's room and Zavod knocks; Seethe feels the 
nervousness becoming tangible. 



Chapter 4: A Walkthrough 


The door opens and Bodave, who is perhaps the age of 18, appears. "Hey, Zavod, how are 
you doing? What's up?" "Feeling alive, I suppose" she answers, a hint of annoyance in 
her response, "I'm here to introduce you to Seethe while I look for a room for him. He 
spits acid, so don't piss him off." "Not to worry, old gal, I'm as friendly as a 
clam...however friendly they are. Come in, new friend!" Seethe enters Bodave's room, his 
nervousness not cooling for some reason. The room is mostly a dojo, with a punching bag 
hanging a few feet from the outside wall, and the floor covered in mats. At the end of the 
room away from the door lie a bed and a desk with a chair. The desk begins just where 
the door ends when fully opened. A bench lines up against the inner wall, and a small 
fridge is next to it. A towel and a partially drunk bottle of water are on the bench - on 
closer inspection, Bodave appears to be perspiring. 

"I guess I’ll go find you somewhere to sleep for now" says Zavod, as she leaves, "Try not 
to kill each other." "We’ll be fine, right, pal?" Bodave answers, as he slaps Seethe on the 
shoulder. Seethe suddenly grasps his stomach, and his face turns a little red, and Bodave 
backs away. "Are you alright, Seethe? Feeling sick maybe?" Seethe opens his mouth to 
answer, but instead of words, a thin stream of acid shoots out. Almost instinctively, 
Bodave bends over backward completely, the top of his head right above the floor, his 
hands outward for balance. The acid spatters against one of the mats, dissolving parts of 
it. Bodave bends back up just as easily. "Sorry...about...that" utters Seethe, now 
breathing hard, "My power is still hard to control." "Close call there. Just try not to do it 
whenever you’re asleep, yeah?" "I don't think it's ever happened from a nightmare or 
anything. But I do wonder why only a small bit came out. Usually, it sprays everywhere." 
Seethe suddenly wobbles, and falls to the floor, now unconscious. 

* 

Some time later, he awakens, lying on Bodave's bench. "It looks like you dehydrated, 
Seethe. Just how many times have you spit acid today?" Seethe thinks back and 
remembers, "I think this was the third time." "Well, acid is made from hydrogen, which is 
an element of water, so doing it too often will drain you of your water level. You should 
drink more liquids. Here, take a bottle." Bodave opens the fridge and hands Seethe a 
bottle, as well as a protein bar. "Recharge yourself." Seethe sits up, "Again, I'm really 
sorry. I could've killed you." "True, but I've been blessed with perfect balance, so it isn't 
too difficult for me to dodge something, as long as it isn’t too fast or too scattered. Hmm, 
how much do you know about superpowers?" 

"Not much" responds Seethe, "I know about the seven categories and their colors, but 
that's it." "Mind if I review the details while you're recovering?" "Sure, I guess I'll be 
down for a while." "Well, like you said, there are seven categories of superpowers: 
Physical, emotional, mental, psychological, astral, spiritual, and existential. Each is 
represented by a different color of the rainbow, and each level of superpower is harder to 



attain than the level preceding it. The colors are: red for physical, because it represents 
passion and rage; orange for emotional, as it symbolizes lightheartedness; yellow for 
mental, as it represents wisdom and understanding; green for psychological, since it 
symbolizes greed and the way of nature; blue for astral, since it stands for calmness; 
indigo for spiritual, because it stands for uplifting; and violet for existential, which is a 
sign of richness in quality. The iris of the eye is split into sevenths. When someone 
acquires a superpower, one of the sevenths turns its corresponding color. Achieve a 
superpower from each category, and one will therefore have irises with a rainbow color. 
There are two very important things to mention here. The first is that one cannot have two 
superpowers from the same category. This is how we know how some figures from the 
comics, such as Supennan, can never truly exist. The second thing is that once you gather 
all seven levels, you ascend and become a demigod. At this point you are immediately 
brought to heaven, and from there your fate is decided. Most likely, you will become a 
guardian to someone, or perhaps someones, but we don't know past this, as demigods are 
not allowed to interfere with the Earth unless given specific instructions to do so." 

"As I said, the higher the level, the rarer it is. Physical powers are, as you may have 
noticed, quite common. The two us and Strongarm and only a few examples. An example 
of a holder of an emotional superpower would be Glum, whom you'll meet in time. By 
touching you, he can make you feel depressed and even suicidal, removing your will to 
live for a short time, with the cost that he must feel it as well. As for mental powers, 
Incarnate, whom you may know of by lore, has a total recall memory, and has become a 
polyglot over time. Dread, the matriarch of the Topaz Villa, has a psychological 
superpower: she can create an aura of fear all around her, often subjecting others to her 
demands, or simply weakening their resolve for a short time. You'll also get to know Sim, 
who is astrally gifted, and Penta, who is around here somewhere, has spiritual powers. 
Existential powers are rare, and I don’t personally know of any super with one. That’s 
about all I know - any questions?" 

"Just one" answers Seethe, feeling physically better but mentally over-stimulated, "How 
exactly does one actually acquire superpowers?" "There are a variety of ways" says 
Bodave, "One born of parents, both of whom have superpowers, such as Cubes' son - do 
you know of him, by the way? - automatically has a superpower to begin with, normally 
a physical one. Or, you can get a power through an accident, like radiation exposure, if it 
doesn't kill you first. Another method is the 'Ubermensch', or a synthetic super, created by 
others via science, magic, or some other means. Lastly, people put under incredible 
amount of stress and pain are simply granted a power to help them on their journey - 
what they do is on their hands. But a superpower does not show before the age of five, so 
as to protect others from his or her own power. Additionally, when one is given a power, 
they are also granted the knowledge of what the power actually is before using it, perhaps 
to aid them." 

"So what about you, Bodave?" "Why'd you journey toward 'the dark side’?" "A bit 
personal, but okay. My life is built on control, control of the mind, body, and soul. With 
the so-called 'innocents', they are full of sin, and the superheroes and heroines are 
protecting the true beasts. With evil, there is a need to control the fourth element, nature, 



and as such I gravitate toward it. However, I frown upon useless murder, stealing, and the 
general sins. The other villains tend to think of me as an anti-hero more than anything 
else; Batman is my idol. What's your story, then?" "Oh" Seethe replies, "I'm not so certain 
just yet. I suppose it's revenge for all those who have hurt me. Like you said, people are 
beasts, and I have the innate desire to destroy them all. I guess I mainly differ from you in 
that I won't mind if I hurt people, although I'm still not used to murdering them. Maybe in 
time I'll become more known to what I truly believe. Well, I'm feeling a lot better now. 
Thanks for the water. I think I'll go around and orient myself with the surroundings - this 
is the third floor, right?" "Yeppers. See you later." Bodave gets up from the bench and 
starts practicing his fighting. 

As Seethe goes to open the door, it suddenly swings open. He looks to find Zavod 
standing there, all out of breath. "Looks... looks like an already-furnished room opened up 
for you, Seethe...as it seems Glum just hanged himself." 



Chapter 5: The Cost 


"What?!" shouts Bodave, who stops training, "Glum's dead? Just like that? Did he at least 
give a reason, like a note or something?" "I'm not sure" Zavod replies. "As soon as I 
found him, I informed Strongarm of the situation, and have been telling everyone I could 
since. Check out the scene, and let me know what happens." Zavod runs to the next door 
over and knocks. Meanwhile, Bodave runs to Glum's room, Seethe in tow. He goes down 
two flights of stairs to the first floor, goes straight down the hallway, and enters the last 
room on the right. 

A crowd has already formed of the fourth and fifth floor tenants, as well as some of the 
third-floorers. Seethe sees Claire, Strongarm and his wife Bombshell, Leopard, and 
various others he either doesn't know, or recognize from the paper. "Do you know what 
happened, Incarnate?" Bodave asks one of them, a fine-looking gentleman. "It seems 
Glum finally got sick of all the suicidal feelings he suffered from having to inflict it onto 
others" he answered. "He couldn’t handle it anymore, even with the therapy and anti¬ 
depressants, so he hanged himself with a belt from the ceiling fan in his room, which 
probably held only because of his light weight, due to a lack of eating. There's a note, but 
I don't know what it says. Probably a generic one. I’d guess, knowing Glum." 

"Isn't that a little coldhearted?" asks Seethe, with the best of intentions, "I mean, he is, 
rather 'was', one of us." "Ah, yes, Seethe, our newest member. Well, being a villain, and 
even being a hero, is full of pain and death. It is often only a matter of time before a super 
gets his or her comeuppances. I do not mean to insult Glum, but he was a bit...’goth' as 
they say. Not entirely unique, wrote a lot of drab poetry. His letter probably includes a 
bunch of metaphors in it, so I'd say it's generic, even if he was a villain. Anyway, it's 
not-" The crowd hushes and Strongarm starts to speak. "We must take Glum's death as a 
warning to us all. Any one of us could fall at any time, whether by friend, foe, or self. 
Despite the lives we lead, and the dangers that come with it, we must learn to strive to 
survive, to thrive in the lives we choose for ourselves. I will now read Glum’s note:" 

"To the shadows that embraced me, 

I'd enough of crap already. The fighting never ends, the noise never stops, and the life I 
lead never improves. It is filled with a sense of chaos, a swirling maelstrom of deep and 
dark despair, the Scylla drawing ever close to my ship that I call 'life'. It is not that I wish 
to abandon you all, but rather that I cannot go on drowning any longer. Despite your best 
intentions for me, you could never understand what I go through unless you have gone 
through it yourself. Call me weak, call me a coward, but know that I have seen far more 
than you can imagine. I dare any one of you to travel my path and come out whole. 
However, I thank you all, knowing that I only held on as long as I could by being 
surrounded by so many of my kin, misfits in this pitiful world. 



With infinite tears, 

Glum, AKA Tristan" 

A few moments of silence goes over the crowd, which has now increased in number. 
Then, everybody begins to talk at once, and Seethe can overhear the word "glad" being 
said over and over. "Bodave" Seethe inquires, and Bodave turns to him with curiousness, 
"What are they all talking about ’glad’ for? Are they happy that Glum died?" "Certainly 
not!" Bodave responds, "’Glad’ is Glum's twin sister. She's neither a villain nor a hero, but 
falls into the category of'Wanderer', supers who belong to no team, and are often either 
observers of life or vigilantes. We speak of Glad because we fear how she will respond to 
Glum's suicide, since she will surely be contacted. As she has the emotional power to 
make people happy by touch, she is especially attached to Glum, and will get extremely, 
and understandably, upset and vengeful by this event. I would stay away from here if I 
were you, and let Strongarm take care of it." 

* 

A few hours pass and it is now evening, a light rain showering the city. Glum's body has 
been taken down and lies peacefully on the bed, the belt obviously removed. The villains 
wait around nervously, expecting Glad at any moment. They are unsure of how badly she 
will take it, and how they will be affected by it all. Several have shut themselves in their 
rooms to avoid the possible altercation altogether. Suddenly, the main door opens, as 
Glad holds a key. She storms in, looking anything but her name, seeking the closest 
villain to tirade against, to storm up a diatribe of hate and judgment. She notices 
Strongarm and runs to him, and when she approaches, she slaps him across the face - a 
gesture in meaning, as the pain would not hurt such a strong man at all. "How could you 
let this happen?! Were you not sworn to look over him?!" She punches him again and 
again, all to no avail. 

Strongarm stands tall, knowing that he cannot fully defend himself, as he did indeed 
swear himself as Glum's guardian, even when fully aware of what that meant, as it 
required a monthly payment plan for health care, as well as making sure Glum went to 
his weekly sessions with his therapist. Finally, it meant making sure Glum was taking his 
medication. "I can't understand what you are going through Glad, I won’t lie. But I did the 
best I could to keep watch over Glum. However, one cannot be expected to look over him 
for all hours of the day. He was an adult! He knew he had problems, and if he was feeling 
worse than usual, he knew he was supposed to come to me! I did exactly what was 
necessary, and even more so. But this is the path of death he chose for himself, rather 
than a more noble way. I do not claim to be stronger than him, that I would fare any 
better, but it was still his choice in the end." 

Glad breaks down into tears, and Strongann hugs her, his giant figure overshadowing her 
meek form. After some time, she stifles her crying and responds, "I just wanted him to be 
safe. I know that is impossible in the Villa, but I still hoped, even dreamed, that he could 
be okay. One day, I thought, one day he would return, that he would leave the Villa and 
we could be together again. But even I couldn't persuade him to join me. He was cursed 



from birth, and I was cursed that I would have to see it all." Glad stands up straight. 

"Take me to the body." 

Seethe had been hiding around the corner, witnessing it all. He would not dare to miss 
such an event, something so importance for his stay at the Villa. For he, too, may 
someday be eulogized over. He climbs the stairs and knocks on Bodave's door, as Bodave 
chose to miss the emotional flooding. "So" Bodave asks, "How'd it go?" "It actually went 
fairly well. I expected some bloodshed, but Glad was pretty strong about it all. Glum was 
lucky you have such a caring sister." "Have you any family of your own?" "Just a 
creature I once thought of as my father, and some far-off relatives. Family...seems very 
important for happiness, but certainly not the only ingredient." 

* 

Glad has bid fare well to Strongarm and takes the body with her to be buried in the family 
plot. A sense of normalcy, whatever that is, returns to the Villa as it is now night. Zavod 
brings Seethe to Glum's room, as he has now inherited it, and, left to his own, Seethe 
takes a quick shower, then flops onto the bed, not caring that Glum's corpse lay there only 
hours earlier. "Hell of a day" he thinks, "Hell of a day. But still, even in this room, even in 
this bed, I can feel the warmth." 



Chapter 6: A First Time For Everything 


The next morning, Seethe wakes up, refreshed from the night's sleep. He dresses, washes 
his face, and heads across the hall to the cafeteria. The kitchen of the cafeteria is entered 
by going through the entrance of the Villa and making an immediate left, while the next 
two doors down on the left side are the cafeteria itself, what with the wall broken down to 
connect the two rooms. Although it is 8:15, Seethe is surprised to see so many villains 
already there, many sitting down and others at the lunch line, where a pretty woman, 
somewhere in her twenties, serves breakfast. Seethe quickly spots Fly Guy at the end of 
the line and heads toward him, grabbing a plate and some silverware along the way. 

"Good morning, Fly Guy. How are you today?" "Rather well, good sire. I see you're quite 
refreshed, despite living in Glum’s former quarters. A good sign of adaptation, I would 
say." "Yeah, he had a very comfortable bed. Plus, I haven't adjusted entirely to seeing his 
corpse yet, so once that hits me, it may be a different story. I guess having so much 
thrown at me in one day made it easier to adjust." The woman behind the counter speaks; 
"What’ll it be, FG? No sense in holding up the line." "No sirree, ma’am. I’ll have the 
pancakes, with extra syrup, if you don’t mind." "Certainly not. I anticipated the order as 
soon as I put pancakes on today's menu." Fly Guy takes his repast and goes on to one of 
the tables, shared by Bodave, Claire, and another young girl. "What'll it be, not FG?" asks 
the breakfast lady. "I'll have the eggs with some toast, please. I guess we haven’t met - 
my name's Seethe." "Here you go" as she slops the food onto the plate, "Hope you enjoy. 
I'm Lucy Fer, by the way." "Are you also a supervillain?" "Nope, but I do find myself 
agreeing with the Villa's ideals. Now, please move along, as there’d be others to serve." 

He quickly moves to the table that Fly Guy sits at, sitting at the end next to Bodave. 

"I figure I should formally introduce y'all. Claire, Penta, this is Seethe. Seethe, Claire and 
Penta" says Bodave, as he points to each as he says their names. Penta is a brunette, 
overweight for her age, but whose expression indicates that she couldn’t care less. At the 
moment, she feels especially friendly. "’Lo Seethe, how art thou this fine morn’?" "Pretty 
good, I guess. I hope I don’t sound rude, but what's your power?" "I dabble in the Dark 
Arts. Although 'dabble' is a soft word for it. I practice the occult extensively, really." "Is 
that a spiritual power, or a physical one? I've always wondered." "All magic is spiritual, 
regardless of the kind used, be it spells, illusions, curses, potions, summoning, or what 
have you." "Cool. What about you, Claire? And, uh, hi. I apologize for such a 
disorganized remark." "I use fire" Claire answers. "I can create it from my body and the 
air right around it, and then control it below a certain temperature." "A certain 
temperature?" "Yes, it grows as I get stronger and gain more control. Some powers are 
limited in this way, with a 'radius of power’, while others, like Bodave's, are considered 
static and are already at their limit. What can you do?" "I spit acid, but I'm far from the 
limit, as I can only do it about twice in a day without rehydrating, it seems." "Well, better 
get busy eating then - a new day is upon us." The five of them finish their respective 
meals, and all but Seethe and Fly Guy leave the table. 



"So now what?" inquires Seethe, "We do nothing?" "On the contrary, mate, now the fun 
begins. Bodave and the lasses are off to school, him being in college and they being high 
school juniors. I certainly can't go with this face, and you’re under far too much fire to get 
near any school right now, let alone your own. So it looks like you can participate in 
some villain activities. Good stuff, good chap." Strongarm approaches the table and asks 
Seethe, "Hey kid, up for something to do? You wouldn’t participate much, but you can 
observe us in our natural state." "Sure, what's happening today?" "Well, my wife 
Bombshell, Sim, Fly Guy, and I are going to rob a bank in another city. We kind of need 
the funds, but we're not going to take too much. Or you can go with Leo and Incarnate. 
They're 'going baiting' with the norms to have some fun; it's not actual villainy, but it 
causes chaos, which is just as good." "What does baiting entail?" "They go up to a roof 
and dropped thousands of counterfeit dollars onto a crowded area, then watch the ensuing 
mania. It's great entertainment, particularly when it causes a riot." "Hmm" Seethe thinks 
aloud, "It’d be good to take things one step at a time and go 'baiting', as you put it, but I 
think I’ll observe the bank robbery. I want a taste of some real crime." "Sweet, I'll gather 
my wife and we’ll see Sim for advice". 

* 

After they meet up with Bombshell, they make their way to the elevator, where they go 
up to the fifth floor. Seethe wonders what Strongarm means by "advice" - all he kn ows is 
that Sim uses an astral power. They arrive at Sim’s room and Seethe sees a ribbon over 
the doorknob. Strongarm knocks gently on the door and hears no response. He tries 
turning the knob, but the door is locked, so he takes out a key and unlocks it. They enter 
the room to find nothing but a bed and closet, the floor covered with a plush carpet. 
Strongarm silently makes his way to Sim, who is sitting Indian-style, in the lotus 
position, his arms hanging from his sides; he is a large, tan man, bald, with a look of utter 
calm on his face. Strongarm moves back and sits against the wall, motioning the others to 
do the same. Seethe can only gather that they not say a word. 

After about ten minutes, Sim opens his eyes, not at all surprised to find the four intruders 
waiting for him. "I thought you said 9:15, Strongarm, it's only 9:00." "Eh, we had nothing 
particularly important to do, so we decided to come here straightaway. Can you tell us 
about the bank?" "Of course. It has two revolving door entrances, cameras stationed just 
about everywhere, and four guards in the main lobby, all armed. At the main vault there 
are another four guards, more highly anned, and probably better trained. My advice is to 
skip the main vault and go for the lower prizes. It's taking from the middle class, but the 
levels are low enough such that the FDIC will reimburse them. Just don’t act too quickly, 
or you'll get shot." "Perfect" says Strongarm, "Any questions?" 

Seethe raises his hand. "What is it?" "It’s not really related to the robbery, but how do you 
know all this?" Sim answers, "Basically, most astral supers have the same power. Just as 
the body holds the mind, the astral body holds the soul, although the body also holds the 
astral self. With my power, I can leash out my astral self and let it go anywhere in the 
world, permitting I am strong enough. With this, I was able to look inside the bank and 
see everything about it, even better than looking at the blueprints themselves. But if my 



meditation were to be disrupted, my astral body would be pulled back immediately and I 
would ’awake’ in a slight stupor." "Can the connection between the two bodies be cut?" 
"No, only death separates the two. But another body can still attack one in the astral state, 
which is why I must always be careful and not get overconfident in this form." 

* 

About two hours later, they drive up to the Bank of Adamsville, a town about forty miles 
east from Eisenstadt. The villains step out of the parked van, ah in suit and mask, except 
for Seethe, who has yet to get a suit. Instead, he wears a makeshift one put together from 
a ski mask and a black shirt and pants, ah made by Bombshell to withstand bullets. 
Entering straight through the revolving doors would give the guards plenty of time, so 
Bombshell tosses, from a distance, a time bomb into the revolving door. They go back 
into the van and wait, Bombshell holding the detonator. When a customer finally enters 
through the building, the door pushes the bomb through, she presses a button, and the 
bomb goes off, blinding everyone inside temporarily. The gang makes its way through the 
two doors, and Fly Guy and Strongarm find themselves hostages. 

As their sight returns, the guards draw their weapons on the villains. "Now" says 
Strongarm, and a guard falls to the floor, his hands clutching his stomach - Sim, in astral 
form, has attacked. He moves on to the next guard and kicks him in the head. The guard 
flies backward into the tellers' counter, the gun falling from his hand. The third guard is 
better prepared. Sim sweeps the guard who lands on his hands, bounces back, and kicks 
forward, kicking the unseen Sim - the astral form is in the guard's body as well, so he can 
still attack, even if he can’t see a purely astral body. Along with the stress of keeping his 
astral body away for so long, the additional strike forces the body back to Sim in the 
Villa. "Hands on your heads!" shouts the third guard, not too aware who he's dealing 
with. Fly Guy, with the hostage grasped in his hands, flies up over the guard at a very 
quick speed, and drops the hostage onto him. While this is happening, Strongarm takes a 
simple rock from his pocket and throws in hard at the fourth guard, hitting him in the 
chest, and he falls to the floor immediately, overwhelmed by the enormous power put into 
the rock. 

At this point, the four remaining guards arrive at the scene, but Bombshell throws another 
of her creations, this time a smoke bomb. Strongarm and Bombshell rush in, and loud 
sounds of fighting are heard. When the smoke clears, the guards have ah fallen, but 
Bombshell has been injured a bit. The first of the initial four guards finally stands up, 
takes his gun, and walks fast toward Bombshell, pointing his gun at her. Strongann, 
jumps in front of her, and runs toward the guard. The guard shoots his gun several times, 
and the bullets lodge themselves in Strongarm’s get-up, but he appears unfazed. In a rage, 
he pulls his arm back, shouts "Photo...", and punches the guard in his face, blowing his 
head off, and ends with "...Finish!" A fountain of blood sprays from the guard and the 
body falls to the floor. Meanwhile, Fly Guy has gotten a sizable sum of cash from the 
tellers, and whistles to the gang that it's time they make their leave. Strongarm picks up 
Bombshell, and the group runs out toward the van and quickly drives off. 



Bombshell gets a slight sprain to her right ankle, but is otherwise okay. Seethe takes off 
his "suit" and changes back to his old clothes, which are now being worn for the second 
day - he’ll have to get more of his clothes from his father's apartment. The money, after 
being laundered, goes well toward fixing up a few leaks and holes here and there. But 
Seethe still wonders when he will get the chance to fight. It will be more different than he 
thinks. 



Chapter 7: The Lesson 


After the events of the day, that is, of robbing a bank, Seethe decides to go and visit 
Zavod and ask her about Claire, despite her earlier warnings. He goes to her fifth-floor 
room, which is down the hallway and directly across from the stairwell. He knocks at her 
door, and after hearing no answer, foolishly enters. He finds the room empty of life, or at 
least human life. Plants adorn the windows that are opposite the door, species he cannot 
name. The room itself is decorated with a plant motif and special sunlamps sprout from 
the ceiling, to be used on cloudy days for the plants, and by Zavod on especially dark 
days. Seethe decides not to proceed any further and makes an about-face, taking the 
stairwell to the rooftop. He finds Zavod tanning again, and, learning from his previous 
experience, does not tiptoe up to her. Rather, he talks from what he believes is a safe 
distance lest she attacks out of surprise. "Zavod? Are you awake?" "Yes, deary. For what 
purpose do you disturb my feeding?" "Feeding? I was wondering if you could tell me 
more about Claire and her family." "If you so insist upon it, young one." She pats the tar 
with her right hand; "Come and sit." Seeing no seat, he ambles over to the spot and sits 
down with his legs straight out, looking, along with Zavod, at the parts of the city not 
obscured by larger buildings. 

"Let's see, you want to know about Claire. For that, I’ll first begin with Strongarm. He 
wasn't always a super, or so he claims. His brother Charles got in good - or bad, 
depending on how you look at it - with a local gang. One day, Charles got in trouble with 
the leader for flirting with the man’s girlfriend, although he didn’t know it at the time. 
When Strongarm found him next, he was nearly beaten to death in an alleyway. From 
there, Strongarm pledged to destroy the gang. Unfortunately - or fortunately, since it is 
his origin story - he ran out of bullets when there were still a few members left. They 
starting to hurt him pretty bad, and in a moment of true despair, Strongarm cried out, and 
he was granted super strength. At that point, though he was wounded, he was able to fight 
without being slowed down, and he killed the remaining members as well as their leader. 
He fled the city, not even seeing his brother for one last time before Charles died. He 
came to Eisenstadt to start anew. When he found me, he saw in himself a kindred spirit, 
and the Villa was formed. He’s about 40." 

"Bombshell is insane. I don’t mean that as an insult - she is certifiably insane, but was 
’rehabilitated’ so she was allowed to leave the state institution she was in. Like me, she 
was an outcast, and Strongarm took to her immediately. Unlike me, she’s also a chemical 
genius, particularly in explosives, hence her name. Aside from making bombs, she also 
treats all the villains’ suits to make them bullet proof. However, with Claire's, her suit is 
also fireproof due to her superpower, and Bombshell's is bomb-proof is case one of the 
bombs detonates accidentally. By that regard, Bombshell isn't actually a super, but she's 
more villain - or villainess - than you think. Her mindset has led to a blood lust 
unmatched, save by the superevils, a category of villains without any morals - or do you 
already know that? She's 38." 



"Crusher is their adopted son, whom you may have seen running around. He's 8, and 
shows it well; he’s a big troublemaker, and because of his power, has gotten kicked out of 
several schools, although no school has yet to suspect him of being a super. Crusher is 
able to reduce the inner pressure of an object by touching it. In case you didn’t know, life 
is sustained by two pressures: the atmospheric pressure, and one's own inner pressure, 
and they must remain in balance. In space, for example, there is no pressure, so if you 
take off your helmet, your inner pressure will push your body and cause it to expand, 
although you technically die of asphyxiation first. Conversely, at the bottom of the ocean, 
the water pressure is so great that your body can't withhold the balanced and you 
implode, or are crushed. Crusher also shows signs of increasing inner pressure to explode 
things, but it's more limited right now. In time, he could be a very fonnidable villain." 

"Penta's 16, which I guess is your age. She goes to Calvin High, a rather strict all-girls 
school, although at least they don’t require a uniform. I know you know she uses magic, 
as I sort of eavesdropped on your breakfast conversation. Like Crusher, Penta was 
adopted, and is the daughter of a previous member of the Villa, Legerdemain, who is also 
a magician. He left the Villa one day, and some time later she appeared on its steps once 
more. Penta's not the best physical fighter and mostly stays away from hand-to-hand 
combat, preferring to attack from a distance. She uses spells, primarily. She has a ways to 
go, but don't underestimate her." 

"Claire's also 16. She can make and control fire, which is why her name is 'The Flare' to 
begin with, although I think it's a terrible one. Not much to say about Claire except she 
doesn't spend too much time in the Villa. She tends to hang out with her friends at the 
mall and take the local bus home. There's not much to do around here at her age, unless 
you're stuck here like Fly Guy and partake in a lot of villainy to keep busy. Is that your 
plan, Seethe?" 

"Yep. I hope to become a well-known villain in this town, that is, if I can get my power 
under control. And if it didn’t come with such a big drawback as dehydration." "Well" 
says Zavod, "There are methods to control one's power. And if dehydration is a problem, 
there are ways to deal with that, too. Drinking a lot, carrying around bottles of water, and, 
once you get control, spitting less at a time. Can you only spit or spray at one acidity 
level?" "So far, it seems. It's pretty powerful, but it can probably get even stronger." "The 
question is" she inquires, "are you yourself immune to the acid?" "Yeah, I occasionally 
get splash back and it doesn’t seem to affect me. It does singe my clothes, however. I 
guess Bombshell can acid-proof my suit when I get one. How do I get one, by the way?" 
"Leo's a pretty good maker, believe it or not. He's made a lot of the different suits you see 
around here. He has some pretty deft hands." "Any tips for Claire?" "Yeah, don’t be 
stupid or she’ll take off a hand or two. She's not crazy like her mother, but she can get 
pretty psychotic in battle." "Good to know, good to know." 

* 

After convincing Leopard to make a suit for him, and being instructed it would take at 
least three days, Seethe continued on to Fly Guy's room. Knowing that he spit acid as 



well - or "sort of as he had said - Seethe figured he’d be the best one to ask for help 
dealing with his ballistic power. Fly Guy's door was open, and one could him see walking 
on the ceiling with his arms crossed, pacing back and forth, with his shoes off. After 
noticing Seethe, he does a half-flip, lands right-side up, and approaches Seethe and says 
""Looking for me, mate? I’ve always plenty of time." "Yeah, I was wondering if you 
could help me get control of my powers. You said you spit acid too, right?" "I do, in a 
way. In truth, I spit saliva that contains acidic enzymes. It’s not as powerful as your acid, 
but over time, it can do some damage. Fly Guy points to a decaying piece of meat on a 
plate on a table in the far-off corner - "Just doing a little tenderizing." "So, can you help 
me? "Sure thing. Meet me on the roof in five minutes, and bring some bottles of water. 
I’ve to finish my snack first." 

Seethe gets some bottled water from the kitchen, with Lucy's pennission, of course, and 
heads to the elevator. Meanwhile, Fly Guy searches for a particular utensil that will aid in 
his instruction, or at least prevent Zavod for yelling at them later, as she is currently 
napping in her room. Getting to the roof, Seethe finds Fly Guy already waiting for him, 
then remembers he probably flew there, even though that would risk exposure. "Fly Guy, 
can I ask you a somewhat random question?" "I guess so, as long as it's not about my 
eating habits." "No, no, nothing like that. At the bank robbery, Strongarm shouted 'Photo 
Finish!’ as he was killing that guard. What was up with that?" "Oh, that was just his 
catchphrase. He uses it when he thinks he’ll have or has had a particularly good murder. 
Strongarm says that every super, hero or villain should have a catchphrase, but most 
don't, since it's more effort than you think to remember to use it. S'that all?" "Well, that 
and I was wondering about the large measuring glass you have with you." "Oh, this" Fly 
Guy answers, holding up the glass, "This is to catch any acid so that it doesn't destroy the 
roof and piss off Zavod, seeing as she practically lives on it when she's not sleeping. 

Glass can hold acid as the two don't react together. Well, if that's it, let's get started." 

"Think of the worst time you had that brought up the acid and made you spit it, or spray it 
or whatever. Play the memory over and over until it is as if you are reliving it." Seethe 
thinks back to the armed mugger three weeks prior whose leg he took off and who 
eventually died of blood loss. He was walking home when he saw a puppy walking into 
the alley. A sucker for cute animals, he followed the animal, which soon stopped at an 
upturned trash can, its contents spilling out. Seethe, or, at that time, Lloyd, went up to it 
and tossed it some of the leftover sandwich he was planning to eat for later. The puppy 
ran up to him and devoured the sandwich, and Lloyd knelt down to pet him. He suddenly 
heard a noise from behind him and saw the puppy run away, past the trash can into a 
corner at the end of the alley. Lloyd turned around and saw the mugger, a large male with 
a proportionately large knife. "Give me all your cash" he demanded, "Or I'll cut you into 
pieces and deliver them to your family one by one." A shiver passed through Lloyd's 
body and he suddenly grasped his stomach, feeling very sick. "Didn’t you hear me, boy?" 
Hand over the money." Lloyd lurched over and a streak of acid hit the mugger’s leg, 
which evaporated into the air, with not even the bones left behind. 

Just the mere memory of that leg causes Seethe, in the present, to feel the now-familiar 
welling-up. Fly Guy takes immediate notice. "Now, think of the best time you've ever 



had, and let that experienced calm you down." Seethe thinks back to a time long before, 
when he's at the mall with his parents. They've just seen a movie and he feels like the 
happiest child in the world. The colors, the sound, the fun! Seethe wishes he could return 
to that. He opens his eyes and the acid has settled down, and he is no longer worried of 
losing control. "Good" approves Fly Guy, "Keep doing that until the acid comes and goes 
by the mere decision to have those memories. If you find that the memories are wearing 
off, switch to new ones. If you lose control, spit the acid into the cup, and drink some 
water. Doing that for a while, maybe a few days, should be enough to give you some 
basic control." A few days? Only "basic" control? "Still, it is better than nothing" thinks 
Seethe, "This way I can actually be useful." 

Over the course of the next few hours he practices as Fly Guy has taught him to. When 
it's time for dinner, Seethe has already spit up four times, but is still hydrated. Moreover, 
as Fly Guy predicted, his control over the acid has improved, as well as the waiting time 
from the memories until the actions. "It seems" he thinks, "That it's all psychological." 
"Fly Guy, although my power is physical, my state of mind is more important to how it 
works. Isn't that a bit contrary to having a physical power in the first place?" "Not really. 
The physical body is merely a tool used by the rest of the self to enforce actions. So if 
one part is off, the body will be affected. It's for this reason that stress reduces one's life 
span, or that having sad thoughts leads to being sad, which leads to lethargy. Everything 
is connected." "So" Seethe thinks, "One needs control over parts of the self. No wonder 
Bodave embraces it so greatly, as it leads to greater power. I await the chance to see just 
how much I've grown." 



Chapter 8: An Encounter 


A couple of days pass, and Seethe is much more in control of his body. He can call and 
recall the acid at a very fast pace. Although he has used up many of his good memories 
for recalling, his cup of bad memories is never-ending. Seethe goes to Leopard's room to 
pick up his suit, and decided that that day, he’ll go to his original home to pick up is stuff, 
whether or not his father likes it. He knocks on the door and Leopard answers it, not in 
his usual suit but in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Leopard looks slightly shorter without it, 
yet more powerful with his exposed biceps. He's bald, with yellow eyes and a thin nose, 
and there's something, no, somethings, unusual about his skin. 

"Leopard, I'm here for my suit, if it's ready. But I was wondering, there's something 
strange about you I can’t quite put my finger on. Something about your skin." "You don't 
have to tiptoe around it, so just say it already." "Oh, okay...why is your skin sorta gray?" 
"That’s what I'm talking about" Leopard responds, "It goes back to my origin story: I was 
born in a secret lab a few hundred miles away, even secret to the government, which 
made it very illegal. As a fetus, they changed my DNA and added the genetic materials of 
many other animals. Bear, wolf, eagle, frog, starfish, and so on. My skin is the result of 
rhino DNA, which made it very tough but also very gray. But I'm not an Ubermensch; if 
you look closely, you'll see I have nonnal irises. The other thing you might have noticed 
is my lack of a suit. I'm wearing it, it just isn't on. See these?" He points to two black 
rectangles, one on each of his inner arms. "There are a bunch of them all over my body". 
He takes off his t-shirt and jeans, thankfully leaving on his boxers. "Now" Leopard says, 
"Check this out." He lift his left arm and talks into a small speaker right below the armpit; 
"Activate". Swirls of black quickly cover his body, until he is entrenched in his usual suit. 
"Pretty bitchin’, huh? The lab guys made it for me before I escaped, and it's worth a pretty 
penny. Bullet-proof, bomb-proof, fire-proof, probably acid-proof though I care not to 
experiment; combined with my natural skills, I'm a born killer. Well, except for the 
inability to fly. They couldn’t get that to work. I'm not sure how Fly Guy is even alive." 

He lifts his left arm again; "Deactivate." Leopard returns to his near-naked state and puts 
his clothes back on. 

"But enough of that. Let me get you your suit." He enters into a walk-in closet at the far 
side of the room, sounds of shuffling are heard, and he comes out, holding a suit. "Here 
you go" he says, and he hands it over to Seethe. The suit is black, with green dots 
splattered off the torso and limbs. On the back, a similar motif is used. "I figured I’d go 
with a splattered effect since you spit acid, which tends to splash. I can always redo it if 
you want." "Not at all" Seethe says, "This is perfect. It's better than red and green, which 
would make me look strange - since, you know, red and green are color opposites." "Yes, 
yes, we've all seen the color wheel. I’d take the suit to Bombshell to get it acid-treated, 
since that's her area. She’ll cover the suit with a layer of polyvinyl chloride, or PVC, 
which defends against the acid." "Alright then" Seethe agrees, "But how long do you 
think that will take?" "Oh, maybe until tomorrow." "Oh well, I guess another day wearing 
these smelly clothes can’t hurt." 



Seethe descends down into the basement, where Bombshell works in her lab when she 
isn't outside creating destruction. He enters into the lab and sees two long white tables, 
parallel to each other, filled with all sorts of flasks, Bunsen burners, and containers of 
chemicals he probably shouldn’t touch, or even smell. "Umm..." says Seethe, unsure of 
what to do, as he’s never actually spoken to her before - the fact that she's insane doesn’t 
help the cause." "What is it, Seethe?" Bombshell responds, in a surprisingly calm voice. 
He holds up the suit; "I was wondering if you could make this acid-proof for me." "Why 
not? I'm only discovering more uses for technetium, but I suppose that can wait." "What 
the heck is technetium?" Seethe questions. "What...is...technetium?! It is only" she yells, 
"Element number 43! The earliest in line that has no stable isotopes, and don’t you forget 
it!" "I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I just didn't know". Bombshell returns to normalcy. "Not to 
worry, deary, and I'll have your suit ready by tomorrow. Just come to me after breakfast." 

Seethe leaves the lab shaken up. He decides to go for a walk to help loosen him up and 
calm himself down. As he walks down the block, he wonders if can get to his father's 
apartment from here. At the end of the block is a bus stop. He looks at the sign and sees 
all the different stops it makes - it includes Laplace Road and Main Street, an intersection 
only three blocks from the apartment. At least Seethe will not have to ask for a ride to get 
there and back seeing as he didn’t own much to begin with. Seethe crosses the street and 
continues onward, then waits for the lights to change, makes a left, and crosses the 
adjacent street of the crossroad he's on. After a few minutes of walking, he makes another 
left, crossing the street once more, and saunters along. Up ahead, he spots someone that 
looks vaguely familiar. 

Slowly, the face paints a clearer picture in his head: it is Cubes, the leader of Topaz. 
Excited at the possibility of killing the head hero, Seethe tries to remain calm lest he 
arouse any suspicion from bystanders, or Cubes himself. Cubes is of average height, a 
skinny male approximately the age of 44, and wears non-descriptive white khaki pants 
with a crisp white shirt. Seethe slowly approaches, and it registers in Cubes’ mind that 
he's facing a former possible recruit, but Seethe can hardly know Cubes knows this. As 
they pass each other by, Seethe thinks up the most devastating memory he can, one of his 
mother being beaten by his father. The acid chums violently in his stomach and he vomits 
it onto Cubes. Unexpectedly, the acid hits a wall of white, and slides down, slowly 
melting the wall, but not ever piercing it. Then, the wall crumbles into thin air, and an 
angry Cubes faces Seethe. 

"Did you really think you could harm me, child? I'm not the leader for nothing, y'know? 
Your acid, at its present level, is worthless against me." Seethe recalls Cubes’ power, that 
he can change the density of the air around him, in a radius of ten feet. "Ten feet" he 
thinks, "Oh, crap!" Suddenly, Seethe can't move from his neck down; he looks to see his 
body encased in solidified air, his mouth left untouched out of Cubes' mercy. "If I were 
you, I would not attack with such haste, or next time you might find yourself without a 
body." Cubes walks away and the body-cast around Seethe slowly disintegrates. It seems, 
at least, that Cubes must be present for the air to stay dense, but he could have allowed it 
to happen. 



At dinner, Seethe recalls to the other teenagers his run-in with Cubes. They are amazed 
that Seethe is even standing - such a brazen attack would normally upset Cubes, so he 
must have been in a good mood. But to attack the head of Topaz? What was Seethe 
thinking? "In all honesty, I wasn’t. I just figured that if I could kill the head honcho, my 
name would become great." "You don't" says Claire, "Attack Cubes, unless under 
emergency circumstances. It's an honor reserved only for my father. As the heads of the 
two Villas, there is an agreement that this is to be the case. My father and Cubes, besides 
being arch-enemies, are also friends, so for one to lose the other is unthinkable. In the 
future, please be more thoughtful." "I'm sorry" Seethe apologizes with a true heart, "I 
didn't know any of that. I'll be more careful in the future. Are there any other 
restrictions?" "None that I know of, although it is unwritten that one does not kill my 
mother or Cubes' wife Dread in battle. Fighting is one thing, but murder may, and 
probably will, lead to a vendetta. Plus, I'll be pissed if my mother dies." 

At night, Seethe lays in his bed, just thinking about how hard it really is to be a super, be 
one hero or villain. Besides the rules of conduct, there are special, localized rules, or 
"home rules", that one must abide to. Additionally, he wonders if there is a question of 
territory, where one may or may not cross, or when, or even if this is such a matter. 
"Perhaps" he thinks, "It is best not to think too much about these things, and just follow 
everyone's lead for now." But there is one other thing that crosses his mind, in which he 
will not simply play "follow the leader". In terms of his father, he will get his stuff back 
the next day, and he will kill his father. Hard as murder might be, he has already done it 
twice, if unintentionally, and the mere sight of his father will remove any inhibitions he 
might have. There's always tomorrow. 



Chapter 9: Pop 


The day starts as any other: birds singing, a sunny day, nothing unusual about it all. But 
after Seethe gets up, he knows that this day is the day he truly changes, the day he goes 
from accidental killer to coldhearted murderer. This is the day he plans to kill the man he 
once called "Pop", the man whom he once upon a time looked up to for growth, looked 
down on in disgust, and could only see with fear. But now, it will be his father who will 
look in fear as Seethe becomes the tonnentor. "It is ironic" Seethe thinks, "That I have 
this power because of the very pain he sent me through. It is almost a shame that the man 
will pay for it with his life. Almost." 

Seethe goes into the cafeteria and a slight hush covers the room, only to resume to chatter 
a few seconds later. "What was that all about?" ask Seethe to Penta, who is in front of 
him on the breakfast line. "You told Fly Guy your plan to kill your father, and he told 
Bodave, and from there the word spread. We all know what your plan is for today. It's a 
pretty rash move, even for an experienced villain. Are you sure this is something you can 
- and want to - go through with?" "I'm positive" Seethe replies, "If I can't do this, I will 
never make it as a villain. It is the ultimate test of making the jump from good to evil." 
"Alright, but try not to get yourself killed; the man could have some kind of weapon." 

They sit down at the usual table with Fly Guy, Bodave, and Claire. "A word of advice" 
says Claire, in earnest, "If you're really going to go through with this, do it with the most 
powerful attack you can. Not only will this extinguish doubt, it will ensure that you get an 
easy win, or at least a high advantage. Oh, and don't go out with just your suit. Wear 
regular clothes over your suit. You don’t want people knowing you've become a super just 
yet - it may lead to...complications." "Thanks for the tips. I have a little plan in my mind 
for how things will turn out. Mostly, I just have to watch out for my father's shotgun, and 
then I'm home free." Seethe drinks a large amount of water; "I better fill up on my liquids 
for this one. No sense in taking chances." "Just remember" says Penta, "There's also 
somewhat of an art to murder. I'm not saying it's necessary to do so, especially in this 
case, but killing in certain fashions is sometimes seen by the public as even more 
haunting than just, say, a stabbing." 

* 

Seethe gets his things ready and heads toward the entrance of the apartment. He carries a 
duffel bag to pack all his things in, and wears his same old clothes over the suit and mask 
Leopard made for him, and that Bombshell treated. On his way, Incarnate stops him. "Just 
a second, kid, I want to give you this." He takes out a knife and hands it to Seethe - "It's 
just in case things don't play out exactly as planned, and you need to improvise a little. 
You never know when you'll need a knife." "Thanks man, that really means a lot. This 
world needs more helping hands." "Good luck. We won’t be helping you, because this is 
your test, your leap of faith. If you can't handle this, it's the end for you at the Villa, since 
you'll be caught...or dead. Sorry it has to be that way. Take it as a consolation that we all 



believe in you. Even if armed, your father is still only human and in such tight quarters, 
you'll have an advantage." "Thanks again. I'll be back in an hour or two with my stuff." 
Seethe walks out the door. 

He makes a right turn down the road, and walks down it to the bus stop. He waits about 
five to ten minutes before the bus arrives. By then, Seethe has played his plan through his 
mind a number of times, unsure how things will play out for sure, but confident his plan 
will remotely work. He keeps in mind Penta's words about turning death into art. He gets 
onto the bus and pays the fare, then sits in the back row and waits until he can get off at 
Laplace Road. The ride is a long one, the Family's Villa being farther away from his 
father's apartment than the Topaz Villa. The total trip takes about thirty minutes because 
of all the traffic, as today is a Saturday and the public is out for entertainment and, 
therefore, everywhere. Seethe will have to make sure he doesn’t leave any witnesses. 

He finally arrives at Laplace Road and walks the three blocks to his apartment. Although 
he's been gone for only about a week, the place looks foreign to him, as if years have 
passed and changes have happened all over the place. Seethe takes out the key to the 
apartment. He climbs the stairwell, not wanting to risk a chance meeting in the elevator 
from which he couldn't run. He gets to his father's apartment and opens the door, a little 
surprised to find it unlocked, as he thought his father would be out, and he planned on 
waiting to get a surprise attack on the old man. Nevertheless, he walks forward with 
confidence, knowing that he can't - no, that he musn’t - fail. His father, Greg, hears the 
door open from the kitchen and goes to see who it is. He is shocked to see his own son 
back at the apartment, following his disappearance. "Lloyd! Boy! What are you doing 
here? I thought you were missing?" "No, I only went away for a short bit." "Yeah, well, I 
know what you did to that Eddie kid, and boy, you gonna pay. I’m not gonna live with a 
murderer!" "You won’t need to. I don't plan on staying here. I’m just going to get my stuff 
and get out of here, out of your life. You won't need to worry about anything." "What, me 
worry?" thinks Greg, "Not when this kid is wanted - I can probably make some quick 
cash turning him in. I just need to keep him here for a while." "Go ahead, Lloyd, get your 
stuff." 

Seethe is confused to get off so easily, but he doesn’t worry too much; he decides to pack 
first, in case he needs to flee after killing his father. He packs up all the clothes he has, 
some toiletries, and some trinkets and curios lying about. He stuffs the duffel bag, and 
picks it up, going in to the living room. When he gets there, he sees his father sitting on a 
chair, but not alone - in Greg's hands is a shotgun, and he has it pointed at Seethe. "I'll be 
calling the police now, and they'll take you away. I heard how you melted Eddie's face off 
- someone like you, a super, isn’t needed in this city. We have enough of them already, 
and it only causes chaos." "I'm sorry you feel that way" responds Seethe, "But I'm afraid I 
can't allow you to call the police." Seethe spits acid at the gun, melting part of it 
effectively sealing the barrel, rendering it useless. Some of the acid splashes off onto 
Greg's hand and burns him. "Ah! What the hell, Lloyd?!" 

Greg holds up the shotgun like a bat and stands up to go attack Seethe. Seethe looks up at 
the ceiling, and with a particularly strong memory, gushes a fountain of acid. He slowly 



rotates as the acid burns off his clothes and leaves him only in his suit, the acid slowly 
rolling off of it. He runs at Greg, and shouts "My name...is Seethe!" Greg swings the gun, 
only to be blocked by Seethe's left arm. Seethe punches Greg in the chest, and the acid 
that still remains burns through Greg's shirt and injures Greg a bit. Seethe keeps up a 
barrage of punches, each one eating through Greg's attire and burning him. Finally, 

Seethe ends off with a hug, and his entire body starts to melt Greg a bit. Greg, although in 
severe pain, knees Seethe in the crotch, and after his son falls to the ground he kicks him 
a few times. Seethe clutches Greg's right ankle, grabs from his suit's pocket Incarnate's 
knife, and stabs Greg, who howls in pain and backs off. Seethe slowly gets up, and in one 
final attack, spits a stream of acid at Greg's heart. The acid pierces through his body and 
blood pours out of the hole, and Greg falls to the floor, dead. 

Seethe quickly takes off his suit, washes and dries it, and exchanges it for a pair of 
regular clothes from the duffel bag. He takes the knife out of his father's ankle, washes it 
off, and stores in it the clothes he is now wearing, just in case, as he is running out of 
liquid, despite the large amount of water he drank earlier. He takes the available money 
out of Greg's wallet, as he is running low on cash, runs from the apartment, and, not even 
bothering to fully close the door, he makes his way to the bus stop. As he gets onto the 
bus, he can hear sirens in the distance, no doubt related to his father's untimely demise. 
But it makes no difference, as Seethe is now safe. He gets off at Goethe Lane, where the 
Villa is located, and rushes toward it. As he enters the building, several of the villains are 
there to congratulate him on his success. The villains cheer on Seethe, who strikes one 
arm into the air and shouts "Yeah!" and ambles on to his room and unpacks his 
belongings. 

* 

It is night again, and Seethe has recovered from his fight. On the news in the lounge, he 
watches as the reporter dictates how his father was found by a neighbor, and how it must 
have been done by his son Lloyd, as acid was used. The police have now issued a 
manhunt for Seethe, like all the other villains, and while that restricts him somewhat, he 
now feels as if he is truly one of the supervillains. He goes to sleep, exhausted, 
wondering what he’ll do now. 



Chapter 10: Reborn 


Seethe wakes up during the night, his sleep disturbed by images of him killing his father. 
Was it the right thing to do? Sure, he had a shotgun, but that was meant to coral Seethe 
into a corner, so that the police could get him. After he rendered the gun useless, wouldn’t 
that have been enough? No, his father would not stop at that. He would hunt him down if 
it meant any gain. Once he walked through the exit of the Villa, he had no choice but to 
go through with the task or else find himself homeless. "Besides" Seethe thinks, "My 
father hated me. Sure, he provided a home for me, but begrudgingly, and only because he 
had to. He would have preferred it if I were dead. It is for the best that I killed him." Still, 
the fight disturbs Seethe, so much so that he goes up to the roof to think about it. 

As he walks through the entrance to the roof, he sees Claire on the left, looking over the 
city. "Couldn’t sleep?" asks Seethe. Claire spins around in surprise; "Oh, it's you Seethe. 
You scared me. Pretty much. I have insomnia, so sometimes I come up here to pass the 
time until I feel tired again. What are you doing here?" "Just getting some air, I guess" 
responds Seethe, but Claire can see there's more to it than that. "Why are you really 
here?" "To gather my thoughts about what happened today. On the one hand, I feel free 
now that my father is dead. On the other hand, he was my only connection to my mother, 
albeit a bad one. Now I have only my memories of her to rely on." "Well" Claire goes on 
to say, "It was a sacrifice you had to make. Not to officially be in the Villa or anything, 
but to find yourself, and become your true self." "Yeah, that makes sense." 

Seethe can feel his love for Claire grow even stronger, from her mere words. He draws 
closer to her, so that he can see the red portion of her iris symbolizing her physical 
superpower. "Now's the best time as any," he thinks. "Claire?" - she looks at Seethe - 
"Can I ask you something?" "Sure. What is it?" "Well - and I'm sorry if this comes out 
the wrong way, or if it's too strong, but - would you, by some odd chance, consider going 
out with me?" Claire suddenly looks very uncomfortable. Her hands come together and 
she rubs them in her nervousness - some smoke rises from her hands as she keeps a 
small, barely visible fire around her whole body for warmth from the cold outside. She 
shifts her position the slightest bit; "I'm sorry, Seethe, but I can't. I consider you a friend, 
but not more than that. I know that may upset you, but I don’t think I can dance around 
the issue." "It's alright, I can live with the truth. I'm glad you didn’t make something up to 
sugarcoat things." 

They suddenly hear a noise behind them and see Sim coming through the door. "Ho, 
young ones! Do you wish to join me as I go and inform Strongarm of the news?" "What 
news?" asks Claire, hoping Sim doesn't think she and Seethe are "together". "I had been 
spying on Topaz, as usual, and I came across some interesting information. It seems 
Nexus and Volta's daughter Elsie is exhibiting some unusual behavior. Superpower 
behavior." "That doesn’t seem so surprising, seeing as she has two supers for parents" 
replies Claire, "Elsie should be, what, 5 by now?" "Correct" Sim answers, "But what's 
unusual is how her power is being exhibited. She appears to have multiple superpowers. 



And not only that, but they were all physical." "Isn't that an impossibility?" asks Seethe, 
"Bodave told me you can only have one type of each level of superpower." "Correct, and 
that is what makes Elsie so unusual. Perhaps she is an existential super, the rarest of all 
types. The only problem is, I don't know if even existential supers can show more than 
one type of physical power, or any other level, for that matter. Come, we must go." 

"How did you even know we were here?" questions Seethe. "Simple, I saw you two in 
my astral form as I was retreating back from the other Villa. I would've stayed longer at 
Topaz, but Seeker saw me and we got into a little fight, so I decided to leave instead of 
wasting my energy. "Seeker?" "Yeah" replies Claire, "He's Cubes and Dread’s son. He 
calls himself that since he seeks out the seven levels of superpowers. He's already 
attained three: physical, which he had from birth, and mental and astral." "Indeed" says 
Sim, "He is a fonnidable hero. But let us not dabble in such trivia! We have news to 
deliver - away!" The three reenter the building and descend until the fourth floor. They 
go down the hall to the end, and Sim lightly knocks on the door of Strongarm and 
Bombshell's room. A weary Bombshell answers, "What excuse have you to be disturbing 
my sleep at such a time, mere mortal?" "We have urgent news to deliver to your husband, 
Bombshell. Of course, it is for you to hear as well." "Alright, let me go and wake him 
up." She slowly drudges toward their bed, saying to herself, "This better be good or I’ll 
blow his legs off." A few minutes later the five members have gathered in another room 
on the fourth floor, a lounge. Sim is pouring tea for everyone. 

"Did I hear you right, Sim? An existential showing multiple physical powers?" asks 
Strongarm. "Yes, it is the truth, from what I gathered in my short time of spying. I think it 
could otherwise be that Elsie contains multiple types of multiple powers." "And how 
would that be possible?" asks Seethe. "To clarify" says Strongarm, "It could be that Elsie 
is a demigod reborn, capable of having any superpower she desires. It would make her 
unstoppable, if not for the fact that she's only five years old. This, of course, is if she is in 
fact such a being." "It's hard to say" adds Sim, "I don’t kn ow how demigods work. I'm not 
sure if she would have any recognition of being a previous demigod or not. Frankly, I 
don’t even know if a demigod can be reborn - there are only legends of them. And there 
is also the question of why such a being would even exist - a living demigod defies the 
rules." "So what do we do?" blurts out Claire, unable to contain her excitable at such a 
rare event. Strongarm smiles before replying, "Simple. We kidnap her." 

"What?!" the group shouted, waking up various supers with the ruckus. "Do you really" 
inquires Sim, "Expect us to do that? Besides it being questionable to take a child from her 
parents, and that's a big question, to even be able to harness such power is nigh 
impossible. Knowing she was taken, Elsie is sure to develop an emotional instability that 
could easily backfire on us." "But with Elsie on our side, Topaz will fall, if we act 
correctly. Besides, Elsie will forget after a few years. Think of this all as a necessary evil. 
So, who's in?" "Not I" huffs Claire, a more visible fire now glowing around her face, "I 
refuse to be a part of this mission." "Same here" says Bombshell, "I may be evil, but I'm 
still a mother, goddammit. Who am I to ruin a child?" Mother and daughter walk out of 
the lounge to their respective bedrooms. "That leaves us three, unless you're still against 
it, Sim." "I am, but I'm also still loyal to the Villa. You have my help." "Good. Am I to 



suppose you’re in, Seethe? This would be your first official attack." Seethe thinks long 
and hard about this: to take a child from her parents, and loving ones at that, is the 
converse crime to being brought up by an abusive parent. To do this would mean going 
against his origin. Still, if Strongarm sees the wisdom in it, even if Seethe himself doesn't, 
there must be some good reason for it all. "I'm in." "Perhaps" Seethe thinks, "I will learn 
something from all this." "Good. Coming along with us, pending their agreement, will be 
Fly Guy and Leo as scouts and main attackers, plus Penta for back-up. We will attack 
tomorrow at the stroke of midnight." 

* 

The next day goes by rather slowly. Preparing for the mission, Seethe drinks lots of water, 
only to urinate most of it out. He also takes a few naps to keep himself well rested for the 
midnight attack. While the others are at school, Seethe sits down with some of Claire's 
textbooks and learns a little, figuring he might as well keep his mind up-to-date with his 
school studies if he couldn't go anywhere. He also finds himself wandering the Villa, 
chatting with the other villains, learning more about them. He finds Zavod on the roof 
tanning as usual, and strikes up a conversation about child abduction. She doesn’t seem to 
have much of a problem with it, but, as she points out, she doesn’t recall ever being a 
child, so she wouldn’t know how it feels to be kidnapped. Seethe then watches Fly Guy 
and Leopard spar in Fly Guy's room. Leopard is unsuited, and the two stand on the 
ceiling, both having fly genes in them, and fight upside down. It is a dizzying fight for 
Seethe, and Fly Guy explains they are sparring like that to help keep up their awareness 
of the different directions, whatever that means. 

As the day draws to a close, Penta and the others return from school. She is particularly 
excited on this day to partake in a mission. Not because she values abduction - indeed, 
she has some qualms - but because she usually is too busy to go on missions. With 
tomorrow off from school, however, she is able to stay up late. She takes a nap after 
dinner, and wakes up at eleven to prepare herself for the attack. Seethe, not knowing what 
to do, practices control over his acid ascending and descending, until he feels more 
confident of his ability. At 11:30 PM, Strongarm assembles the troop in the van, and they 
take off for the other side of town. Being so late, there is little traffic, and the group has 
no trouble avoiding attention. They stop a block from the Topaz Villa and walk the rest of 
the way in order to not arouse attention with their noise. Sim stays in the van and uses his 
astral projection as a protection against Seeker. Seeker, although weaker than Sim in 
astral form, has one big advantage: he can warn the rest of Topaz if the Family is coming 
by retreating to his body immediately. Sim, on the other hand, would have to retreat to his 
body and then run to catch up with the gang. 

They know from Sim that of the five-story apartment, Elsie lives on the second floor, on 
the left side of the apartment, in the corner room closer to the street. Nexus and Volta, her 
parents, lived in the room next door, farther from the street. The group approaches the 
Villa from the left side as they go over the plan: Fly Guy is already up in the air, provided 
support with a walkie-talkie, Leopard will make his way into the window of Elsie's room 
while Sim hovers by in case Seeker sees him, Penta will provide backup for Leopard, and 



Strongarm and Seethe will create a diversion if necessary. Now by the left side, Leopard 
makes a large leap into the air and grasps onto the thin ledge outside the second floor. He 
hoists himself up with his bearlike strength, and goes to open the window, only to find it 
newly screwed in: Seeker warned them in advance. Leopard then protracts his claws from 
his hand and tries to pierce the window quietly, all to no avail. Elsie shifts in her sleep. 

Unsure of what to do, he gives the signal to Penta, who informs Strongarm and Seethe to 
go through with the diversion. They immediately start making a racket and Penta goes 
into the alley between the left side of the Villa and another apartment building to provide 
cover. Meanwhile Fly Guy joins the ruckus, and at the apex of the noise-making, Leopard 
punches through the glass. Elsie wakes up and starts screaming, while Leopard struggles 
to get himself through the window. Nexus, a thin man with glasses, rushes into the room, 
with Volta, a tall woman, not far behind. Suddenly, Nexus falls over in a heap, and shouts 
"Seeker, he's here!” Seeker's form and Sim's form, invisible to both groups start to fight, 
Sim clearly having an edge, but Seeker still giving him a run for his money. Volta throws 
a lightning bolt at Leopard face, temporarily blinding him, and she uses this chance to 
knock him out of the window. Just in time, Penta casts a spell which causes him to slowly 
float to the dirt. She then levitates herself toward the second-floor window, preparing to 
face off with Volta. 

Meanwhile a group of heroes has gathered at the entrance to take on Strongarm, Seethe, 
and Fly Guy. 



Chapter 11: Relinquished 


At the entrance of the Topaz Villa, Strongarm, Seethe, and Fly Guy gathered to make a 
diversion so that Leopard could kidnap Elsie. Unbeknownst to them, Leopard was having 
a hard time as both Nexus and Volta, the parents of Elsie, heard her scream and ran in to 
protect her. One by one, heroes gathered at the front to protect the Villa. Seethe 
immediately notices Cubes, and recalls Claire's words that only Strongarm was allowed 
to kill him. But did this scenario count as an emergency? "Probably not" Seethe thinks, 
"As we are attackers, not defenders. If the tide shifts, perhaps then I will fight him. Until 
then, I must focus on another hero." And so it is, as the hero known as Mr. Body shows 
up to attack Seethe: he is a large man in a white full-body suit. He has a round speaker for 
a mouthpiece and a shaded visor to see through. "Hello Seethe, nice to see you" he 
declares in a deep voice, "I hope you don't mind if I am forced to disembowel you." 
"That’s if you can" replies Seethe, and he shoots a stream of acid at Mr. Body's neck. Mr. 
Body's head is decapitated, as it falls to the floor. Seethe reacts in surprise as the suit 
automatically regenerates by the neck, closing up the hole, but not before a good amount 
of strange liquid has leaked out. "I see you haven't done much research on me" Mr. 

Body's head says, as his body bends down to pick up the head. He reattaches himself; 
"There, that's better. You can't defeat an opponent unless you first know what he can do, 
Seethe." Mr. Body lets out a punch and sends Seethe flying. 

Meanwhile, Misha’el, a rabbi and a superhero, encounters Fly Guy, who is smart enough 
not to stay as close as Seethe had. He hovers in the air, ready to strike Misha’el at a 
second's notice. "Long time no see, Beelzebub. Your speed is impressive, but a single 
misstep and you may find yourself without wings." Fly Guy dives into Misha’el and sends 
him sprawling across the floor. Fly Guy gets a little jarred from the rebound, as flying so 
fast into an object hurts him as well. He goes in again for a second strike, but as he was 
recovering, Misha’el recited a quick passage, "V'hasare satan milfanecha u'miachreinu, 
u'vitsel kinafecha tostiranu." ("And remove the obstacle from before me and from behind 
me, and cover us in your wings.") With that, Misha’el disappears and Fly Guy instead 
dives into the wall and hits his head. Misha’el appears from the shadows on the floor, 
picks up Fly Guy, and tosses him outside. "You almost had me Fly Guy, but you'll have to 
do better than that." 

Finally, Cubes and Strongann are matched up, and their fight begins. Cubes begins by 
restraining Strongarm's vision by creating a band of solidified air across his eyes and 
around his head. Strongarm rips it off with force, and roars as he throws it at Cubes. 
Surprised, Cubes quickly makes a wall in front of him, but Strongarm kicks through it 
and into Cubes, who is sent flying. He takes the newly alone Mr. Body and sweeps him, 
then goes into the Villa to continue his fight with Cubes. Seethe, now recovered spits a 
wad of acid at Mr. Body's fallen torso. Holes appear all over, and more fluid fluid seeps 
out of them, but the holes soon close up. Strongarm goes in to kick Cubes, but suddenly 
breaks down into tears, the result of a passage from Misha’el, who has just tossed out Fly 
Guy. He has recited the line "Hahofchi hatsur again mayim, chalamish limino mayim." 



("Who turns the rock into a pond of water, the flint into a flowing fountain.") Cubes takes 
this opportunity to encase Strongarm completely. Seethe and Fly Guy rush in and Seethe 
sprays acid at the encasing, compromising its structural integrity. A few second later, a 
now slightly calmer Strongarm bursts through the cocoon, and the villains flee the night 
after seeing more heroes starting to arrive. 

Throughout all this, Penta has chosen to fight Volta and shoots her own electricity at 
Volta. "Foolish child" states Volta, upon being unaffected by the attack, "Can't you see 
that I am electricity?! Your attack only strengthens me!" She throws another lightning 
bolt, but Penta block it with a quick spell that turns her hand into rubber. She redirects 
this attack to Nexus and now he is fully unconscious and unable to participate in the 
battle. Sim has sufficiently beat Seeker, who has now retreated to his normal body. He 
then goes in to strike Volta and knocks her down. Leopard, still recovering from the 
lightning bolt, gets up. "Grab the kid, Penta, we don’t have much more time" he yells, 
after seeing the rest of the Family run toward the van. Penta climbs in and advances to 
grab the screaming Elsie. Elsie starts crying cartoon tears, her eyes pouring out water like 
fountains, and the room starts to fill with water. Penta slips on the water and falls down. 
She quickly gets back up and grabs Elsie. Elsie screeches, and a shockwave pushes Penta 
back, sending her into the window, destroying it, and down into the alley below, where 
Leopard catches her. "What happened in there?" "Elsie, she just acted with some kind of 
sonic blast. I can barely move. Let's get out of here!" Leopard carries Penta and runs 
away from the Villa in the opposite direction of the van, to meet up at a rendezvous point. 
They may not have succeeded - indeed, they mostly just failed - but they have learned 
that getting Elsie will be difficult even if there were no heroes to defend her. A demigod 
reborn has enough power to take care of herself. 

The gang regroups back at the Family Villa, and a few villains have gathered at the 
entranced to hear what happened in the mission. "Failure, an utter failure" sobs 
Strongarm, still a little affected by Misha’el's words, "I was fool to think we could attack 
them at their home base." "It wasn’t a total loss" says Leopard, "Penta got Elsie but was 
pushed back. We almost had her. It's too bad Elsie seems emotionally unstable - then 
again, she is only five years old. It's to be expected that her power is out of control." "It 
was for the best, then" says Bombshell, "It was never a good idea to do, regardless of 
whether or not she had powers. Separating a family creates pain for many, not just one." 
The villains go to bed to face another morning, while Penta is put under the care of 
Incarnate, as he has a great degree of medical knowledge from memorizing the lore. 

* 

The next day, Seethe goes to Zavod, who is quickly becoming his favorite villain, to leam 
more about Mr. Body. "You want to know more about Body, eh? No one really knows 
how he works except Misha’el, who made that suit for him. Somehow it can heal itself 
up, by whatever Misha’el did to it - he's a Kabbalist, you know." "'Kabbalist'?" "Yeah. He 
practices Kabbalah, or at least a very esoteric form. He turns the passages of the Bible 
into a reality. I know there's a cost to the actions, but I've never been able to figure it out. 
All I know is, he spends a ton of time awake. If he's not being a hero, he's a rabbi, and 



when he's neither, he's off doing charity work. The man has a fervent attitude toward 
life." "So what about Mr. Body?" Seethe asks again. "He can remove and attach his limbs 
at will. Nothing seems to kill him, but I doubt he's immortal. I figure that that liquid he 
holds keeps him alive somehow. But he's a mystery, more so than any other super. Get 
Misha’el, and you may find what you're looking for." "Well," Seethe responds, "It's 
mostly out of interest than necessity, seeing as Mr. Body did beat me last night. But next 
time, who's to say whom I’ll face? I'm not too worried." 

Seethe goes down to Bodave's room to discuss the mission with him as well. Seeing 
Seethe, Bodave, offers to spar with him all the while, to which Seethe agrees. "So why 
didn't you join us last night? We could have used a lot of help." He goes in for a sweep, 
but Bodave simply jumps back. "I wanted to, honestly, but I was exhausted at the time. 
College isn’t easy, and when you're a super, you don’t get to do much else if you're serious 
about your grades, which I am." Bodave does a hand spring, and catches Seethe's neck 
between his two ankles. "So it wasn't about qualms on child abduction?" Seethe grabs the 
ankles and twists, spinning Bodave, who almost hits the ground, but lands on one hand, 
then two, and kicks into Seethe’s stomach, who crashes into the hanging punching bag. 
"Nah, I don’t care too much about that stuff. Like I said, life is all about control. To 
control the world, you need power, and Elsie is a step toward that. If we could make her 
evil, we’d have all the power we need, provide we have the control - the two go hand in 
hand." Seethe dives at Bodave, who flips backward over him; Seethe lands with a roll and 
Bodave spins in the air, landing so that he is by Seethe's head and looking down at him. 
Seethe looks up in amazement; "How'd you do that?" "Control is all about making the 
hard look easy, as if it required no effort at all. I can assure you, that flip was very hard to 
do, but I tried to look calm the whole time to unnerve you. Tricking is a very useful tactic 
as well." 

Seethe decides to try and trick infonnation out of Misha’el about Mr. Body. He goes to 
Incarnates room on the fifth floor, and, seeing the door open, walks in. He finds Incarnate 
sitting at a desk, head stooped over a book on mechanical engineering, a primary interest 
of his. His hands support his head, as he occasionally moves one hand to flip the page. 
Penta is resting on a bed across the room. "Incarnate?" Incarnate looks up; "What's up, 
kid?" "I was wondering if you could give me infonnation about Misha’el's daily 
schedule." "Why? Do you have some sort of grudge against him?" "Nope" Seethe replies, 
"I just want to know more about Mr. Body. He took me down with ease, so I thought I’d 
get to know him better." "Good enough for me. Today's Sunday, so the best time to find 
him is when he takes his afternoon walk at three, when he's all alone. I can get someone 
to drive you there, unless you want to take the bus." "I appreciate the offer, and thanks, 
and I’ll take you up on it. I’ll be going with a disguise, but I still don't want to draw any 
unwanted attention given my recent activities." 

Later, a villain by the name of Grotesk has decided to drive Seethe, with Incarnate's car, 
to the designated area: Misha’el passes a hardware store that is relatively deserted on 
Sundays. The streets themselves won't be empty, but Seethe isn’t planning on making a 
scene. He won’t be attacking, if he can help it. "Good luck, Seethe. I’ll be parked across 
the street if anything happens and you need my help." "Thanks, but I should be fine." 



Seethe is not dressed in his suit this time, but is wearing normal clothes; his face has a 
fake mustache on it, as well as sunglasses, and a baseball cap. It wasn’t much, but it was 
the best he could whip up since deciding to do this. Seethe sees Misha’el approaching and 
slowly walks toward him. "Rabbi, can you help me with something?" "What is it, fine 
sir?" Misha’el answers, with a look of innocence upon his face. Seethe holds up a vial of 
green fluid, most likely acid; "What is the fluid that Mr. Body contains? Answer, and you 
will not die!" "I already knew it was you, Seethe, having exchanged notes with Bo this 
morning. Birakim lamatar asah, vayotzay ruach may'otzrosav!" ("He sends lightning with 
the rain and brings out the wind from his storehouses!") A very strong wind comes and 
blows off Seethe's disguise, the hat skidding off into the distance. "But for your effort, I’ll 
give you a hint: the liquid doesn't keep him alive, not really." Misha'el walks on, 
confident that Seethe won’t throw the acid at him. Seethe just stands there, unsure of what 
to think - "What does he mean by 'not really?"' He will have to delve even deeper to find 
the answer. Perhaps he will get it from Mr. Body himself. Seethe crosses the street and 
gets into the car. "Any luck?" asks Grotesk. "None, but it gives me some ideas. Maybe 
tomorrow I'll have a better understanding of things." 

* 

The rest of the day goes by as any normal Sunday would. Most of the villains go out to 
enjoy their time, while Seethe and the other "freak" villains are forced to remain at the 
apartment. Seethe hopes that in time, he’ll eventually be able to take a stroll without being 
looked at with suspicion by a pedestrian. But the matter of Mr. Body bothers him more. 
What exactly is he? 



Chapter 12: The Deceit 


In bed that night, Seethe decides that the best way to get information about Mr. Body will 
be from Mr. Body himself. Seethe will go to any ends to understanding him, even if it 
means killing him. 

The next day at breakfast, Seethe reveals his plan to Bombshell. She tells him to come to 
her after breakfast ends. He then goes and sits with the usual gang of teenagers, next to 
Penta and across from Fly Guy. "So" says Fly Guy, "Rumor has it you attacked Misha’el 
last night. That takes a lot of guts, given the difference in your levels." "I wasn’t attacking 
him, I was just threatening him. I had no intent of actually attacking him, seeing as what 
he did to you in our attempt to kidnap Elsie. And how come you guys are always at the 
table before me?" "We don’t sleep late" responds Bodave, "Plus, we go to bed at a decent 
hour because of school. So if you just ’threatened’ him, what exactly happened?" "Well" 
replies Seethe, unsure of how to phrase it, "I wanted to know more about Mr. Body, so I 
threatened Misha’el with a vial of acid. Stupid, I know. But he gave me a little hint - he 
said that the liquid in Mr. Body's suit doesn’t really keep him alive. But that still leaves 
open many other possibilities. Claire speaks up; "I saw you speaking with my mother a 
minute ago. What was that about?" "Just asking for some advice about Mr. Body; she said 
she’ll help me get to understand Mr. Body some more." "Hmm" is all Claire responds 
with, suspecting there's more to the story. 

After breakfast finishes, Seethe walks down to the lab where Bombshell soon joins him. 
"Now" she says, "I’d rather if you don't kill Body, but if you must, so be it. I’m more in 
this for the science than anything. I'd like to analyze the suit and the liquid, or at least his 
actual body. I feel they hold some interesting secrets. As from yesterday, you still have 
five or so vials of acid left. Take as many vials more as you want up and take this" - she 
hands him a utility belt - "and put it on. Then strap as many vials as you can. And drink a 
lot of water, young man." Seethe graciously accepts the belt and dons it, tightening it so it 
doesn't fall down his pants. "But what should I do about a disguise? Misha’el easily saw 
through my last one." "That’s because you relied on your own skills. Go to Incarnate, he’s 
a master of disguise. He likes to...kill for fun, so it’s important for him to be good at it. 
You'll also need a plan, as I doubt you'll just walk up to him and attack. Not to mention 
that Body doesn’t go out as so much due to his strange condition, whatever it is. I would 
go to Fly Guy for help on his schedule, since he's our principal information gatherer." 

Seethe decides that Fly Guy should be his next stop. He goes to his room, only to find it 
empty. He then ascends to the roof and finds Fly Guy chatting away with Zavod about 
being unable to leave the apartment. Something about "this sucks" and "so do you" 
catches Seethe's ear as he approaches. They soon become aware of his presence and turn 
to greet him. He reciprocates and asks Fly Guy if he can assist him. Fly Guy shrugs and 
says "Why not?" and walks back with Seethe. "See you later, Zavod" he calls back. 
"Seeya" she sighs and resigns herself to the sun once more. When they get to the room, 
Fly Guy asks, "So what's this all about? Mr. Body?" "Precisely. I’d like to know how I 



can find him, preferably alone, on your average day like today." "Well, yesterday, the day 
after the kidnapping went horribly awry, I spotted Mr. Body going to a chemist's shop for 
some products, presumably to replenish the liquid he lost, but I can’t say for sure. 
Obviously, he won't be doing that again for a while. On most days, when not with 
Misha’el, he’s in the Villa, probably moping around. There's no risk of exposure for him, 
but people are scared of him because of his suit and deep voice. They think he's a 
monster, although I guess all supers are in a way." "So" asks Seethe, "How do you 
propose I get him alone?" "My advice, and mind you, this is coming from someone your 
own age, is to pretend you're a delivery guy and go to the Topaz Villa and ask for him 
directly. Who knows? You might actually not die." "Thanks for the confidence. One last 
question: do you happen to know the name of that chemist's shop?" "Yeah, it was 'Curie's 
Curios'. Kinda funny name if you ask me." 

Seethe goes to Incarnate's room next, where Penta is still recovering from her struggle 
with Elsie. Incarnate invites him in, admonishing Seethe to speak in a whisper; Penta is 
awake, as evidenced by the half-finished breakfast brought up for her, but she is still 
feeling unwell. "What can I do for you?" asks Incarnate in a low voice. "I want to 
discover more about Mr. Body, and what that liquid in his suit is, but I'll need a disguise. I 
was thinking about going as a delivery man, directly to the Villa itself. But Misha’el was 
able to see through my semblance last time with ease, and I was told you're a master of 
disguise, so I thought I’d go to you for help. Do you think you could do it?" "Please, 
child" Incarnate reciprocates, "I go under many aliases, each looking unique from the 
others. Not only do I think I could it, I know I can. When do you need a disguise?" "I was 
thinking about going today, but I also wanted to meet with Leo to discuss making a suit 
for the job." "Fair enough. I'll do your face and he’ll cover everything else. Come to me 
once you have the suit." 

Seethe then continues on to the fifth floor lounge where Leopard is sitting comfortably, 
watching Animal Planet. "Hey, Leo, you got a minute?" "What is it, Seethe?" "As you 
may or may not know by now, and you probably do, I'm on a mission of my own right 
now." "Ah, yes, the Body thing. Good luck with that." "Thanks, but I need help." "How 
do I fit into the picture?" inquires Leopard, his head tilting to the side. "Well, I need a 
disguise, and while Incarnate is going to make me look unrecognizable, I still need an 
actual suit, so I'm coming to you." "Alright, so what did you have in mind?" "Mr. Body 
sometimes goes to a place called Curie's Curios. Are you familiar with it?" "Sure, 
Bombshell also goes there for different 'ingredients' for her lab." "Well" Seethe continues, 
"I've been thinking about going as a delivery guy from there." "And I assume the suit 
should look like it comes from there?" "If you can manage." "Sure, I'll have it done by 
tomorrow." "Tomorrow?" Seethe exclaims," "What do I do until then?" "I don't know, 
homework, or whatever it is you kids do nowadays. I’m barely human, don't ask me." 
Seethe concedes defeat and trudges back to Incarnate to inform him when he’ll have the 
suit, then goes down to Bombshell to tell her the slight change of plans. "It's not so bad, 
hon, it's only a day. Body isn’t going anywhere, I promise." 



The rest of the day continues very slowly, as Seethe anxiously awaits the completion of 
the disguise. He disturbs Leopard a number of times, only to be insulted a few times and 
tossed out once. But, eventually, the day comes to a close and night falls upon the city. A 
fast-motion scene occurs, the moon hurtling through the sky, ending with the sun finally 
rising. At 8 AM, Seethe's alarm clock wakes him, and he arises from his bed, refreshed 
from a full night's sleep. When he gets to breakfast, he's the second at the table this time, 
bested only by Fly Guy, who doesn't need as much sleep as he does. "So, today's the big 
day, isn't it? I heard from Leo that that's the case." "Sure is. I feel like my insides are 
churning" - Fly Guy looks anxious - "Not the acid kind of churning, just plain nervous. 
I'm going right to up to Topaz, alone. If I screw up, I’ll probably get the crap beaten out of 
me, or go to some secret jail for villains." "Ah, yes, Kraftbrecher." "That really exists?!" 
exclaims Seethe. "Nah, it's probably just a myth" reassures Fly Guy, "Probably." 

The stage is complete as Seethe now has his suit, the acid vials strapped to him under a 
light jacket, and Incarnate has worked with make-up and a fake goatee to give Seethe a 
whole new look. "Now, what's your name?" "Darius Jones. Are you sure that sounds 
plausible?" "Believe me, it's fool proof. 'Darius' is strange, but it's reassured by the 
'Jones’. And 'Jones' is not too generic because of'Darius'. Well, shall we get going?" "We 
shall." The two take a van, made to look as if it were from the Curie's Curios, and drive 
toward the Topaz Villa - Incarnate himself is also disguised, made to look like his 
favorite alias, Eric Tanna. "Why do you guys even have a truck?" "Sometimes Bombshell 
needs to transport things, like studied corpses. And a truck is just plain useful when you 
need to move things, human or not. Like when a new villain moves in, and they have a 
lot of stuff they want to take." "Yeah, that all makes sense" says Seethe, "Although 
transporting corpses sounds strange to me. Don't the police notice these things?" 
"Sometimes" asserts Incarnate, "But there are certain understandings at those times. A life 
for a life, as they say." 

Incarnate parks in front of the Topaz Villa, and Seethe steps out. "Good luck, kid." Seethe 
slowly walk toward the Villa, holding a medium sized box full of empty glass vials, but 
still heavy. He buzzes the door and a female voice answers; "Who is it?" "Delivery for a 
Mr. Body" "He’ll be right down." A minute later the door opens and Mr. Body steps 
through the entrance to greet Seethe. "Hello Mr." - he looks at the name tag - "Jones, 
what do we have here?" "A special gift from Curie's Curios, as thanks for all the service 
you have given us over the years. It's a little sample of everything." "Well" Mr. Body 
booms, "Thank you very much. Do I need to sign anything? " "Ah, yes, there is a receipt 
right here." Seethe pulls out a clipboard from under his left arm and hands it to Mr. Body, 
after he has put down the box. Mr. Body quickly scans the paper and signs it. "Here you 
are" he declares, "Have an excellent day!" He picks up the box of vials, and turns toward 
the entrance. 

Seethe knows this is the moment. He quickly flings the clipboard into the bushes, and as 
it soars, he tears off his jacket and spits acid at Mr. Body's back at the same time. Liquid 
floods out the back. Mr. Body turns in haste and drops the box, but he’s too late. Seethe 
throws vial after vial at Mr. Body, holes appearing and closing up, but the liquid 
constantly being lost. Seethe finishes off with a final flood of acid to the neck, and grabs 



Mr. Body's head. He rushes back to the van and Incarnate speeds off. At least ten seconds 
go by before another hero, coming back from a store, arrives at the Villa and sees the 
disembodied hero laying at the footsteps of the Villa. She lets out a loud cry, and Dread, 
closest by, hears her and comes running to the entrance. "What is it Vector?" Vector 
points to the remnants of Mr. Body. "It's Mr. Body...he's dead." 



Chapter 13: The Counter-Deceit 


As Seethe returns to the Family Villa, a look of satisfaction is spread across his face. Not 
only did he defeat the enemy he previously lost to, he even killed him, and he got a body 
part for Bombshell to analyze. All in all, it was a success, and his first victory over 
another super. "Things are going pretty well for me so far" Seethe thinks. When he gets to 
the Villa, he immediately goes down to the lab where Bombshell is laboring as usual. He 
knocks at the door’s threshold; "Bombshell." She looks up; "I have what you asked for." 
Seethe tosses Mr. Body's head into the air, and a horrified Bombshell attempts to catch it, 
only to have it slip out over her hands and crash into a flask of some mysterious liquid. 
The head-in-suit remains unharmed, but Bombshell is irate at the loss of her flask. "What 
the hell do you think you’re doing?! You never throw things in a lab, never! I was just 
trying to discover a neat alloy using ytterbium, I’ll have you know!" She throws a light 
bomb at him, blinding him momentarily, then rushes toward him, Mr. Body's head in tow, 
as she kicks him in the gut which sends Seethe to the ground. Surprisingly, Bombshell 
then gives him a hand; "Nice job, kiddo, I knew you could do it" she answers in a 
pacified tone. "I thought" Seethe struggles to say, "You were working with technetium?" 

"I got bored. It happens. Now, let's look at what we have." 

Bombshell rolls the head around in her hands, looking for anything out of the ordinary, a 
futile task, as Mr. Body was anything but ordinary. She nears a Bunsen burner, takes it, 
and smashes it into the visor. No effect. She tries it again and again, all to no avail. She 
then tries it on the mouthpiece, but, again, nothing happens. Frustrated, she takes a 
scalpel from the table and slits the mask. Some liquid trickles out and Bombshell takes it 
with an eyedropper. She puts it between two slides and slips it under a microscope 
nearby. "Okay, kid, this’ll take a while. I'll let you kn ow when I'm done analyzing." 

Seethe leaves and enters the commons’ bathroom on the first floor to wash his face from 
all the makeup Incarnate put on him. As he does so, he wonders what the effects will be 
as a result of killing Mr. Body. "Surely, Topaz will be aghast at such a ruthless murder, 
and one of their own, no less! Cubes might take it personally, for not killing me earlier. 
And Misha'el appeared to be close to Mr. Body if he made him the suit - how would he 
react? Certainly, Topaz will cry for my blood, and the Family, what will they do? Turn me 
over, or defend my actions? After all. I'm a villain, and villains are meant to destroy 
heroes. And yet, I am nothing but a pawn in this game of good versus evil. Do they hold 
me dear enough to shield me from the heroes?" 

* 

Back at the Topaz Villa, Vector is still bawling over her discovery of the decapitated Mr. 
Body, while Dread attempts to comfort her. The sounds of wailing have brought a few 
more heroes to the door, including Seeker, Dread's - and Cubes' - son. After being 
informed of the situation, he decides to contact Misha’el, whom he knows was very close 
with Mr. Body. He searches around astrally, only to find that Misha’el is not in. Recalling 
his schedule, Seeker remembers that Misha’el is still teaching a class - at a private school, 



which has longer hours. It will have to wait, as there is no actual danger since the dead 
cannot be brought back to life, and as long as the Villa is put on an extra alert, they will 
all be okay. Seeker contacts the other residents of the Villa through his mental telepathy, 
the second of his three powers. Soon, the entire apartment is in an uproar over Mr. Body's 
death. 

Many rush to the scene, where the corpse is put into examination. But because the suit 
instantly heals, all lacerations and holes have disappeared. However, Serenity points out 
the marks over the door posts, small pieces of the wood missing. "Perhaps it was Seethe? 
He could produce a splatter effect when his acid hits a target." "Seethe? Outrageous! A 
mere boy couldn’t stand up to Body." "True" responds Cubes, "He did fail spectacularly 
against him on their assault of the Villa. But maybe it was precisely that failure that 
pushed him to kill Mr. Body. People, especially teenagers, hate to lose, and to do so 
easily. Pride provokes the competitive spirit within." "I think we’re looking to deeply into 
this" says Nexus, "What about Leopard or Zavod? His claws, or her vines, can easily 
cause damage to wood without even noticing it. And they'd be too much into a hurry to 
not notice it." "That's thinking too light" says Serenity, "As the markings don’t match 
claw or vine. There are glass shards as well. I suppose it could have been Bombshell - 
maybe she has created some kind of mini-bomb that creates this pattern of concavities." 
"Now that's more like it!" "Here, here!" shouts Volta, "Let's roast the bitch!" The others 
look at her in a strange manner. "Or just, y'know, talk to the Family and see what 
happens." 

A group of four heroes jump into a topaz colored van and speeds off in the direction of 
the Family Villa. The rest remain on constant alert in case something happens. As the 
heroes near the Villa, they discuss among themselves what they should do when they get 
there. "Just ask them to send Bombshell out to get a few answers. If we show we have no 
intention of fighting, we should be fine" suggests Dread. "Please" replies Nexus, "If we 
show we have no intention of fighting, they'll probably summon every villain and kick 
the crap out of us. I say we demand to speak to her under the conditions that she killed a 
hero, without naming who." "You know" says Volta, "We could’ve sent Seeker to check 
out the place astrally to see if anything is out of the ordinary." Nexus slaps his forehead, 
"Of course. Let's call the Villa and do that; that is, if you two" - he points to Dread and 
Cubes, the driver - "don’t mind." "Might as well" says Cubes, "I doubt they'll go for 
another attack. This seemed like an independent decision to go after Body." Dread calls 
up the Topaz Villa, and in a manner of ten minutes - including preparations for 
meditation - Seeker is there, exploring the Family Villa, while the van is still on its way. 
As is normally the case, Sim is meditating, and he senses Seeker pretty quickly. The two 
communicate. 

"What are you doing here, Seeker? Looking to die at a young age? Or hoping to catch 
one of the villainesses undressing, perhaps?" "Vile fiend, I seek only the truth, for that is 
my path. A certain friend of mine died today, and we - the heroes, that is - have 
suspicions that Bombshell was involved, as determined by the scene of the crime." "And 
who exactly was killed? If it means you're snooping around, it must have been someone 
important, someone close to you. A hero, I daresay?" "You're good" answers Seeker, "But 



I won’t say who it was. In any event, a group of heroes will soon be arriving. We come in 
peaceful terms, and only wish to interrogate Bombshell. No bloodshed is needed. 
Additionally, something was taken from the victim, and we would like it back." "Very 
well" says Sim, who genuinely doesn't know of Seethe's deed, "I will inform Bombshell 
and Strongarm of the matter. If necessary, I will keep you up to date." Sim disappears 
from his astral form and reverts to his physical one. He rushes to tell Strongarm and also 
informs him of Seeker's presence, and Strongarm reacts with interest. "A dead hero, eh? 
Bombshell never told me anything about a hidden mission. The picture is ever-changing. 
Tell her to come to the entrance - I'll meet you two there. And tell Seeker he better not 
stalk Claire while here, or I'll demolish his soul in my own manner." 

The four heroes and three villains soon meet up at the entrance of the Villa, although Sm 
is in his astral form. All are unsure what to do, but Bombshell marvels at being the 
primary suspect. "Really, you think I did it?" she says, "How flattering. Unfortunately, 
you're chasing the wrong person. I haven't killed anyone in over a week, and that was just 
some dumb punk who tried to accost me. I was going to let him live, but then he went 
and pulled out a knife. Pfft, kids these days..." "Then how do you explain these?" Dread 
asks, as she pulls out pictures of the scene. She points to the one with all the marks 
imprinted into the walls. "Surely one of your creations did this." "Maybe they did, maybe 
they didn’t" Bombshell answers, remembering that she did give the vials to Seethe, "But 
anything could've caused those marks. Fire, for example. Not that Claire was anywhere 
near your place. I can assure you she came back here straight after school. Ask her friends 
if you don’t believe me." "No, it wasn't her" says Cubes, "That'd be too random. But if it 
wasn’t you, then who did it? Serenity suggested it was Seethe. What do you make of 
that?" A slight change in Bombshell's eyes is caught by Volta, a brief, yet certain clue. 
"Oh, ho, what's this?!" exclaims Volta, "It looks like she knows more than she cares to 
reveal! It would appear Seethe really did do it, or at least had something to do with it. The 
plot thickens." 

Meanwhile, Seeker has discovered Mr. Body's head in the lab. "Ha! So Bombshell did it 
after all. What pleasant and what unpleasant news I have to deliver. He finds Sim 
listening to the spectacle at the entrance and informs him of the head in the lab. "Yeah, I 
kind of knew that when I went to tell Bombshell. It's strange though, I don’t remember 
her leaving the apartment today, until now, of course. Well, now that you know, I'll 
inform them of the findings. I have no desire to try and kill you, lest a vendetta start. 
Besides, it's quicker than having you go back to Topaz, and call them from there. I’d like 
to finish this case up as soon as possible. I hate it when things drag out." Sim returns to 
his body and meets up with the group. They suddenly become aware of his presence. 

"Any word from Seeker, Sim?" asks Strongarm. The heroes do not seem alarmed that 
Seeker was found out. "Yes, it appears he discovered a particular object in the lab, one 
which grants truth to their assaults." "Well, what is it?" asks Strongarm, still left out of 
the loop. "It appears" says Sim, "To be the head of Mr. Body." 

* 


At the Topaz Villa, Misha’el finally returns from teaching after a long day of school, a 



briefcase in tow. He finds the anguished scene at the entrance and soon understands the 
situations. He lets out a laugh, but quickly shows a look of concern right afterward. 

"What was that?" asks Serenity, the only hero not too affected by the death, "Why did 
you laugh?" "It is...fairly complicated. But all will be known soon, unless it is too late. 
Come, we must get to the Family Villa immediately. It is of the utmost importance." 

More heroes drive off, this time in Misha’el's compact car, and move at a quickened pace, 
taking Mr. Body's corpse with them. It takes a good half-hour to get there, but they 
eventually arrive at the scene. By this time, a few more villains have joined in the 
spectacle. Everyone is in an uproar, and Seethe just tries to get any attention away from 
him, still unsure of what will happen if the heroes find out. "I'm telling you Bombshell, 
you need to reveal to us what you know. We don't want to get violent or anything, but 
someone must be held responsible for this!" "And I'm telling you, I didn’t do it! That 
should be enough for you to leave me alone. If I know something, torture it out of me - I 
won’t hold it against you." 

"Ladies and gentleman, let us all take a deep breath" announces Misha’el, as he arrives as 
the scene, "Now, first of all, bring out Mr. Body's head." Bombshell leaves the scene for a 
minute and returns with the head. She hands it over to Misha’el. "Now" he states, "You 
will all understand this mess of a day." He takes the head and reattaches it to the corpse. 
Then, he takes out ajar of fluid, as well as a hypodermic needle, from his briefcase and 
fills the needle with the liquid. He injects it into the suit, and continues this process until 
the jar is empty. "Quit playing games, Bo. Let's do this." Mr. Body speaks; "Hello all!" 
The group lets out a synchronized gasp. "What the hell?!" "I thought you were dead?" 
"What manner of magic is this?!" "Allow me to explain" says Mr. Body, "Seethe was the 
one who attacked me." They all turned to him "Hey, sorry about all this" Seethe says 
weakly, as he flutters a hand. "But" interrupts Mr. Body, "He didn’t kill me. You see, the 
liquid doesn't keep me alive, not really." "There it is again, thinks Seethe, "That 'not 
really'! What does it mean?" "I figured as much" says Bombshell, "I analyzed the fluid, 
and discovered that it is formaldehyde, which is used in embalming the dead It preserves 
the body so it remains fresh for longer." "Correct" says Mr. Body, "And that is its use 
here. The fluid keeps the remainder of my body from disintegrating completely." 
"Completely?" asks a bewildered Volta, "But that would mean..." "Precisely" responds 
Mr. Body, "It would mean that I'm already dead." 

Shouts return to the group, as no one but Misha’el knew this information. "Relax, 
everyone. I'll explain. I knew Mr. Body back when he was still alive; we've been friends 
for about three decades. We once got into a car accident. As Mr. Body was dying, I 
bonded his soul to his body, even though his body couldn’t make it. After his body died, 
his soul still remained, and so he could still move around. Over the next week, I struggled 
to make this suit for him - it cost me quite a bundle - while his body deteriorated despite 
our best efforts. Even the liquid can only do so much, and by now, his body is mostly just 
a rotting skeleton. This is why he can detach and reattach his parts at will, and even lose 
his head and still remain functioning, as the soul adheres to all parts of the body, not just 
a central portion." "Well" says Bombshell, "That ties things up in a neat little bundle. I 
think we could all call it a day. After all, no harm no foul, right?" "Not really" answers 
Mr. Body, "He did steal about a year's worth of extra life by draining me of the fluid. I 



guess I'll have to shorten his life by one year." Mr. Body approaches Seethe and punches 
him in the face. Seethe falls back, with a bloody nose. "I don’t know if that’ll do it, but it 
sure felt good." "Wait, how can you feel?" 

* 

The heroes decide to call it even, as no one was killed, but admonish Seethe greatly. He 
will not act without consulting all the villains if he has an idea. The villains don’t really 
care about it all, since most were unaffected, and go back to their rooms, glad to have 
enjoyed the scene and even more glad to have learned such interesting things about Mr. 
Body. The heroes, on the other hand, are more worried than ever that something might 
happened to one of there own. First Elsie, now Mr. Body. But that is the purpose of the 
hero: to face the villain - and they have had such encounters before. Alas, such is the 
price for retaining peace. 



Chapter 14: God Day 


Seethe wakes up feeling a very strange sensation. It is as if a heaviness has been brought 
over him. No, not a heaviness, but nor does he feel light-headed about it all. It is a very 
odd feeling, as if his soul is being both lifted and crushed at the same moment. The only 
analogy he can think of is if some sudden truth was revealed, one that enlightened a 
person but also burdened him. Seethe walks down to the cafeteria and finds that, 
surprisingly, the rest of the villains feel this way as well. "I don’t quite understand it" 
Penta tells him, "It feels like a spiritual power, but far greater than anything I've ever 
experienced. Is this the existential? Perhaps some new super that has appeared? If so, I 
fear for our safety, for he or she will certainly have no mercy upon us, what with our 
clearly inferior strength." "No, I don't think that's the case" says Bodave, "It seems to be a 
force ultimately for the good of things, yet evil at the same time. I don’t know what it all 
means, but I think we can take comfort in it. There's something about this overwhelming 
sensation that just exudes tenderness, almost to the point that one can become engulfed in 
it and lose his or her identity, as if one must accept it, yet retain one's will and self." The 
meal passes rather solemnly, as the villains are unsure of how to deal with this 
occurrence, unsure if they can even fight it, and if they could, what the results might be. 

The heroes are no better off. Mr. Body, often seen as the one of the wiser supers, has little 
to dole out in the form of a satisfactory explanation. Nevertheless, the heroes look to him 
for comprehension. "All I can tell you is that it's some mystical force, something high up 
in the levels. Maybe some released soul or even an angel or demon, I don’t kn ow. I have 
been neither alive nor dead long enough to be learned enough in the ways of this world. 
The best I can tell you is to wait and hope that things will happen for the best." "I don’t 
think it's an angel or demon" says Misha’el, piping up, "Unless, it's, as you said, high up 
in the levels. It seems to me that an angel or demon would only appear to a small group 
of people, but this feels like something that affects all of Eisenstadt, as if the whole city is 
in judgment. I wonder if this will be a version of Sodom? In any case, praying for mercy 
can help, just in case. And yet, I sense almost a pleasantness in this all. I don't know how 
to explain that, since it seems so contrary to everything I have just said, but it's what I 
feel inside." The heroes are split in the decision, as some join Misha’el while others 
lounge around, just waiting for an answer. Meanwhile, Serenity, at her home, is at total 
peace with the silent tumult cast upon the supers. "Ah, yes, I've been waiting for this day 
for quite some time. Is this the fourth time for me? I can't believe it. Perhaps I should go 
and quell the others. No doubt they are freaking out over nothing." She leaves her house, 
gets in her car, and drives to the Topaz Villa. 

After some time, she arrives, noting all the people lining the sidewalks, wondering what 
to do. She smirks, realizing that she's the only one to experience this before. "They 
should know it by the lore" Serenity thinks, "But I guess lore becomes mythology over 
time, and people cast doubts, making them unable to believe in it when it finally comes. 
And such is the contradiction in today's lesson. Nothing will change in the long run, 
because inspiration inevitably runs out, and entropy reduces our greatest intentions to our 



worst resolutions. Alas, poor humanity!" She enters the Villa and sees Dread nervously 
walking around in circles, biting her fingernails. "What’s the word, Dread?" Dread stops 
her movements. "What do you mean? Surely you feel it as well. That weird, cloud of 
tenseness - is that even a word? - draped over us like a curtain of confusion...or 
something. I don’t know, what the heck is it?" "Oh, child, you still have much to learn 
about life. Come, we must gather the others to the roof. I say the roof so that we can 
observe if a riot breaks out and stop it. That probably won't happen, but you can never 
predict human actions." Dread goes to one of the lounges and gets the heroes there to join 
her, while Serenity visits the different rooms, getting her share of supers as well. At 
Seeker's room, she knocks lightly, but hears no answer. She enters, and finds Seeker 
meditating, his astral self somewhere else. Serenity loudly claps her hands together and 
Seeker is recalled immediately with a swooning headache. "Ow, Serenity, you could have 
been gentler. What do you want?" "For you to come with the rest of us. I suppose you 
know what it's about." "Probably more than you think...actually, if it's you, probably less 
than you think, but I know enough more than the others. I saw Sim as well up there" - he 
points upward - "So I'm sure the villains are getting a better idea of it all now. Okay, let's 
go." 

The superheroes assemble on the roof, waiting for Serenity to speak, but she remains 
silent, and merely smiles. Eventually, it is too much, and Nexus cracks. "Seriously, 
Serenity, what's this all about? We know you know something. Seeker, too. What you are 
two hiding from the rest of us?" "All I know" says Seeker, "Is that it involves something 
much higher up than we expected. I wasn't allowed to know what, since astral meditation 
can only bring one so high up. You need spiritual meditation to know the true answer. 
Misha’el, care to explain?" Misha’el turns to the others. "Well, while praying, I achieved 
some form of a revelation. I saw a number of eyes, tremendously large eyes. I have no 
idea what it refers to, however. I might think I am not worthy enough to know." "Don't be 
so hard on yourself' comforts Serenity, "For today, even the lowliest of handmaids will 
be as prophets." The heroes' eyes lighten up. "I knew that would cheer you guys up." "So 
tell us already!" shouts an impatient Volta, "What's this all about?" "Relax, relax. All in 
good time. Let us raise our heads and look at the sky. It should be happening soon." The 
heroes wonder at the statement, but obey. At the Family Villa, Sim has returned from his 
own meditation. "Well" he starts, addressing the villains in the lounge, "Seeker and I were 
each allowed a glimpse of what is to come, although I think my many more years of 
experience have allowed me to see more than he. Come, we must ascend to the roof and 
view the sky. Some great spectacle, that rarely happens, is about to begin. That is what I 
was told." 

Finally, the moment arrives, and the mounting pressure becomes unbearable. Slowly by 
slowly, pieces of the sky grow darker until the whole city is encompassed by darkness. 
"What shall be done with Eisenstadt?" Cubes asks Serenity. "Not Eisenstadt" she 
answers, "But the whole world. Quiet, now." Somewhere in the middle of the darkness, a 
patch in the shape of a semicircle shifts away, revealing the front of a gigantic eye, its 
arboreal arteries and veins a deep, crimson red. The iris consists of all seven colors of the 
rainbow, and the city is put into hysterics as the eye begins to blink. "I hope they stop 
freaking out soon. We don't want another catastrophe like in the 1700’s." Seeker turns to 



her. "Why? What happened then?" "People didn’t wait for the speech, and many ended up 
being eaten. What fools." As time goes on, the supers, as well as everyone else on the 
planet, suddenly begins to understand what they are seeing: An unfathomably large beast 
that has circled the world all over, such that it is spherical in shape, yet hollow on the 
inside. "This is Zazabul, the Heavenly Beast" Serenity explains, " His body contains 
seven eyes and an insanely large mouth, with each eye over a different continent, and the 
mouth over the North Pole. Truly an awesome sight, in both senses of the word, he is a 
proof of God's existence, and that is why we are gathered here, today, on God Day." 

The rest of the heroes shout out randomness at the same time, until Volta, the loudest, 
gets her voice through the rabble. "Of course, God Day! I should have known. True, it’s 
only speculation since there have only been written accounts of this day, and no one has 
ever claimed to have seen the different proofs, but nevertheless, I should have realized it. 
But how did you know the creature's makeup, and even its name?" "Oh, I was entrusted 
with the information by a prophet about fifty years ago, since I was known to be 
immortal." "Hold on!" exclaims Cubes, "Serenity, how come you've never mentioned that 
God Day was a real event? Surely you've witness the last few." "Because, what's the point 
if you don’t believe it yourself? You shouldn't have to be told everything. That's kind of 
the point of life: to figure things out for yourself." "So then that catastrophe you 
mentioned, that really happened?" "Yep" she answers, "The last one was a little over a 
hundred years ago, and consisted of a septuple rainbow that stretched from one end of the 
heavens to the other; it was good, in that no one died, but bad in that it didn’t induce 
enough truth in people's hearts, despite the speech. The one before that was much less 
peaceful. Seven-headed hydras appeared all over the world, and people were dumb 
enough to approach them and even to try and touch them. A few brazen fools tried to 
capture and kill them. They were all devoured - massacred, really." "So what about this 
speech you keep mentioning?" asks Cubes. "Oh, that’ll be here soon. Just be patient, and 
watch for activity below." 

On the Family Villa side of things, the villains are in total awe of the great eye before 
them, but are not mesmerized enough to be deaf to the noise below. Screams are heard 
here and there, as many people run back into their apartments, locking themselves inside 
lest they receive the eye's wrath. Others decree it to be the End of Days, causing 
widespread panic and rioting. The villains, although shocked, are not too afraid to do 
such things, and remain on the roof, trying to figure things out, but watching over the 
entrance to their apartment building, just in case. "I think I know what is" says Sim, "But 
I might be wrong. We’re either saved, or damned, I think." "So what is it then?" asks 
Bombshell, "Is it really Armageddon? If so, we might as well go out in a whirlwind of 
destruction." "No, I think it's God Day, wherein the proof of God is shown once more. Of 
course, if the history books are of any indication, the proof has little effect." "And why is 
that?" asks Claire, "Is it because people are too terrified to change?" "No, it's because 
proof of God still does not tell you who is right and who is wrong. After the event, people 
will still believe that they are on the correct path and will continue to interpret the proof 
as such. Denial is such a powerful tool. But one cannot forget the unknown, that since the 
proof is unclear, we can’t be totally blamed for our choices, and this accounts for mercy." 



A great wind blows across the city and the citizens are hushed. A voice speaks from far 
off, but they hear the rebounding echo all around them, consuming any other noise, as all 
movement stops. "Mankind" it begins, "You have shown throughout the ages your 
capabilities to create both greatness and destruction. Millions have been slaughtered 
innocently, while billions have been brought to life with love. Dwelling within each one 
of you lies a seed that, which proper care, may one day grow into something great, or 
greater than you already are. These powers that I bestow upon you - upon the ones you 
call ’superheroes' and 'supervillains' - they are to be used appropriately to create your 
greatness. Such is the human spirit which i, myself, breathe into each living being. And 
yet, despite this potential, so many of you waste in on vanity and material foolishness. 
One must have bread and water to survive, but to be excessive, this is wasteful. Instead, 
share your bounty with your brothers and sisters. As for your path, this you must choose 
for yourself, for a test with answers is no test at all. Know, however, that regardless of 
how you choose to act, there is always love and mercy to shield you from your sins. Act 
kindly and correctly, and you will be blessed." Zazabul dissolves into the air and daylight 
returns. The citizens no longer feel the anomalous pressure in the air. 

"So that's it?" asks Seethe, "That was pretty obvious stuff." "I think it's supposed to be" 
responds Sim, "Think about it: even with a simple message, humanity still struggles with 
itself. How much more so if the message were complex!" 



Chapter 15: A Brush With Love 


When things return to normal the next day, Seethe feels miserable because of the Mr. 
Body debacle. Not only had he failed to kill him, he learned Mr. Body was already dead, 
making him practically immortal, as much as an oxymoron as it sounds. He more or less 
embarrassed himself in front of all the supers, aggravating the heroes as well. He could 
only hope the villains didn't mind it too much. "Relax" reflected Incarnate, "We all mess 
up on a kill sometimes. And to murder another super, that's no easy feat." "Take it easy" 
said Leopard, "Mr. Body has years of experience fighting. Not too mention he's dead. Or 
undead. Or whatever the hell he is." "Yeah, you screwed the pooch on that one" spoke 
Bombshell, without a hint of comfort, "But these things happen. You just need to wake up 
the next day and declare 'I will kill someone today' and move on with your life." Seethe 
felt only somewhat better after all that. He goes up to the roof to reflect on his failure, and 
perhaps what lessons he might learn from his fight. In truth, he knew as much as he could 
when fighting Mr. Body, and came with a strong plan, and so he did his best, but Seethe 
couldn’t just walk away with such a failure, even with the odds against him. 

On the roof, he finds not Zavod in her usual place, but Claire instead, tanning on this 
unusually bright day, garbed in a red bikini. He sneaks up on Claire and puts his hands 
over her eyes. "Guess who?" Claire flares up her body with flames and Seethe's hands are 
burned. "Yeow!" he screams, quickly withdrawing, "That really hurts!” Claire turns to see 
the intruder; "Oh, it's you, Seethe. You really shouldn’t sneak up on a super unless you’re 
willing to die." "Point very well taken." "Oh, and you should get those bums looked at 
just in case." "Okay, I’ll be back in a jiff... thing." Seethe retreats back to the roofs door, 
feeling humiliated and in extreme pain. He scrambles to Incarnate's room and gets his 
hands bandaged. Incarnate warns him not to use his hands too much for the next few days 
while his burns heal, noting the unfortunate difficulty in this advice. Seethe returns to the 
roof, but as he opens the door, he hears voices - he leaves the door slightly ajar, and 
listens to the conversation. He immediately recognizes the two voices as belonging to 
Claire and Fly Guy. "Claire, I have great feelings for you. Words cannot express the 
emotions I feel every time I see you see, whether at breakfast eating cereal, or in action, 
burning off a man's ann. I know I'm nothing to look at with these eyes, and my need to 
spit on my food in order to digest it must surely sicken you, but if you give me a chance 
I'll show you just how much you mean to me." "I know your words are true, Fly Guy, but 
I don't think I'm ready for a relationship yet. There's school, and all this villain business. 
Maybe when I'm older and more fully prepared to deal with this kind of thing." Seethe is 
perturbed by Claire's words. To him, Claire said she thought of him as a friend; but to Fly 
Guy, it was a matter of maturity?! What did Fly Guy have over him? True, Fly Guy could 
show her the city from above, let her experience flight over a hundred cities and take her 
thousands of feet in the air, but he had compound eyes - you can't hide such a 
disadvantage. 

Seethe opens the door and jealously walks in on their conversation. "I'm gone a minute 
and Fly Guy tries to seduce you? Man, this must be my unlucky day." "Seduce her? Good 



chap, I was merely attempting to win the young lass's affections." "Please, Seethe" 
reproaches Claire, "It's really none of your business." "None of my business? Of course it 
is! When I told you how I felt about you, you rejecting me because you thought of me as 
a brother, and I had only been here a week or so. But with Fly Guy, who's been here for 
however long - seriously, I don't know, but he's been here longer than me - you say it's a 
matter of time. What's up with that?" "Look" says Claire, clearly irritated at Seethe's 
intrusion into her love life, "I’m just not into you, alright? I don’t know why, but I feel no, 
and felt no, attraction toward you. This is no judgment upon your character, it's just my 
picking up no signal from your direction. So we aren’t made to be. So what? There are 
plenty of girls out there for you. Now if you don’t mind, I would like to talk to Fly Guy. 
Alone." 

Seethe does an about-face and stumbles down to Zavod's room. He finds her tending to 
her plants. Seethe knocks the open door, and Zavod turns. "Hey, Zavod, why aren’t you 
tanning like you usually are?" "Eh, it's a little too dry out. Don’t want to ruin the skin. The 
bigger question is, why are you at my room?" "I got rejected by Claire a few weeks ago, 
and now I find Fly Guy coming onto her. Not only that, but she says she's not 'into me.' 
What does that even mean?" "Well, kiddo" Zavod responds, "Love, or what you think is 
love, is a pretty complicated machine. The two of you are young, so you haven’t the 
faintest clue about what is right. But if I've learned anything from watching old movies, 
and I have, it's that you can't force love. It either happens, or it doesn't. If she says she’s 
not into you, you should accept it as a given. Maybe she’ll change her mind in the future, 
or if she sees what a great guy you are. But don't push it." "I guess I'm just not ready for 
rejection" concedes Seethe, "Especially after I failed to kill Mr. Body. It's hard to be 
shunned on so many fronts." "So take it easy for now. Rest up a bit or work out or 
something." "Yeah, I suppose so." 

He ambles on to Bodave's room, but finds it empty. Someone taps his shoulder. Seethe 
turns and finds Leopard, unsuited. "If you're looking for Bodave, he's in school. He's got 
late classes today. A lab, or something like that. I don’t know, I don't pay much attention 
to these things." "Hmm, that was a strange amount of information to give" replies Seethe, 
"But if he's not here, I can ask you. Want to spar with me? I may have my acid, but I 
should be able to fight, too." "Are you sure you're okay with those bandages on you? It 
looks painful." Leopard flicks Seethe's right hand; "Ow!" "Got burnt did you? Claire can 
be a handful." "It's not like that. I was just being stupid. But yeah, I'm sure I want to spar. 
I'll just take the pain." "Okay, then." The two go on to Leopard's room, and clear the room 
of any obstacles. "Alright, let's get started. The first major rule of fighting is that when in 
a fighting stance, always keep at least one hand blocking your face. When in action, it's a 
little more complicated, but you never want to keep yourself open to an easy shot. Make 
your opponent work for it. And when you do get hit, let them feel arrogant, and use that - 
they'll get sloppy." Leopard stands in the traditional fighting stance, his feet apart at 
shoulder length, left foot in front, with his hands blocking his face. "Now, try and hit me." 
Seethe lets out a punch and Leopard pushes this ann to the side; he tries to kick him, and 
Leopard's first ann goes back to blocking his face, while his second swings down and 
intercepts the leg. Annoyed, Seethe punches with both fists. Leopard scoops his arms up 
from the inside and grabs both of Seethe's forearms. Leopard than sweeps Seethe to the 



ground, and stands over him, with a foot over Seethe's face. "See, now you would have 
died if this were for real." Leopard goes on to teach the fundamentals of lighting to 
Seethe, from the various punches and kicks, to the main blocking techniques, as well as 
more advanced combinations of moves. By the end of the day, Seethe is certainly no 
master, but has progressed at a nice pace. 

* 

The next day, Seethe practices the moves on his own, as Leopard has various errands to 
run, and eagerly awaits his return. It is already in the late afternoon by the time he comes 
back, but Seethe does not mind the wait. He is pumped up for sparring, and has even 
forgotten all about Claire, at least for now. When Leopard returns, the two fight. Leopard 
starts off strong with a flying kick. Seethe avoids his extended leg and swivels to the side, 
letting Leopard pass by, and follows up with his own kick. Leopard catches his foot and 
twists, sending Seethe to the ground. "Nice moves kid, you're really improving." "How 
good can I be if I lost so quickly?" "First of all, I'm immensely strong. You won't win 
against me in hand-to-hand combat. Second of all, you were pretty good, especially to 
dodge that kick of mine. It isn't easy to do that. Give yourself some credit." "Yeah, I 
guess." They spend the next hour reviewing moves, and then it's off to dinner. 

At the cafeteria, Seethe sits down at the usual table, directly across from Fly Guy, as the 
only alternative is to sit next to him. The two look at each other malevolently, 
remembering the events from yesterday. They now see each other as rivals for Claire's 
love, even though she has made it clear she is not ready for a relationship. Claire shuffles 
uncomfortably, knowing what's going on between the two, while Penta and Bodave sense 
nothing of what is going on. "So" says Bodave, trying to break the boredom, "Anyone 
like ballet?" Penta stares at him; "Really, ballet? Why didn’t you say something like 
football?" "Bleh, too much male-on-male contact. But ballet is graceful. It is exquisite. It 
requires total control over one's body. It is an art." Seethe can’t take it anymore. "Okay, 
Fly Guy, you and me, right after dinner. Let's see who’s more worthy." "You're on!" 
shouts Fly Guy, unintentionally garnering glances from the other tables. "What's all this 
about?" asks Bodave, "Did I miss something?" The three shift uneasily in their seats, not 
willing to answer. Seeing this, Penta puts her hand on the table and says, "Xolix kaba". A 
red triangle li nk s to Claire, Seethe, and Fly Guy. "Well" says Penta, "It appears there's a 
lover's conflict between these three. Based on their words, I would say they're fighting for 
Claire's love. Am I right?" "Wait" interrupts Bodave, "You got that all from a triangle? 
Nice." "What language were you speaking, Penta?" asks Seethe, "I've never heard such 
words before." "It's Koltian, a dead language, kept alive by being passed down by 
magicians from generation to generation. It isn't needed to use magic, but it helps keep it 
more secretive." "Penta's right, Bodave" says Claire, resuming the initial conversation, 
"For some reason, even though I told them both 'no' they are determined to prove their 
worth to me." "I will show you, dear Claire, just why it is worth it to be with me." "I, too, 
have much to offer, if only you will allow yourself the chance." "Oh, I guess I could get 
to school a little late. Couldn’t you just push this off til Saturday?" "No time like the 
present, eh, Fly Guy?" "Precisely what I was thinking, Seethe. If not now, when?" 



The two leave for the roof, Claire following behind them, while Penta and Bodave stay 
behind, having school that day. "So who do you think will win?" "I'm guessing Fly Guy. 
He has more experience. Plus, he can, y’know, fly." "True, but Seethe can spit acid. 

Unless they don’t allow that." "Well, whoever wins, they both lose. Claire won’t bend so 
easily." At the roof, the rules have been set. "Alright, so no flying unless you fall off the 
edge, and I can’t spit acid at you." "That sounds pretty fair. No one wants to die here - it’s 
just a test of strength." The two start to fight, and Fly Guy spits saliva at Seethe, who 
swings at it with one hand - the saliva sticks to his forearm. Seethe tries to shake it off, 
but it only spreads. Moments later, it starts to burn. Seethe tries wiping it off on his 
clothes, but only some comes off. Meanwhile, the burning continues. "Can you feel it, 
Seethe? That’s my ’acid.’ You can quit at any time if you don’t feel up to it." "I have a 
better idea." Seethe spits acid at his arm and rubs it in with his other arm. The spit soon 
loses its effect. "Remember, I didn't spit acid at you." Seethe runs at Fly Guy and does an 
amateur flying kick. Fly Guy backtracks, extremely quickly. "Then, remember, it's not 
flying if I never leave the ground." "He skates forward and delivers a double uppercut 
into Seethe's stomach. Seethe tumbles backward, but gets up quickly, to match what 
Leopard taught him about "instant resilience" - appearing unharmed, as to faze your 
enemy. He runs at Fly Guy, but this time does a slide and surprises Fly Guy, who is 
knocked to the floor. He puts his right foot, a la Leopard, over Fly Guy's face. "I win, Fly 
Guy." "Never be too arrogant, Seethe." Fly Guy sweeps his left foot into Seethe's left leg 
and causes him to fall to the ground as well. The two quickly get up. Seethe lets out a 
punch, but Fly Guy grabs his fist and clenches, and the pain shoots through Seethe's body. 
Seethe takes the pain and hits Fly Guy's arm away with his remaining arm. The acid that 
still remains burns Fly Guy. "Ah!" he shouts and stumbles a bit backward. Seethe goes in 
for the win, and knees Fly Guy in the gut. Fly Guy crumbles to the floor. Just as Seethe is 
preparing to declare victory, Fly Guy launches himself from the ground into Seethe - 
Seethe falls down with Fly Guy atop, and Fly Guy proceeds to pummel him in the 
stomach. He stops after a bit, gets up, and brushes himself off. "You know, Seethe, 
Leopard also taught me how to fight. I have a few years of experience over you." He 
walks toward Claire; "So, Claire, what do you say? Will you take me?" "Clearly" she 
responds, "The two of you weren't listening. I'm just not ready yet for a committed 
relationship. I need some time to grow a little." Claire walks back into the building, 
leaving the two villains to recover from there fight. "Oh, joy" is all Fly Guy can muster. 

* 

When Claire returns from school, she finds the two of them all bandaged up in 
Incarnate’s room. "Yeah" says Incarnate, "These two youngins must have been at it pretty 
bad. It's a good thing no serious damage was done, since I can't compete with a hospital. 
Try to make sure they leave each other alone." "They can kill each other for all I care. 
They're too dumb to listen to me. Are all men like that, or just teenage boys?" "A little 
from the left, a little from the right. You don't see Bodave acting so gaga, do you?" Claire 
sighs and walks out of the room. "I hope you two recover soon. You look like a bunch of 
freaks." 



Chapter 16: Roots 


Two days after their fight, Seethe is still feeling a little weak, his hands especially tender 
from the burns he received. Fly Guy recovers more quickly, as a result of his heightened 
biological systems. Despite their battle, the two villains still feel kindness toward each 
other, as if lighting draws them even closer, as another way to bond. Seethe is still 
prepared to give it his all to show Claire his love, even if she kept on repeating how she 
wasn't interested. He decides that the best idea would be to start off by getting her a gift, 
at least to neutralize any bad feelings Claire might have had from witnessing the light. 
After breakfast, Seethe takes Penta aside and asks her what might be a good gift to get for 
Claire. "A gift? Hmm, I know Claire likes jewelry; you can always go with that. Maybe 
something else, like flowers. Mind you, I've never received a gift, so I don't know the 
excitement one feels at getting one. Ask her brother, although he's probably too young to 
know these things." Seethe goes to ask Crusher for some advice, regardless of his young 
age or total lack of familiarity with young love. "Why would you like Claire? She's so 
mean and ugly! Can I go back to my room now? I have to get ready for school." Crusher 
turns to leave, but Seethe grabs him with his left hand. "Wait, can’t you just answer my 
question?" Crusher reduces the pressure in Seethe's hand, letting the room’s atmosphere 
inflict a great deal of pain onto Seethe, until he feels his hand completely numb." "Ah! 
Okay, okay, you don't have to answer me. Sheesh, do you always respond that way?" 
"Only when I'm annoyed. And that happens a lot. Later!" Crusher scurries away, to the 
elevator, and heads to the fourth floor. Seethe hopes in his heart Crusher will keep quiet. 
Not from Claire, but from her parents. He doesn't want Strongarm finding out his 
intentions, lest there be fighting among them. 

Instead, Seethe decides to speak with Zavod, and finds her, as always, on the roof, going 
though her semi-natural state of photosynthesis, getting nutrition through solar means. 
When he closes the door to the roof, Zavod becomes aware of his presence. "Hey 
Seethe." "How'd you know it was me?" "Because it's usually you. Since the day you 
arrived, when Strongarm sent you up here, you've been pretty consistent in talking to me. 
Not that I mind it, of course. It's great to have company, especially when there's little else 
to do." Zavod opens her eyes, sits up, and turns around. "So what's on today's menu?" 
"Oh, I've been thinking of buying something for Claire. An act of love, but if she doesn’t 
go for that, than at least an act of goodwill. Maybe I could start all over with her with 
such a gesture." "That sounds reasonable" replies Zavod, "What do you plan of getting 
her, roses? Roses are great. Hmm, get her roses. If she refuses, I'll take care of them for 
you." "How thoughtful, a backup recipient for a gift. I'm sure Claire would love to hear 
that idea. But I'm serious about this, and I need help on it. Penta suggested jewelry. What 
do you think?" "Well, I've never really conversed with Claire on that topic. It's been 
mostly banter about living the villainess' life, and past adventures. But if Penta 
recommends jewelry, I say go for it." "Alright" says Seethe, "Just one more thing, Could 
you help me pick something out? I'm new to all this." "Pick something out?" questions 
Zavod, a slight look of fear in her eyes, "As in, venture to the outside world?" "Yeah. 
Surely you must be bored of being cooped up in the apartment all day, never exploring 



the city." "True, but it's not so easy for me to go outside, what with the green body and 
all. Luckily, I do have a body suit for such occasions, although I hate wearing the mask - 
it's so constraining." 

"Really?!" Seethe exclaims, "You have a body suit? I need to see this." "Fine, fine, just 
follow me." The two walk down to Zavod's room, where she removes the body suit from 
her closet. It's made so that the legs and arms are skin-colored, but the torso is white, as if 
the occupier is wearing underwear. "Unfortunately, I also need to wear clothes over this, 
since the lines between the white and the skin are obviously fake. The white is just there 
in case the ones on top need to come off, for whatever reason. Now, here's the cool part, 
literally." Zavod walks into the floor's bathroom, Seethe in tow. She fills the suit up 
halfway with water and then steps into it, making sure no water spills out. "Ah! The water 
will keep me cool so I don’t dehydrate and, y'know, die." She then slips the face mask on. 
"The mask really bothers me. It's harder to see things, and makes my voice sound a little 
funny. But at least it works well." Indeed, the mask gives her the look of a thirty year-old 
woman, with blue eyes, a pert nose, and full lips. "Lastly" states Zavod, as she returns to 
her room, "Is the wig. I'm sure some people dye their hair green nowadays, but this is still 
a good precaution." "Why not just dye yours?" "Because" answers Zavod, "I don’t go out 
much, so it would be a pain to dye it for one time only. Better that I go with a wig. She 
clasps her hair up into a small knot, and then covers it with a chestnut-colored wig. "Now, 
we are all ready to go, just as soon as I get dressed. Are you fine going out with any 
disguise?" "Eh, I'll put on some sunglasses. That’ll work well enough." 

Soon, the two are outside, and walking to the end of the block toward the bus stop. 
"Zavod, will you be alright with that getup? I mean, it is blocking out the sun." "Oh, don't 
worry about that. I’ve got plenty of energy today, so I'll be able to last for a long while 
before I need to tan again. Oh, and don’t call me 'Zavod'. Out here in the real world, refer 
to me as 'Alexandra', so no one will be suspicious. As for you, go by 'John' or one of 
those nondescript names." "Check." The two arrive at the stop and wait a few minutes. 
When the bus comes, they get on, pay the fare, and sit near the back. They ride to Euler 
Avenue, where the mall is located, chatting about Claire all along the way. Their plan is 
to stop at the mall's jewelry store, then spend some time window shopping and just 
browsing around, getting to live a day of normalcy for once. They arrive at the mall and 
enter the four-story mammoth before them. The Oak Mall is a behemoth of stores, over 
two hundred in all just waiting to be checked out. Without the map kiosks located around 
the premises, one can easily lose track of his or her way. The two supers wander around 
until they find one of the kiosks, then make their way to the third floor, where the jewelry 
store, Ornate, is located. Little do they know that someone has caught their eye: an old 
man in black, clad with sunglasses and a wide-rimmed hat, lurks behind them and notes 
their every move. He carries with him a brown briefcase, and tries to remain hidden, 
although his unusual garb makes him stand out quite easily. Luckily for him, Seethe and 
Zavod are facing the other way. 

Seethe and Zavod dabble over a few different necklaces that the young lover has 
considered buying. "What about this one? It's white gold, the best of both worlds" "Yes, 
and look at it's price - it also costs both worlds. Get this one. It's silver, and reasonable." 



"It’s flimsy, like it could shatter if you accidentally dropped it. What about this thing? It’s 
got a sapphire in it." "Maybe if it were emerald, so as to match her eyes." "Here's one like 
that. Its looks a little big, but I'm sure we can get the chain shortened." The two decide on 
the necklace and pay for their purchase; Seethe would rather threaten the cashier and get 
it for free, but there are cameras everywhere and they don’t want to get caught. As they 
head out, Seethe declares that he needs to use the rest room. They find the nearest one 
and Seethe goes in while Zavod stays behind, admiring the necklace. "Ah, young love." 
The man in black creeps up behind her, pulls out a small gun, and holds it to her back. 
"Hello Zavod, long time no see" he states with a Russian accent. Zavod stiffens up, 
slowly turns around, and tries to play it cool. "I'm afraid you have me mistaken. My name 
is 'Alexandra.'" "Don't play games with me Zavod! I've been watching you for some time 
now on the roof of the 'Villa', as they call it." Zavod looks fearful. "Don't worry, I have no 
intention of revealing its location to anyone, my business is only with you." "What is it 
that you want, exactly?" asks Zavod, as she does not recognize the man. "For you to 
return to us, the Kremlin Labs. Or have you forgotten what happened?" "I suppose I have. 
I do not remember Kremlin Labs." "It was sixty-one years ago" the old man begins, but 
Seethe reenters the scene. The man, seeing him, whispers to Zavod to turn around, or else 
he’ll kill her. Zavod's body suit makes it impossible for her to use her vines without 
revealing herself the public, not to mention it would cause the water to leak, causing an 
imminent dehydration. 

"Hey Alexandra, who’s your new friend?" "Oh, this is...." "My name is Koren. And before 
you go on telling me your name, I already know what it really is, 'Lloyd.'" "B- 
But...how...?" "I've been watching Zavod here for a while and I've noticed your 
conversations with her. I did a little searching and found out your true identity. Don’t 
worry, as long as you don’t attack me, you will be safe." "And Zavod?" asks Seethe will a 
growing confidence, "Can you ensure her safety?" "I cannot guarantee anything, as my 
mission is only to bring her back to the labs. What happens from there is not up to me." 
"What labs? Exactly what is going on?" Zavod speaks up, "I, too, would like to know 
that." "We will get to that. First, let's find a place where we can talk in private." The three 
exit the mall, and after a short walk, enter a small, black van in the parking lot. A younger 
man sits in the driver's seat. The interior of the van is set up so there are seats on the sides 
of the van, clothed in velvet. The three sit down, Koren and Zavod on one side, and 
Seethe on the other. Koren still has his gun on Zavod to ensure his safety from her and 
Seethe. Koren starts his story: 

"61 years ago, Zavod, or 'Katherine' as she was then known, worked in the Kremlin Labs. 
We studied plants and their genetics, hoping to engineer grains to make them more 
suitable for growing in the cold climate of Russia, as well as producing more abundant 
yields. Everything went fine until Katherine showed up as an intern. She didn’t do 
anything wrong - in fact, she was a hard worker, and soon rose up the ranks, becoming a 
top doctor in the field five years later. One day, an explosion occurred in the boiler room, 
which was located just below one of the labs, and Katherine had been working in it at the 
time. The resulting blast took off several of her limbs as well as scarring her all over. 
Lying among the plants, with shattered glass everywhere, she grasped these beauties of 
nature and achieved a physical superpower, fusing with the plants to stay alive. After 



several months in the Kremlin Labs' medical unit, she had regenerated her limbs, thanks 
to the plants' power, but also had grown a cluster of vines inside her chest, as well as her 
body becoming green due to the chlorophyll in her veins. We tried to keep her a secret, to 
study the effects of a plant-human hybrid, but Katherine ran away, and we spent decades 
tracking her. Eventually, as we found it to be, Katherine was now Zavod, and she met up 
with Strongann. Ever since, we have been waiting for a chance to bring her back, 
although she rarely goes out, and when she does, she is generally with many other supers. 
Today was perfect, as most of your friends were busy, Zavod, and you were only with 
Seethe here. Now I ask that you return with us to the labs, so that we may study you. 
Resistance is futile, as you are useful to us dead or alive." 

"So why did they send you? You seem awfully old to be on a mission." "I used to 
research with you, Zavod, so I know you the best. I'm one of the few remaining scientists 
from our time and mostly just a pawn to them now that I am so old. And don’t think that 
my relationship will make it harder for me to kill you if it comes to that. I've been 
hardened over the years by Soviet rule." Seethe taps his fingers on the seat; "Just what 
makes you think I won't kill you? Even if you shot Zavod, she'll probably survive, but 
you'll die." "A fine question, boychik" replies Koren, "But my gun contains very special 
bullets, ones that burst into flames upon impact. I might die, but so will she, although 
most of her body will remain, leaving us plenty to work with. Think about that." "It looks 
like I have no choice" concedes Zavod, "Go on, Seethe, you will only be a liability. I can 
take care of myself. Perhaps it will be better for me to be studied for the sake of science 
than to simply tan all day. Give everyone my regards." Seethe's eyes well up, dripping 
tears of acid which singe the floor. "I can’t do that Zavod, you've been like a mother to 
me." "Then listen to your mother, and leave" orders Koren, "You will only complicate 
matters by remaining, as I do not know how my superiors will act toward another super 
arriving. At best, you'll be studied as well, at worst, you'll be killed." Seethe reluctantly 
leave the van, and watches as it drives off. Still clutching the bag with Claire's necklace, 
he flees to the bus stop, anxious waiting for it to arrive. He finally gets on and waits out 
the time until he gets to the Villa. When he finally enters the apartment, he is exhausted 
from running from the bus to the apartment, but spares no energy as he dashes up the 
fourth floor and bangs on Strongarm's room, only to find that nobody answers. Out of 
energy, he takes the elevator down to the basement, to Bombshell's lab. He finds her 
working on a slab of what appears to be metal. "Bombshell! Help...need help...Zavod!" 
"What about her? And why are you so out of breath?" "Ran...a...few...blocks." Seethe sits 
and catches his breath. "Zavod was captured by scientists working with genetically 
engineered plants. They're taking her back to the labs in Russia as we speak." "Wow, 
what a cliche plot device. Well, I guess we better get Incarnate and fire up the plane." 
"Wait, we have a plane?" Seethe asks in shock, "How can we afford it?" "Well, it's rarely 
used, and we kind of stole it, so we only have to worry about fuel, which we sometimes 
steal as well. And with Incarnate knowing all kinds of useful crap, we don’t need to hire a 
pilot. So let's go, if you've got nothing better to do." "I just need to do one more thing, 
and I’ll meet you by Incarnate's room. He takes the stairs to the first floor, goes to his 
room, drops off the necklace, and grabs a bunch of protein bars. He then ascends to the 
third floor and gets to Incarnate's room, where Bombshell is already waiting. "He said to 
give him a minute while he gathered some things." "Ah. By the way, what were you 



working on in the lab?" "Oh, just toying with some osmium. It's the densest element, you 
know." 

* 

The three villains drive to a remote area of town near its perimeter, where a converted 
garage is located, remodeled so as to fit a small plane capable of holding five people. 
They buckle up and Incarnate takes the pilot seat, with Bombshell acting as a co-pilot, 
even though she knows nothing about flying. Seethe is in charge of finding the exact 
location of Kremlin Labs, a task greatly assisted with the help of Google Maps. Soon, 
they are off to the city known as St. Petersburg. 



Chapter 1 7: Thorns 


After an nine hour flight, including a stop to refuel in Paris, the trio - Seethe, Incarnate, 
and Bombshell - land in St. Petersburg to rescue Zavod. They touch ground at the 
Pulkovo International Airport, where they store the plane in one of the airports many 
garages for a small fee. Getting around is relatively easy, what with Incarnate's ability to 
speak Russian - and many other languages - as well as St. Petersburg's extensive 
network of railways, buses, and marshrutkas, or shared minibus taxis. They take the 
regular shuttle bus from the airport to the city center, and then, with a map Incarnate 
bought at the airport, as well as with further online research, they narrow down the exact 
location of the Kremlin Labs. Although he flew the whole time, Incarnate is surprisingly 
refreshed, with only a short nap while in Paris. When Seethe asks about this, Incarnate 
merely responds with "You get used to it". After getting off the bus, they switch to one of 
the cities trams, and make their way to Kremlin Labs. It is a large, white building, far 
longer than it is in height, as it stretches across an area of two square blocks. Finding 
Zavod in here will be like a mouse finding the cheese in a maze. 

As soon as they enter the building, they are stopped by security who asks the villains for 
identification. Incarnate take out an ID, and while the guard peruses over the material, 
Incarnate takes out a blowgun a shoots a small dart into the man’s neck, who proceeds to 
fall down, instantly dead. "'No muss, no fuss' as I like to say. Now let's move on before 
someone catches us." They move the corpse back behind his desk and continue on. Soon 
enough, they come to a cross-way with three possible routes. The signs, according to 
Incarnate, state that the left goes to the Nicholas Lab, the middle goes to the Peter Lab, 
and the right goes to the Vladimir Lab, all named, he presumes, for the different leaders 
Russia has had. A subtitle under the Vladimir Lab indicates that it specializes in 
"Bioengineering", so the gang decides to go down that way. After a long hallway of 
different offices, they find the lab’s entrance, its access blocked by a retina and handprint 
scan. "Step away, guys" says Bombshell, "And let me do a little tinkering." They back up 
while she inserts a small device by the doors lock. Bombshell retreats to where the two 
others stand, takes out a small detonator, and presses it. The locks blow off the door, and 
the three now have entry to the lab. 

Once inside, the three are awed at the large size of the lab, filled with a menagerie of 
plant life as if it were a zoo, as they wander down the different hallways. Past the plants, 
are tables of scientists working silently on computers, analyzing test results, and looking 
over microscopes into Petri dishes with cell samples. They are not, however, so 
engrossed, that they don’t see the villains walk up. "Chto vy zdes' delayete?" ("What are 
you doing here?") asks a particularly large scientist, in a foreboding voice, "Vam ne 
razresheno laboratorii. Kak vy popali vnutr'?" ("You are not allowed in the laboratory. 
How did you get in?") "It's best we don’t discuss that" replies Incarnate in English, "We 
are looking for a friend of ours, an accidental experiment of yours who goes by the name 
'Zavod'. You might know her as 'Katherine.'" At this, several of the scientists gasp and 
whisper among themselves. The large scientist takes out a gun and points it at Incarnate, 



"If you know about Katherine, you know too much." Seethe spits a sliver of acid at the 
man's hand, burning him and causing the gun to drop. "I would say the same thing" 
Incarnate responds, "Bombshell, Seethe, be careful - there may be more weapons." He 
turns to the man; "As for you, where can I find her? We wish only to bring her back 
home." "She is home!" the man cries, and charges at Incarnate. Incarnate sighs and pulls 
out a large knife, saying, "I hate it when I have to kill an intelligent man." He throws the 
knife at the man and it strikes him in the chest, piercing a lung. Incarnate moves in, take 
the knife back out, and kicks the man in the chest, causing him to fall back, while Seethe 
moves swiftly to take the gun from the floor - Bombshell puts on a pair of sunglasses. 

The scientists act in fear from the supers as some scramble away, some cower in fear, and 
some draw out their own guns. "Seethe, gun" says Bombshell. He tosses it to her and she 
throws out a few light bombs - "Cover your eyes, guys." The bombs explode, and while 
the scientists are blinded, Bombshell shoots down all the armed ones, as well as securing 
one of the cowering ones as a hostage. Incarnate goes over and interrogates the man, 
finding that Zavod is being held in room further on in the lab, past double doors, where 
all the human experiments go on. 

This section the lab is vaulted, and they need a code to get in. The hostage refuses to give 
in, so Seethe puts the man's left pinky finger in is mouth, closes it, and regurgitates some 
acid, melting the finger completely. The hostage screams in agony, so much so that 
Bombshell covers his mouth, lest more guards come. When he calms down, he reveals 
the code, pleading that they don’t kill him. They let him go at Incarnate's insistence, and 
travel onward through the doorways. They find themselves in what looks like the 
hallways of a psychiatric institution, different patients locked up in different rooms. Some 
look fairly normal, others don't even appear human anymore - apparent attempts to create 
Ubermenschen. At the very end of the hallway, on the right side, they find Zavod 
strapped down to a table. Incarnate kicks the door in, and frees Zavod from her restraints 
with his knife. "Thank you so much guys, I couldn't take it another minute! They haven't 
done any experimenting on me yet, since I only got here a few hours ago, but it's been 
hell. I don’t even want to know what's been happening to the other patients." They decide 
to get out of there as quickly as possible, knowing that the Kremlin Labs wouldn’t dare 
attack the Villa directly; it was only foolish luck that Zavod was out that day. Against 
Zavod's wishes, Incarnate declines to help out the other patients, not knowing how they 
might react. Incarnate is not really bothered by the travesties around him, tending to side 
with intelligence, even evil intelligence. They make their way out, but once they pass the 
double doors, they are surrounded by many armed guards. 

Koren steps forward. "You shouldn’t have come here to rescue Katherine. It was a foolish 
mistake, and the last one you'll ever make." Koren begins to signal the guards to kill 
them, even Zavod, but Bombshell is well prepared. She instantly detonates smoke bombs, 
and the lab is covered in a gray fog. "Kill them all!" screams Koren and Bombshell at the 
same time. The guards shoot blindly, but the villains split up and move to the sides. As 
they do so, Incarnate, having memorized their positions with his total recall, shoots down 
the guards one by one, without even seeing where they stand. He leaves only Koren 
standing. When the smoke lifts, all the guards are dead, and Zavod is panting, hit by a 
stray bullet from one of the guards. Seethe tends to her as Incarnate and Bombshell rush 



Koren. They tackle him to the ground and hold his arms behind his back. Meanwhile, 
Zavod is breathing heavily, and Seethe is unsure what to do. "Don’t...worry about it. I just 
need some time for it to heal. Green blood slowly leaks out of her body. "It's just a flesh 
wound, more painful than damaging." By Koren, Incarnate is questioning him about the 
main console. "I don't like to shut you guys down, but you keep trying to kill us, so I have 
no choice. Last chance to live: where is the main console?" "Peter Lab, basement." 

They proceed back to where they started, Seethe assisting Zavod as she trudges along, 
while Incarnate continues to hold Koren hostage. They make a right at the intersection 
and go down the pathway toward Peter Lab. With Koren’s help, they easily enter the lab 
and locate the stairs to the basement. As they walk down the stairs, Koren stamps on 
Incarnate's foot, causing him to howl in pain. He grabs Incarnate's shirt, and flings him 
down, causing Incarnate to tumble down the stairs, landing at the bottom, out cold. 
Bombshell grabs Koren by the throat and chokes him while she starts to grab a small 
bomb from her utility belt with her other hand. At that moment, however, Bombshell is 
bashed in the head by a large, thorny arm, and both she and Koren fall to the floor. Zavod 
and Seethe turn and see a strange being in front of them. The figure appears to be male 
and covered by thorns all over, even his face. "Who the hell are you?!" shouts Zavod, and 
the person responds, "Torni." "Torni?" Zavod wonders aloud, "Thorns?" "Da" Torni 
answers, "Koren delat' mne. On moye otets. Kogda otets nuzhdat'sya pomoshch’, mne 
priyekhat'." ("Yes. Koren make me. He is father. When father need help, me come.") By 
his reply, Zavod guesses that Torni is only a partial success of the Kremlin Labs' attempts 
to produce Ubermenschen, a fusion with plant life that has rendered him a sub-sapient, 
only semi-sentient. However, this is irrelevant for the time being, as Zavod must figure 
out how to defeat him and ask questions later. She observes Torni, noting that the thorns 
make it difficult for her to attack him at any point, as they act as a barrier between his 
flesh and her spiked vines, if there is even flesh beneath. Torni punches Zavod in the face 
and she backs up, stunned, and Seethe holds her steady. Seethe then spits acid at Torni, 
and it burns many of his thorns away, but they quickly regenerate and cover him once 
more. Torni turns his attention to Seethe and punches him in the mouth, slicing up 
Seethe's lips and nose and causing a deep pain to course through him, but Seethe is fine 
otherwise, and takes time to consider his options. Torni focuses back on Zavod, and 
begins to pummel her. Zavod wraps her vines around the Ubermensch's arms, but his 
thorns cut into them and she is forced to retract them, unable to take the pain. Both Zavod 
and Seethe climb back up the stairs to get a better defending position, and Tomi 
sluggishly trudges after them. When Tomi nears the top, Zavod kicks him in the chest, 
and he falls halfway down the staircase, but is shielded by the impact from his exterior. 
Zavod pounces down the flight, and lands near Torni. She thrusts her vines out and 
pierces Torni’s eyes, striking his brain and killing him. Seethe rushes down toward them, 
and the two villains examine Torni to make sure he is dead. 

The two of them hear a click, and Seethe turns to see Koren, still conscious, with the gun 
Incarnate dropped, holding it against Zavod's temple. "I'm afraid this is where we part 
ways forever, Katherine. I will remember all the times we had together, even if you 
can’t." He goes to pull the trigger, but is suddenly thrown backward down the stairs. He 
lands on his head, and blood pours out of it - Koren is dead as well. Seethe is surprised to 



see that Zavod has forced a vine through her own back, attacking Koren with the last of 
her strength. Now Seethe is the only one relatively unharmed, and he is unsure what to 
do, but is first instinct is to grab Zavod and support her. He goes to get the gun as well, 
but Bombshell gets to it first. She looks up at him weakly, and says "It hurts like hell, but 
it's nothing I haven’t felt before. I can make it." They continue to descend the stairs until 
the end, where an unconscious Incarnate lies; Bombshell drags him along, as they enter 
the basement and locate the main console. Bombshell places a time bomb by it, numbered 
at fifteen minutes, and she and Seethe get out of there, holding the two injured supers 
with them. A while after they leave, the bomb explodes, and all the computers in the 
Kremlin Labs have shutdown completely. With Zavod's help, they find a small motel and 
spend the night recovering, Seethe taking watch for the majority of the time. When 
morning comes, Incarnate has awakened, and the four take a transport to the plane, flying 
back to Eisenstadt. "Are you sure you're alright flying, Incarnate?" asks Zavod, "You took 
a nasty fall." "Eh, I'll be alright. But after all this, I'll need to crash for a while. I probably 
suffered a concussion or something." 

* 

A day later, at the Villa, things have returned to nonnal. The group hears nothing more 
about the Kremlin Labs, and they hope that the experiments there have stopped 
completely. Zavod’s wounds heal up fairly fast, especially with the help of the sun, and 
Seethe and Bombshell only have shallow cuts, as the thorns were rather small, acting 
more to inflict pain than anything else. Zavod can't help but wonder how the lab managed 
to create Torni, but she's happier knowing that it's all been put to rest, not remorseful for a 
second, aside for the other involuntary patients. Still, shutting down the lab was best 
thing she's done in a while, and she's thankful she was given the chance. "Some things 
aren’t meant to exist." 



Chapter 18: Pounce 


It is midnight, and a few miles from the Villa, in the Eisenstadt Cemetery, a man, 
presumably sane in all manners but speech, is speaking in Koltian. "Zu uz, zu. Thobga lu 
ix Aba, Aba lu ix thobga. Zu uz, zu!" He throws a white cluster into the air, and as it soars 
upward, bones branch out from it, eventually fonning a skeleton which lands on its feet. 
Organs, muscles, and nerves follow, and finally skin covers the entire body, as well as, 
surprisingly, various pieces of clothing. With the moonlight shining down upon the scene, 
we can see more details of the person, who is thin and tall, with large ears and a big nose. 
The light gleams off his fingernails, long ones that resemble a lion’s claws, and the figure 
exhibits a wide grin, while his eyes glow an unearthly red and indigo. The man who is 
chanting, stands before him, delighted; "Welcome back, Spring-Heeled Jack." Spring- 
Heeled Jack lets out a cackle that soars across the city night. Seethe jumps up from his 
bed, swearing he heard a noise, certainly an evil one. But, being weary, he figures it was 
just a dream, and goes back to sleep. However, Claire and Penta, wide awake and talking 
among themselves, are more concerned, but they dare not wake Strongarm at this hour of 
the night, lest they be berated for not going to sleep at a responsible hour. They think 
about visiting Incarnate, knowing that he can and does reside on little sleep, although 
Claire wonders that, if anything, he should need more than most, given all the 
information he retains. The two girls go to him anyhow, and he is busy researching 
pygmy marmosets. "Heh heh, they look funny." Incarnate hears chatter outside his room 
and opens the door to find the girls approaching. "Can I do something for you, ladies of 
the night?" "Well, it was probably nothing too serious, but we heard this odd, sort of 
shrieking sound a minute ago. Did you hear anything?" "Can't say I have" responds 
Incarnate, "But I'll let you know if anything comes up. Now, you gals should go to bed. 
You have school tomorrow." "Don't you also have school tomorrow, 'Professor Canter?"' 
asks Penta, rolling her eyes. "Young one, I need not as much sleep as a growing body 
such as yourself. Now hurry along, before you wake the rest of the Villa." Penta and 
Claire bid each other good night and go their separate ways. "A strange sound, eh?" 
thinks Incarnate, "Silly girls." 

* 

In the morning, Claire and Penta meet up at the breakfast table, where Seethe has 
managed to get there before them, for once. They immediately start to talk about the 
midnight shriek and what it was all about. Seethe interjects into their conversation; 
"Maybe it was a random crime being committed?" "Could be, but it sounded a little too 
weird for a person. It sounded as if it were made by a demon, almost." Seethe seems 
intrigued and asks, "Can demons really ascend to the Earth?" Claire is unsure of the 
matter, and shrugs, but Penta is more confident. "Yeah, I’m pretty sure, but it would take 
some serious magic, and even then, I don't know if it could last long on Earth before it 
gets called back." "Interesting" responds Seethe, "Can you...tame a demon?" "It is said 
that only beings willing to sacrifice their souls can do such a thing." "A lot of things are 
said", says Claire, "But most is hearsay and heresy, mere exaggerations and 
confabulations. It is hard to discern the truths from the myths." "Ah, you just need an 



open mind, Claire. There is an incredibly large amount of still-unknown things in this 
world, waiting to be revealed. There is no limit on what can exist." Claire shrugs again; 
"Maybe, maybe not. I'm somewhat of a skeptic." Incarnate ambles over to the table and 
speaks to Claire and Penta. "Just so you two lasses know, I heard a sound last night a bit 
after you went to your respective beds. But this was definitely a woman's scream. I 
searched outside for a while, in the direction it came from, since I had nothing better to 
do, and came across a body. The woman was alive, but unconscious, and had claw marks 
all over her body, her clothes ripped and bloodied. But I didn’t recognize the claw marks 
at all. They seemed to be too big to be from any animal around here. And the fact that her 
attacker left her alive seems strange to me." Penta shudders at the story. "You see, Claire, 
it may have been a demon that we heard. Who knows what's lying out there, just waiting 
to kill." Incarnate puts his hand to his chin and thinks, then smirks. "Care to make things 
interesting?" 

* 

That evening, after supper, Penta and Claire make their way to the lounge to watch some 
TV, but find Incarnate to be there, watching the news. "What's with you, Incarnate? You 
rarely watch TV." "Yes, but I’ve been looking for more information about last night. This 
appears to be the story." Incarnate turns up the volume, and we hear the reporter talking 
to a policeman nearby. "Officer Kendell, what can you tell us about last night's brutal 
attack?" "Well, ma’am, the woman has been identified as Rose Crest, and, according to 
her sister, was just returning from a late night out. Rose is still in shock over the whole 
issue, so we didn't get much out of her. All she’s managed to say was ’Those eyes!’ before 
fainting. The marks on her body point to a human attacker, but as if he had claws. We 
have found no other clues so far." The reporter continues to talk, as a picture of Rose is 
shown on the side, taken from a photo album. Penta gasps at what she sees. "That 
woman! She looks just like my mother!" Penta gets weak in the knees and falls to the 
floor, unsure how to process the new information. "What does this mean? Is it a 
coincidence? What should I make of this?!" Penta says. Claire helps her to the couch and 
comforts her, while Incarnate stares in interest at the entire story. "Perhaps" he thinks, 
"This was indeed a coincidence. But do coincidences even exist, or are they merely our 
term for something we cannot understand?" Penta washes up with a shower to clear her 
head of the strange news, while Incarnate ponders about it all, trying to piece the puzzle 
together with so few clues. Half an hour later, Incarnate, Penta, Claire, and Seethe 
rendezvous at the Villa's entrance to start a midnight crusade. They take one of the cars 
shared by the Villa, and Incarnate drives in the direction of the previous night's attack. 

They get to the Crest home, where Rose's sister Emma answers the door. "Sorry, but it's 
too late for questions now. Come back tomorrow." The villains reluctantly retreat, and 
Incarnate, still bothered by the lack of information, continues to drive around, hoping for 
another attack to track down, although concerned that nobody innocent be hanned. He 
tries to rationalize Rose's attack by thinking she must have done something wrong in 
order to justify what happened. He is in luck, as they soon hear a shriek coming from the 
north. Incarnate quickly speeds off in the direction, not worrying much about driving too 
fast at such an hour. They soon see a woman running in their direction, and Incarnate 



stops the car and they get out. "You have...to help me!" she gasps, "He's after me!" "Who 
is?" But the question is soon answered, as they see a man fall from the sky before them, 
his feet denting the asphalt on impact. He stares at all the new presences, and, seeing 
Penta, lets out a blue and white flame from his mouth. Claire tries to rush in front of 
Penta in order to absorb the fire, but trips and falls short. Penta stands petrified, and the 
flame hits her. She is not set afire, however, but falls to the floor instead, convulsing in a 
fit. Seethe shoots acid at the man, but it merely splashes off of him, having no effect as 
well. Incarnate processes all of this and chooses not to pull out his gun or knife. Instead, 
he runs at the man, who jumps well over Incarnate, and continues to run into the dead of 
the night. Incarnate rushes to Penta and picks her up, laying her in the van. Claire checks 
on the woman and finds her in hysterics, but in control enough to talk to. However, as the 
woman’s face is illuminated, Claire steps back. "She...looks just like Rose!" Seethe runs 
over and asks, "Who's Rose?" "She's the woman who was attacked last night, who, 
according to Penta, looks just like Penta's dead mother." Claire turns to the woman. 
"Ma'am, can you tell me your name?" "Sa-Sally. Sally Peters. Why was he after me?! 
What did I do?!" "I don't know, but for now you should be indoors. Do you live nearby?" 
The woman nods and Claire gets her to enter the car. They all get in, and Incarnate drives 
off, getting the woman to her home, then returning to the Villa, where they all go to his 
room, Incarnate carrying Penta. He lays her down on one of the cots in her room and 
checks her blood pressure. "She's fine, I think. I won't be sure until morning. You two 
should get some rest." Seethe and Claire walk back to their rooms, concerned and 
empathetic about their friend's plight. Incarnate seems more perturbed at this incident, the 
glowing, red eyes now imprinted in his memory. He goes online and starts to do some 
research. 

* 

In the morning, Claire rushes first thing to Incarnate's room, but moves quietly so that no 
one hears her, lest Strongann forbid her from continuing the adventure. She taps lightly at 
Incarnate's door, but no one answers. She knocks a little harder, and finally hears 
someone stumbling to the door. Incarnate opens it, looking rather dreary-eyed. "Sorry, I 
got very little sleep last night. I mean, I always get only a little sleep, but this pushed me 
to the limit. I think I'll take a nice nap this afternoon." "What about Penta? Is she okay?" 
"Yeah, she’ll be fine. She woke up at one point and was shivering, so I gave her an extra 
blanket and she went back to sleep. Right before she did, however, she muttered 'Dad.'" 
"Do you know anything about her father?" asks Claire, "'Cause I sure don't." Incarnate 
sways about, thinking. "His name is 'Legerdemain' and he used to live in the Villa, though 
before my time here. He's a magician like Penta, but specialized in illusions, and he 
provided great services for the Family. Some time later, he, his wife, and Penta moved to 
England. I think he abandoned Penta and her mother, although I was never sure of the 
facts. All I know is that Penta arrived one day at the Villa, and Bombshell took her in. She 
rarely speaks about her mother." "She’s dead, right? How'd she die?" "According to 
Penta" replies Incarnate, "It was suicide." "I see. Well, whatever is happening, her father 
seems to be involved somehow." "I think I'm starting to understand” says Incarnate, “But 
I'm missing one final piece of information. We should let Penta rest more and I'll go 
teach. Later." Claire walks over to Penta's sleeping body and rubs her shoulder. She bends 



down and whispers, "We’ll get the bastard who did this to you. I promise. 


During the evening at dinner, Claire and Seethe discuss what happened. Bodave and Fly 
Guy listen with interest as Penta has not come to dinner. Incarnate had spread the word 
that she is feeling ill, which works as a fine cover, with Bombshell calling her in sick to 
the school. After her mother's death, Bombshell has acted as a foster mother to Penta, 
who by law is now Claire’s sister. Claire whispers to them what had occurred the night 
before, lest anyone overhear, as they are now too far in to back out. "So two women were 
attacked and both look like Penta's mother? Man, that's eerie. My guess is it's some kind 
of vengeance thing." "Same here, but her mother's dead. I just don’t understand..." "So her 
father can shoot this weird fire then? That's so random, I don't get it at all." "Shh, here 
comes Incarnate." Incarnate walks over to the table but passes by. As he does, he 
whispers, "Meeting on the roof at eight." "What was that about?" asks Fly Guy. "I guess 
he doesn’t want anyone finding out about it all. 'Scuse me." Claire leaves the table and 
goes to check up on Penta once more. She finds her sitting on the bed, stretching. 

"How're you doing, Penta? Feeling better?" "Eh, I've had worse. I'm not sure if I had a 
seizure or not, but I had some very dreadful dreams. Something about a winged creature 
that was going to punish me for doing something to it while I remained immobilized. I 
don't know what any of it means, but I felt terrified for some reason, different from any 
nightmare I've ever had." "Well, if you think you're up to it, there's a meeting on the roof 
at eight." 

Later, the meeting convenes, with Incarnate leading. "It's still a bit confusing to me, but 
from what we know, this man seems to be after Penta's mother. From the fact that he 
attacked Penta out of all of his, it means we can use her as bait to draw him out. 
Additionally, since the flames from his mouth didn’t set her on fire, it must be some kind 
of spiritual power. Lastly is the matter of your father, Penta. He doesn’t appear to be the 
creature that attacked you, but he may have used magic to change forms somehow. Can 
you tell us about him?" "Well, as far as I know" she answers, "He abandoned my mother 
when I was four after we had left for London. My mother told me he used magic, which 
is why I have my own powers. Past that, I couldn't tell you any useful information." 
Incarnates ponders the matter, and then declares, "I guess it's time to draw him out one 
more time. If the person behind this all is in fact your father, Penta, what are your 
thoughts if he dies?" "I have no qualms. I don't really know the man after all, and if he 
really did abandon my mother. I'm all for it." "Alright, meeting adjourned. Let's go get 
him." The group reenters the Villa, and then takes the elevator down to the main floor to 
avoid anyone as much as possible. As they make it to the entrance, a voice calls out 
behind them. "Ho! What’s this?" They turn to see Leopard tossing around an apple for no 
apparent reason. "Just a little mission of our own, Leo" says Seethe, "And we’d really 
appreciate it if no one found out about it." "Whatever, Strongann and Bombshell went out 
for the night, so I'm stuck babysitting Crusher. Just don’t get yourselves killed." 

The group drives around, until they find a relativity deserted area of town. There, Penta 
gets out and just stands around, while the rest of the villains sit in the car. An hour passes 
and nothing happens. Claire asks, "Do you think we should have waited to go at 
midnight?" "I think it was more of a matter of getting the victim alone more than the time 



itself, but it's just a hunch." Sure enough, they start to hear a scurrying. Penta looks up 
and sees a set of eyes glowing in the distance. She braces herself but the eyes suddenly 
rise up. Then, the man appears before her, having taken a very large leap toward her. This 
time, despite the fear, Penta is ready. "Lu ix Lalaban, yule i laba!" It does nothing, but the 
man suddenly looks confused. He looks back and forth; he raises his head to the sky and 
lets out of stream of fire. Then, he merely stands there, waiting. "Should we help her?" 
asks Seethe. "I'm not sure" answers Incarnate, "But, let's wait for now, just in case. 
Something strange is going on." After a few minutes, they see another car approach. A 
man, the same one from the graveyard, gets out, and walks toward Penta. When he finally 
has enough light to see her face, he is taken aback. "You-You're not Marianne! Who are 
you?! You look even more like her than the last two." Penta takes a deep breath and hopes 
she's right. "That’s because I'm her daughter, dad." Legerdemain stumbles as he backs 
away. "Lori? Is that really you?" "I'm not longer Lori, but Penta. And who may I ask is 
your pet?" "This is Spring-Heeled Jack, a supervillain of the Victorian era. I used him to 
seek your mother out after resurrecting him, although he's somewhat of a zombie now." 
Spring-Heeled Jack lets out a cackle, and Incarnate decides it's time. "C'mon, let's go!" 
They rush to the scene, surprising Penta's father even more. "It's a shame then, dad. Mom 
died years ago. You're on a wild goose chase." 

Legerdemain is unsure of what to make of it all. "Tell me, how did she die?" "She killed 
herself, because she couldn’t take the pain of your abandonment anymore." "Me, 
abandon? Never, Lori. Your mother tried to steal my power by a method that would kill 
me." "Liar! She would never have killed herself then. Kix, zaba!" A force throws her 
father backward. Spring-Heeled Jack goes in for the attack, and jumps on Penta, starting 
to claw at her. Incarnate kicks him off, and Penta gets back up, while Incarnate, Seethe, 
and Claire hold down Spring-Heeled Jack from attacking, making sure his mouth is faced 
so that his flames can’t hit anyone. Penta races toward her father and grabs his neck, 
choking him. He yells out "Wait!", and Penta, feeling almost sorry that she's killing her 
father, lets go. "That's much better" says Legerdemain, rubbing his neck vigorously. 
"Well? What's the truth, then, or were you merely stalling for time?" "Although I loved 
your mother with all my heart" begins Legerdemain, "It seems love was not enough for 
her. She hired supers to beat me out of consciousness, and wanted them to transfer my 
power to her. However, according to Marianne, they soon tied her up as well, hoping to 
gain the power for themselves. Luckily, they fought about who would actually get the 
power, and in time I woke up and dispelled of them with my magic. Obviously, I was 
angry. Yet I couldn’t bring myself to kill or even divorce your mother. Instead, I resorted 
to a much more childish action: I, being a master of illusions, turned my craft upon her. 

At first they were minor incidents, causing no hann, but fear instead. But my attacks 
grew worse, and Marianne soon became more and more paranoid. Eventually, she 
couldn’t take it anymore, and deciding that you didn’t deserve either of us, she fled to 
Eisenstadt. After this, I know nothing." Penta, although somewhat convinced, is not 
entirely satisfied with the explanation. She sits down and takes Legerdemain’s hands in 
her own. "Let's see what Mom has to say about all this." Penta mutters a few words in 
Koltian and a ghostly image of her mother appears. Marianne looks at both father and 
daughter. "I knew this day would come. What answers do you seek?" "After you fled to 
Eisenstadt" asks Legerdemain, "What happened?" "Fleeing did little, and the paranoia 



grew every day, until I eventually killed myself, hoping Lori would find a better home 
away from either of us. I was not disappointed. Forgive me, my child." Penta's eyes well 
up in tears, unsure what to make of it all. She has been betrayed by both of her parents, 
yet both sought to help her. She lets out a cry, and takes a knife out, slitting the throat of 
her father's body. Legerdemain falls back, but retains a few more moments of life. "I 
guess...I really screwed up. Perhaps, one day, I’ll see you again, on the other side..." He 
slumps over, dead, and Spring-Heeled Jack disintegrates into thin air. Incarnate 
approaches Penta. "C’mon, let's get out of here before the police arrive." Penta ends the 
channeling, while Claire and Seethe destroy her father’s body, removing all traces of 
fingerprints, and the gang walks back to the car, returning to the Villa. 

* 

Incarnate spends the rest of the night trying to locate the Luxor Staff, and tracks it down 
to somewhere in the Sahara Desert, located near a small oasis. As legend tells, the Luxor 
Staff is an item of divine power, and whoever holds in his or her hand gains the power of 
infinite endurance. The perfect accessory for Serenity, Incarnate wants to get to it first, 
and the two have slowly been it tracking it down, but recent events have made it more 
difficult for Incarnate to find. Now, however, he knows the general area of the staff, and 
alerts Strongarm of the matter. The two discuss the details and pat out a basic plan to get 
it. There's not much information, but Incarnate is confident that they can find it, and 
hopes that the Topaz Villa still hasn’t found it. However, Serenity has been working 
harder than ever to find the staff, and she has already found its exact location. Not only 
that, but since Topaz is a clan of heroes, they have support from the government for their 
adventures, so they have access to a small jet whenever they want. She tells Cubes of the 
matter, and presents her plan for getting the staff, deciding to take along two other heroes 
with her for assistance. 



Chapter 19: The Sand 


Incarnate, deciding to assemble a team in the quest for the Luxor staff, assembles a 
meeting in the cafeteria the next afternoon. It still being early in the day, not many 
villains are in, but Incarnate can only fit a few in the plane they have, anyway. Incarnate 
pounds down on one of the tables with his hand. "This meeting will come to order!" The 
chattering crowd grows silent. "The reason I ask you here is about the Luxor staff. I 
believe I have located its general area, and would like to travel there to retrieve it. Being 
quite limited myself, it would be advantageous to have a few others go along with me, 
perhaps two or three. Any takers?" The crowd talks among themselves, but no one 
answers the call. "I'll go!" yells Zavod. "Are you sure?" asks Incarnate, "The desert isn't 
exactly the best place for someone of your...physical consistency." "Tve had an itching to 
go out for another adventure ever since the whole Koren/Torni deal. I don’t do missions 
often, so I want to try this out. Besides, I've got my body suit to keep me cool." "Good 
enough" responds Incarnate, "Will anyone else dare to join this perilous mission of 
greatness and grandeur? Anyone at all?" For a few moments, nobody answers, until 
Claire steps forward. "I want to go with you." Strongarm immediately rejects, "No way, 
young lady, you've got school to go to, not to mention it may be dangerous." "Wow" 
replies Bombshell, "Talk about getting your priorities in order. But I say we let Claire go. 
She doesn’t get to go on many missions, either." "Exactly" Claire exclaims, "Besides, I'm 
perfectly suited for the environment. Desert heat wouldn’t affect me in the least." "I guess 
I can allow it" caves Strongarm, "Provided you two" - pointing to Zavod and Incarnate - 
"watch over her." "Sure thing, boss! Now, will anyone else be as daring as these two 
dames, as moxious as these two maidens, as audacious as "We get it!" shouts 
Strongarm, "But no one seems willing, so you'll have to make do with a team of three." 
"Works for me, it's less people to keep track of, anyhow. We’ll be flying by the oasis, and 
Zavod and Claire will jump off from there. I'll continue on to Borg al Arab National 
Airport, get a helicopter, and meet you back at the oasis." 

Meanwhile, at the Topaz Villa, Serenity has assembled her team in front of Cubes and 
Dread for approval. "First, I present your son, Seeker. He has willingly agreed to join, 
and was even more willing to take off a day from school to get the staff. His astral power 
will let him search the oasis without needing to get into any bodily harm. He can also 
communicate with us telepathically should we get separated. I have also recruited Volta, 
who is badly in need of a day off from caring for Elsie, and her power of lightning can 
also allow her to travel quickly, should we need help and need to communicate the Villa, 
given that there isn’t bound to be much of a cell phone signal in the desert. Lastly, there is 
me, and we all know that this mission is for me, so I might as well be the leader. With the 
staff, I can go on fighting forever, provided I hold the staff, giving me a tremendous 
advantage over any opponent. Plus, they say it's made of pure sapphire hewn from the 
very throne of God, which is a sweet bonus in my opinion. So, what do you guys think?" 
"Eh, it sounds good to me" says Cubes, "So long as Seeker makes up any work he 
misses." "Yeah, he’s got pretty good attendance too, so I doubt it'll be a problem. This 
mission is pretty important, and he does have useful skills for it" adds Dread, "I'm just 



worried that something might go wrong. In the desert, there’s no one near you can go for 
help. Even with Volta, she’ll tire eventually, and help may take days to arrive, for all we 
know. But I guess these are the risks to be taken." "I think it's a sure thing" responds 
Serenity, "A real in-and-out kind of job. I just hope the Family doesn’t find it first." 

* 

That day, Incarnate's gang leaves to an oasis located through satellite imaging. The staff, 
however, is located somewhat to the west of the oasis. At about the same time, Serenity 
and her group leaves as well for the central part of the Sahara Desert, an incredibly arid 
portion almost 1.8 million square miles in area, and consisting mostly of sand dunes. The 
three heroes buckle themselves in as Serenity takes the co-pilot seat with a U.S. Air Force 
member flying with the main controls. "I didn't kn ow you could fly, Serenity" remarks 
Seeker. "Sugar, I've been around for centuries. You amass a lot of different skills over that 
time. Why, after Amelia Earhart disappeared, woman from all over decided to become 
pilots, so I took it up for fun. It never hurts to know things, even bad information. Every 
bit of knowledge has its ultimate use." Volta seems impatient with all this and begins to 
shift uneasily; "How long is this flight, again?" "Oh" says the pilot, "About nine hours, if 
the wind doesn’t pick up." "Great, nine freaking hours with nothing to do." She takes a 
few sleeping pills, turns to Seeker, and says "Wake me up when we get there." Volta 
closes her eyes and goes to sleep, dreaming of electrical storms. 

The Family's plane moves at a somewhat slower pace, despite having left earlier, given 
that it was never made for such long flights. "We'll be there in about eleven hours, ten if 
we’re lucky" says Incarnates, "So try to get as comfortable as you can." Claire has zoned 
out with her iPod, listening away to music, while Zavod decides to watch movies on the 
laptop they brought with them for locating the oasis. The hours pass slowly and require 
frequent trips to the bathroom, having filled themselves with water to prepare for the 
desert. Incarnate puts the plane on auto-pilot while he goes to the bathroom. Seeing this, 
Zavod pauses her movie and quickly turns to Claire, nudging her. "Hey, Claire" she says, 
as Claire removes her earpieces, "Do you really think the staff even exists?" "Beats me. 
But look at it this way. Either it is, and we recover an item of immense power, or it 
doesn't, and we get to claim we've been to Africa. Should be interesting either way." 
"Yeah, it sounds like a lot of fun" responds Zavod, with a bit of doubt in her voice. "What 
is it about this trip that bothers me? The heat? I even brought a spare suit just in case. And 
if we’re landing in an oasis, there should be plenty of water and shade." She shakes the 
feelings of worry out of her mind and focuses on her movie. Incarnate steps out, unaware 
of the conversation, and returns to his seat. "Only three more hours, ladies. Good timing 
so far." 

The Topaz jet is very near to its location, and the pilot is preparing them for the jump. 
"Remember, there may be turbulence, especially in a windy area such as the desert. You 
may unbuckle your seat belts and put on your packs. Have a nice end to the flight." About 
ten minutes later, all is still well. But, suddenly, Seeker senses that something's off. "I 
don’t meant to alarm anyone, but I feel a presence outside of the plane." He looks out to 
the right side of the plane, and sees a large line of sand coming at the plane. "Guys! 



We've got trouble here!" The rest of the group notices the sand and the pilot attempts to 
shift the plane to the left to avoid the sand. However, a second line of sand comes from 
the left and both lines enter the engine turbines, completely disrupting them. The plane is 
rendered useless. "Hold on!" yells the pilot, as he lets out the landing gear as a last resort. 
The plane falls to the ground but the pilot manages to keep the plane level, as it smashes 
into the ground, the plane utterly destroyed. Serenity, the only one not knocked out by the 
crash, drags the other three out of the plane, but realizes that the pilot is dead, his neck 
broken from the impact. After some time passes, both Seeker and Volta have finally 
woken up, and Serenity dotes over them. "Take it easy guys, we've just been a pretty 
severe plane crash, and our pilot has perished. We’ll need all our energy if we want to get 
through this." Slowly, but surely, the two regain their strength. Volta is sent north to find 
the nearest possible signs of the life, the local Berber people who live in the area; perhaps 
she can find a signal there to contact the Villa. Volta use her powers of lightning to 
greatly accelerate her travel, stopping every so often to replenish her energy level used to 
make the lightning. "A lightning storm" she thinks, "Would be very helpful right around 
now." Meanwhile, Serenity and Seeker make their way to the staffs location, located 
about two miles due east. 

Incarnate is also getting close to his target of the oasis. But since the true location is west 
of it, he needs less time than he thinks. Soon, Zavod, having grown tired of movies, is 
watching the desert out of sheer boredom. She eventually spots the fallen aircraft and 
points it out to Incarnate, who appears very worried. "This can only mean that Topaz has 
been here already, and by the looks of it, didn’t quite make it. What could possibly have 
happened there?!" His query is soon answered, as a giant hand made of sand approaches 
the plane head on. It grasps the plane in its palm and drags it down through the air. The 
team evacuates the plane and each villain uses a parachute, safely landing in the desert 
sand, while their plane comes crashing down nearby, the impact throwing them 
backward. "What the hell are we supposed to do now?!" shouts Claire, a scared 
expression overtaking her face. "We walk" answers Incarnate, as he removes his 
parachute, "And find the oasis. But first, we check out the other plane to see what 
happened." They trudge along for a half-hour before they finally reach Topaz's fallen 
plane, and Incarnate finds that only the dead pilot remains. No one else is present. "My 
guess, if it is in fact Topaz, is that after they crashed, the heroes went for the oasis as well, 
both to find shelter as well as the staff. I'm not sure what they plan to do after that. 
Perhaps we should have set up an emergency plan with the Villa just in case something 
like this happened." "'Just in case?"' asks a bewildered Zavod, "This wasn’t a natural 
crash. We all saw that hand come at us. Something human brought us down. Something 
with a superpower. In any event, your plan is probably the best." They continue on east, 
following the heroes. Zavod doesn't let on that she sprung a small leak in her suit, and 
presses a finger against the hole to stop it, but water slowly trickles out. 

After another hour of walking, they soon find an insurmountable sand dune in front of 
them and start to go around it. However, three hands of sand emerge from the dune and 
grab them. As the villains struggle to release themselves, they are forced into the dune, 
which opens itself up to reveal a cavern within it, lit by torches. The opening closes 
behind them, and they are strapped to the wall by additional lines of sand, until they are 



cocooned in sand from neck to toe, their heads free to move every which way and explore 
the cavern with their eyes. They soon notice the two remaining heroes also locked to the 
wall to their left. The five supers are beguiled as to what has happened and why they are 
there, but Seeker realizes more than the rest. The sand lines that attacked their plan had 
an astral presence to them. But how could this be, unless the sand itself was alive? Even 
if a super had two powers, controlling the sand would not leave it with an astral trail. 
None of it made sense to him. All Seeker knew was that someone had to be behind it all, 
and probably because of the Luxor staff. "Serenity, Seeker" says Incarnate, with some 
genuine emotion in his voice, "Always a pleasure." "So what are you two doing here?" 
asks Zavod, "After the staff as well?" "Yep" answers Serenity, "It was sort of a contest 
between Incarnate and me, to see who could find it first. But I would guess that someone 
else already had it all along." "That would be correct" says a voice from across the 
cavern. 

The supers turn their attention to the newly introduced figure, a seven-foot tall man, bald 
with dark skin, and lacking clothes save for a loincloth. Based on his accent, he appears 
to be of Egyptian descent. "Americans, always trying to get the treasures for themselves. 
You just had to go after my staff did you?" "I think anyone would try, regardless of 
nationality. The Luxor staff is priceless" replies Incarnate, "But we had no idea it was 
already taken until now." "Liar! If there were no owner, it could never be tracked down, 
but would be lost to the ages. Didn't that ever cross your mind?" "To be honest, no. 
Although I can't speak for Serenity" Incarnate adds, as he turns to her. She blushes a little, 
although it's unseen in the half-lit atmosphere of the cavern. "Truthfully, I knew someone 
had it. Like you said, ownership leaves a trail to follow. Speaking of you, can we get a 
name?" "Why do they always ask my name, I wonder? But if you wish, my name is Khul. 
Now, the bigger question is, what do I do with you all, hmm? I suppose I can execute you 
one by one. That does sound like fun to me." Claire has had enough of being bound, and 
set her entire body on fire. The sand however, does not weaken; in fact, it turns to glass, 
making her even more bound. "A super, hmm? Perhaps I should assume that you all have 
powers?" Seeing Claire's efforts, Seeker is inspired to try as well. He enters the astral 
phase and attacks Khul, who is flung to the ground. Seeker goes in to kick him, but the 
sand binds his arms. "What the hell?! Sand can’t touch me!" Seeker cries, words that only 
Khul can hear. "Young man, you worry too much of what is and is not possible. You 
should be more worried about what is to come." The sand tosses Seeker back into the 
wall, where sand binds him once more. 

Khul nears Zavod, noticing her exhaustion. "My, my, what's this? You appear to be 
dehydrated, my lovely. Allow me to help." Khul stretches out his hand, his palm open, 
facing Zavod. "Crush!" The sand slowly squeezes the life out of Zavod, until her body 
goes limp. Zavod is dead. 



Chapter 20: The Staff 


The supers gasp at Zavod's sudden demise. Claire starts crying, and Incarnate feels anger 
boiling up inside. But, still bounded, no one can do anything. "She’s dead, isn’t she?" asks 
Seeker, to no one in particular. "Serves her right" answers Khul, "No one shall take my 
staff. I was entrusted with it by the Heavens themselves. I had a vision one day while in 
the city of Luxor, a vision of total awe, so great that it brought me to my knees and left 
me in a trance. I saw the staff being chiseled out by the Holy Throne of God, his form 
that of a man made of fire. Seraphim carved the staff as I watched, shards of sapphire 
breaking away until the work was completed. When I awoke from my trance, the staff lay 
before me. I knew from that day forth that I was to use the staff to teach the path of God, 
even by means of punishment. I have gone through years upon years of sacrifice to 
achieve my now-complete form, and I will not let a bunch of children such as yourselves 
take away everything I have worked for." Seeker cannot stay quiet at his remarks; "The 
path of God, you say?! Through murder, utterly ruthless, merciless murder?! If you were 
true, if you really wished to follow the divine, you would show kindness, even to your 
enemies. When you see an enemy struggle, do you not help bear his load? This is 
scripture!" Khul laughs, "Ha! It also says that if a thief comes in the middle of the night, 
with intent to kill you, you may kill him first. Do not quote me scripture, boy. I have 
years over you in knowledge, as well as that oh-so-important experience. You have no 
idea how to lead, how to bring those back to the true path, so don't preach to me how to 
act. My path is the correct one!" Seeker feels the sand grow tighter around him - his 
expression changes to one of pain. Serenity immediately notices and intercedes on his 
behalf. "Halt, kind sir! Surely you would not kill a mere child with a head of emptiness. 

If you must, kill me first. At least allow him a few more moments to experience the joy of 
life." Khul seems interested by the comment and turns to her. "Oh, and what is the joy of 
life, if I may ask you so, dear lady?" Serenity can hardly think of an answer, being 
apathetic herself, but makes one up on the spot anyhow. "Life is joy, even when there is 
pain. One cannot experience pain without also knowing pleasure, after all. Even the 
smallest bit of pleasure can make up for a vast amount of pain, and this ratio is the joy of 
life. It is testament to our adaptation of a species, that we can take the best of the worst, 
that we can conquer the mountains of obstacles and valleys of despairs, and the deserts of 
utter desolation, all to reach the eventual oasis of glory. If the end of a journey is great, its 
travel must be as well." 

Khul is impressed by her words. "Very well. Your words move me, and had you not been 
after my staff I would let you go, but I have little choice in that. You will die next. 

Crush!" The sand squeezes Serenity, contorting her body, but nothing appears to happen, 
given her known immortality. Khul, however, is unaware of this and thinks it to be his 
own weakness. He continues to concentrate on enrapturing and engulfing Serenity in this 
grainy sea, putting in his every effort to kill her. Soon, he realizes that something else 
must be the problem. "Why won’t you die, wise one?! Were your words a true reflection 
of yourself, and you are protected by the divine, meant to become my partner in 
spreading truth? Or is this some kind of dark magic that you have cast upon me? 



Answer!" Serenity smirks at his futile efforts, Khul gasping from his attempt. "I guess 
you could say it's a bit of both, yet the opposite of each. But that is neither here or there." 
She notices the look of confusion on his face. "Do not strain too hard about it, love, you'll 
get wrinkles. Perhaps I am simply much stronger than you." Khul erupts in rage at this 
remark. "Stronger than I?! No one holds that place!" He reaches his hand out, and the 
Luxor staff arises from the sand below, the grains slowly pouring off of it. It is four feet 
tall, with large, visible facets all over it. The small amount of light in the cavern reflects 
off of it and casts a blue hue along the ceiling. "I will show you true strength!" cries Khul 
as he clutches the staff, "Now I am infinite!" "The first rule of life" counters Serenity, "Is 
that nothing living is infinite. Life, by definition, refers to the finite, for that which lives, 
must die, and that which dies, is clearly finite." This enrages Khul further and he screams 
out, putting everything he has into murdering Serenity. He lets go of her binding, and he 
goes into a physical fight with her, tossing her to and fro, but doing no damage. Serenity 
keeps getting back up, conserving her energy by acting completely passively. 

Seeker takes this opportunity to formulate a plan. Using his telepathy, he communicates 
with Claire, who takes a break from her sobbing to look up at him. "Claire, follow me 
exactly... "After a period of time, Khul gives up and falls to the floor, where he would be 
exhausted had he not been holding the staff. He throws Serenity back into the wall and 
binds her once more. Khul turns his face and sees Claire still weeping, making his blood 
boil. He walks up to her and gives her a slap, which only makes her wail. "Enough crying 
child, your friend is dead and so are you. Do not be sad, for you will join her!" Being that 
Claire is, save for her head, enveloped by glass, Khul cannot crush her, but goes in to 
punch her instead, his immense physical surely enough to take away her life. As he pulls 
back his hand, however, Claire breathes out a flame of fire from her mouth, aimed 
directly at Kind's face. Khul instinctively bring up of covering of sand all over his head, 
only to have it turn into glass by the immense heat of the flames. Trapped by the glass, 
Khul cannot breathe, and struggles to get it off. With the enemy's focus deterred, Seeker 
activates his final power, his physical one, and doubles in size. The move is more than 
enough to break the binds around him, and he torpedoes toward Khul. Khul, sensing his 
approach, turns as he continues to struggle to remove the mask. Seeker punches him 
straight in the face. It shatters the glass, and Seeker is sure he hears a second shatter, but 
has no time to think about it. He continues to pound Khul over and over, his immense 
size towering over Kind's comparatively diminutive form. Khul falls to the ground, 
releasing the staff, but Seeker does not stop attacking him, until his face is mashed to a 
pulp. 

With Khul dead, the rest of the supers are freed from the sand. They have a more pressing 
problem, however, as the cavern starts to cave in. Incarnate gasps, "Khul was holding up 
the sand dune the whole time! We need to get out of here now!" They see no exits, 
however, as Khul simply moved the sand to create entrances and exits. Claire, sensing the 
despair of the situation, grabs the staff. "Everyone, duck!" They abide, and she lets out a 
torrent of fire, which converts the remaining walls and ceiling of the cavern into glass, 
stabilizing the dune and preventing it from collapsing for the moment. "We still don't 
have much time" Claire explains. Pointing to the area Khul originally came from, Claire 
orders "Seeker! Punch through that glass." He does so, and a small hole of light is seen. 



Claire continues to turn the sand around the hole into glass, to preserve it, and Seeker 
punches through the new glass. They continue to do this until the hole gets bigger and the 
sand stops fdling it up. "Let's get out of here!" Seeker returns to pick up Zavod's body, 
while the other three exit. Sensing something wrong, Claire turns around and sees that 
Seeker is still inside. "Come on! You haven’t much time!" "Back away!" shouts Seeker. 
The three supers inch away from the dune, toward the oasis that lays behind them. Seeker 
runs full speed at the hole, too big for it in his current form. He dives, tucking Zavod so 
her corpse won’t be damaged, as he pounds through the hole, shattering the glass around 
it. As he steps outside into the open desert, the cavern finally gives in, and the dune 
collapses in, settling back into the ground, the impact forcing sand into the air. For a 
moment, the supers can't see Seeker, until he finally emerges, but in his normal size, 
Zavod over his shoulders, exhaust she is completely depleted of strength, and instantly 
faints. Serenity picks her up, and the five supers make their way to the oasis, where they 
regain some of their strength, although Claire remains unconscious. All they can do now 
is wait. 

Volta, meanwhile, has met up with the Berber people in the Siwa Oasis, who have taken 
her via caravan to Mersa Matruh, the capital of the Matruh govemate. From there, she is 
easily able to get a ride to Alexandria along the Ta'ameer Road. She gets to the American 
Embassy, and tearfully explains her situation to the ambassador, who quickly promises to 
help her out. They get a ride to Borg al Arab National Airport and take a helicopter. Volta 
tells them of an oasis located some miles south of Siwa, and after much searching, they 
find the oasis, small as it is. Volta is lowered, while the helicopter stays aloft, as it cannot 
land on the sand. She shoots around the oasis, eventually finding the heroes - and to her 
surprise, the villains - lolling about, resting from their ordeal. They jump up at her sight, 
and run to her with the news: that they recovered the staff, but only at the cost of Zavod's 
life. They all get onto the helicopter, and are returned to the embassy, where everything 
gets sorted out. Unfortunately, Egypt claims the Luxor staff as a relic of their history, and 
refuses to let either group have it, storing it in the Alexandrian Museum instead. Serenity 
phones the heroes back in Eisenstadt and informs them of all that occurred. Claire is still 
out like a rock, but Incarnate refuses to call the villains, preferring to talk to them face-to- 
face. Asked by Serenity if something is the matter, Incarnate bursts out in anger. "Of 
course something's the matter, you fool! Zavod's dead, and I couldn’t do a damn thing 
about it. And while the rest of you defeated Khul, I was just standing there, trapped like 
an idiot, watching it all! I did nothing! Nothing! And it was all for naught - we can't even 
have the damn staff!" Serenity goes to pat him on the back, but realizes it's not the best 
thing to do and stops herself. "Time will heal his grief' she thinks. The group travels back 
home on a private jet, funded by the US government. 

Once back in Eisenstadt, the group lands at the airport, where several of the heroes have 
waited for their arrival. They welcome back the heroes, and acknowledge the villains. 
Dread hugs Seeker and squeezes him, crying over what he had gone through. "I might 
never have seen you again!" "Aw, Mom, don't be like that." After the fateful reunion, they 
drive back, willing to drop the villains off first. Incarnate gets off, holding Zavod’s body, 
and a still tired Claire sleepily exits the van, thanking them for the ride. Unexpectedly, 
Seeker gets off as well, stating that he as some unfinished business with Sim. The three 



walk together toward the Villa, and knock at the door. A buzzer sounds and Leopard 
answers, "Who is it?" "It's the three musketeers" replies Incarnate, "Who do you think it 
is?" At this, Leopard rushes to Strongarm, then to Bombshell, and the three meet up at the 
entrance. Incarnate woefully explains the story, how Khul trapped them, Zavod's death, 
their victory, and ultimate escape. Bombshell questions Seeker's presence, and he 
explains that he wishes to speak to Sim. Leopard fetches Sim while Strongarm takes 
Zavod into his hands, and Bombshell takes Claire into hers - Incarnate feels all alone, 
and goes inside, locking himself in his room. Sim comes down and greets Seeker, unsure 
of what to expect. Seeker brings him aside, where no one, neither the villains nor the 
heroes in the stationed van, can overhear their conversation. 

"So what is it you want to speak to me about, Seeker?" Seeker brings him up to speed on 
the story. "Well, that explains the dead villain in Strongarm’s grasp, but what has this to 
do with me?" "Kind's sand attacked me while I was in astral form. Not only that, but 
while on the plane, I sensed an astral presence in the sand. Finally, when I shattered the 
glass around his face, I heard two sounds: one from the glass, and another, more other- 
earthly one. What's this all about?" "It sounds like fusion to me." "Fusion? I’ve never 
heard about that before...." "Really?” states Sim, a look of surprise upon his face, "Of all 
people, I would think you would know. Fusion is the combination of superpowers to 
achieve a stronger, third power. In this case, it seems Khul was able to fuse his ability to 
control sand with his astral self. Therefore, when the sand moved, he really moved with 
it. That would explain your questions. The second shatter you heard must have been the 
shatter of that fusion, which I thought is a permanent thing. To be honest, it's not that well 
known, so it can possibly be temporary as well. But it does explain Kind's immense 
strength - his ability to hold up the entire dune - without even having to resort to the 
staff." 

Satisfied, Seeker walks back to the van. "So what was that about?" asks Cubes, in the 
driver's seat. "Just trying to understand things a little more. I Seek, after all." They drive 
off, Seeker trying to understand everything that they went through, especially with 
Serenity knowing someone must own the staff. Did she really expect them to get it in the 
end? Was she relying on her immortality as the key? Regardless, none of it even mattered 
now. They lost, but at least they came out alive. He couldn’t say the same about Zavod. 


End Volume I 



Volume II: Abduction 


Chapter 21: 'Tis The Wind 


A number months after the failed attempt to attain the Luxor staff, the Family Villa had 
more or less returned to normal. Incarnate got back to his usual routine as a daytime 
professor and nighttime villain, eventually getting over the fact that he couldn’t save 
Zavod. His feelings of being useless were quashed by Bombshell who pointed out that 
Incarnate's power might be limited physically, but he brings to the group a vast 
knowledge of information and skills that they could never go without, not to mention his 
salary, which greatly helped support their cause. "Abetting a villain is equivalent to being 
one" she remarked, "So you’re, without a doubt, one of us. Zavod had willingly chosen to 
go along, despite knowing the risks involved, so she was responsible in the end, not you." 
Claire had the easiest time of all, as she returned to her normal school life as if nothing 
had ever happened. She stays up late one Thursday night telling Penta all about her 
adventure in the dune, flooding her with excitement of all the emotions and action that 
had taken place, from the shock of the Zavod’s death, to the anger toward Khul, the false 
crying, and the glass mask that was his downfall. "Wow, Claire, I can't believe Khul was 
defeated so completely, even if it did take the help of the heroes. You must've really 
wanted revenge for Zavod." "Well, she was a great friend, and an adviser as well. I kind 
of thought of her as a sage, as silly as that might sound." "Not at all" counters Penta, "We 
all need someone in our life that we can depend on for guidance and wisdom, someone 
who has been around for a while and has seen it all. Zavod fit that description perfectly." 

* 

The next afternoon, everyone is excited at the prospect of another weekend and another 
chance to go out and have fun. Although weekends are often reserved for some missions 
so as to not interfere with work or school, things were more or less quiet recently. Penta 
is going to spend the time practicing her magic, while Claire is free and is permitted to go 
out. Seethe takes this opportunity to get to know her better; he genuinely feels it to be a 
good idea to get closer to her, if only as a friend. There are only so many people he can 
hang out with, after all, without having to worry of blowing his cover. Claire decides to 
catch a movie with her friends, and Seethe offers to go along with her, to which Claire 
accepts. Claire, still 16, already has a license, so she is the driver for the night, as Seethe 
takes the passenger seat. They ride off to collect two of Claire's friends, who thankfully 
do not live too far away, then make their way to the theater. During the drive, her friends 
show interest in Seethe's presence. "So who is this guy, Claire? A friend, or, y'know, a 
friend ?" Alexis asks, adding an emphasis on the last word. Claire responds with a little bit 
of annoyance, "Just a friend, Alexis, don’t get any ideas. And he's not 'this guy' - his name 
is Lloyd." Seethe turn his head back, making a mental note to use his real name while 



out. "Hiya back there, Alexis. Sorry if you wanted the front seat. And who may I ask is 
your lovely friend?" The two girls giggle as the second answers, "I'm Blythe, but 
everyone calls me 'Nellie.'" "Why is that?" "Oh, they used to just call me 'Bly', but it 
changed to 'Nellie' once we learned about Nellie Bly. I don't get how a nickname could be 
more than one degree of separation, though." Seethe shrugs his shoulders; "Well, both are 
pretty unique names," and with that, he turns back around. 

The four of them arrive at the theater. On the way in, Claire sees another girl to her left, 
with raven black hair, walk past them - she feels a slight disturbance in the air around 
her, but attributes it to the nightly breeze. The other girl, however, has a smile on her face, 
as she recognizes Seethe from the occasional "Wanted" poster hanging around town, but 
says nothing, not wishing to make a scene. The viewing goes well, but on the way out of 
the theater, the same girl catches Claire's eyes. Again, she feels the difference in the air 
and turns to Seethe, whispering "Do you see that girl? There's something odd about her. I 
feel like I've seen her before, but I'm not sure." "Maybe she goes to your school?" "It's 
possible, as there are a lot of kids. But there's something else I can’t quite figure out. She 
has this eerie aura about her." Alexis and Nellie wonder what's going on with the two as 
they finally approach the car. "What are you two talking about? How wonderful it is to be 
in love?" Claire snaps back, "I already said, Lloyd’s a friend, nothing more." "Whoa, girl, 
relax. I was just kidding around." They get in the car and Claire drives a few blocks, 
eventually stopping at a local pizza parlor. On the way, Alexis and Nellie can't help but 
whisper to each other about what's really going on with Claire and Seethe, however 
wrong they truly are. Once in the store, the four sit down at a table, Seethe next to Claire 
and across from Alexis, with Nellie in the remaining corner. Facing the door, Claire is 
surprised to see the same girl as before walk in. "How'd she get here so quickly" Claire 
thinks, "I didn’t see her go to a car. But, I was preoccupied at the time..." She shakes the 
thought away and tries to get back into the conversation the others are having, although 
she can't help but eye the girl every couple of moments. Seethe notices her strange 
actions and nudges her under the table, where the others cannot see. Claire reacts by 
nodding, a motion unseen by her friends, and the talking goes on as normal. "I can’t 
believe Dr. C. gave us so much homework. Who cares about the economic repercussions 
in the South as a result of the Civil War?! It's been almost 150 years! I don't think the 
impact could have been that great, or more people would talk about it." "Just relax, 

Alexis, and BS the whole thing. It's only 10% of the grade. I'm more worried about Mrs. 
Glenn’s project. I don’t think there's enough time to read that book. It's huge! Maybe I'll 
just use Cliffs Notes or something." Claire excuses herself and goes to the bathroom. 
Seethe watches as the black-haired girl follows her into it. He realizes that he can’t do 
anything about it and just hopes things go fine. He grows more concerned when the 
conversation turns to him. "So, Lloyd, where do you go to school?" asks Nellie, unsure of 
what to make of him, as Seethe has remained quiet for most of the night. "I go to Voltaire 
High, although I don't care much for it. It's mostly for lower income students, so, as you 
might imagine, the school has a lot of problems, particularly violence." "Yeah" replies 
Alexis, "I heard some kid died there. Is that true?" "Well —" "Definitely" interjects Nellie, 
"The kid who did then killed his father, and the cops are after him." "Jeez, I’d hate to go 
to that school, Lloyd. Did you ever think of transferring?" "I have, but I'm already in my 
junior year, so I'm just waiting it out until I graduate." 



Meanwhile, in the bathroom, Claire has entered one of the stalls. She then hears the water 
running in the one of the sinks and hopes it's not the girl she keeps noticing. She's wrong. 
The girl leans back against the door of Claire's stall and says, "It’d be a shame, Claire, if 
your friend Seethe would have to be turned in." Claire is aghast - how does the girl know 
who she is? "Who are you? I demand to know!" "You really do have quite a temper, 
Claire. You need to...chill." A breeze picks up in the stall, cooling Claire all over. "Vector! 
How'd you know we were going to the movies?!" "It was pure luck, Claire. I just took 
advantage of it. Heroes need to relax, too, you know." "So what are you going to do then? 
Kill me?" "Nothing of the sort" answers Vector, "Although I will be keeping an eye on 
Seethe. He's my real target - they've got a decent reward on his head, and being that he's 
still inexperienced, I figure he’d be no trouble at all. Of course, I can't do anything here. It 
would be plain rude to expose your double life with your friends around. I do have 
honor." She walks out of the shop, turns around the comer, and creates a gust of wind that 
lifts her to the roof of the establishment. From there, she waits around until Claire and the 
others will finish up. Back in the store, Claire exits the bathroom and sits back at the 
table. Things go back to normal, the dialogue among the foursome consisting mostly of 
school talk and plans for the rest of the weekend. They eventually leave and head back to 
the car, where Claire drops off Nellie and then Alexis. Vector keeps to her word and 
travels through the sky, controlling the wind to carry her as she spies on the car below. 

Soon, they get to a quiet road, and Vector flies ahead of the car, and then drops herself 
onto the road. Claire immediately stomps on the brake, putting a distance about ten feet 
between the car and Vector. Claire turns to Seethe and says, "Stay here, this is between 
me and her. Well, sort of. Not really, really. Whatever, just let me handle this!" Seeing 
Seethe confused, Claire steps out to face Vector. "What are you going to do exactly? Even 
if you beat me, you still have Seethe to contend with. And I doubt he’ll go easy on you 
just because you're a girl." "Perhaps, Claire, but his power is still limited, however strong 
he is. He'd dehydrate long before I tire. As for you, it is true that I cannot extinguish your 
fires, but I can rid them by engulfing them with air." With this Vector raises her hands 
from her sides, fonning a cross, as she curls all but her index and middle fingers inward; 
she makes wild movements with her hands, and a second later, Claire is thrown backward 
into the car. Claire gets back up, irate at the ease in which Vector attacked her, and 
frustrated that she let it happen. She creates a fireball in her right hand and throws it at 
Vector, who makes a few more gestures which causes the wind to split the ball into 
pieces, the flames falling to the ground and becoming harmless embers. Claire, now 
angrier than ever, runs at Vector, her whole body ablaze. Vector quickly crosses her two 
arms, as if slicing the air, and a small gale hits Claire's legs, causing her to stumble. 
Taking advantage of this opening, Vector runs at Claire and kicks her straight in the chest, 
minding the small bits of pain from Claire's fire, and Claire falls backward. Seethe has 
had enough at this point and gets out of the car and rushes Vector, who is still caught up 
in her fight with Claire. Seethe casts a stream of acid at Vector, who notices it in time and 
frantically creates a barrier of wind spinning around her, and the acid gets reflected by the 
wind and bounces in Claire's direction. The acid hits her, but the intense heat emitting 
from Claire's flames evaporates the water in the acid, leaving behind hydrogen ions. She 
quickly gets up and breathes a line of fire from her mouth, which pushes back Vector, 



slowly burning her. Vector quickly flies up into the air, wounded enough from the fight. 

"I suppose that's enough for now" she says, as if she were the victor, "Two against one is 
kind of unfair. I’ll see you two later." Vector flies back to the Topaz Villa to have her 
simple bums tended to. 

Claire and Seethe return to the car, and Claire fumes at Seethe, "Why didn’t you stay 
inside? You're lucky the fire protected me. I can't believe I didn’t beat her!" "Why didn’t 
you attack while she was flying away?" "It's a code of honor, Seethe. Some of us like to 
abide by it." Seethe ponders on this, and then answers a fateful question. "You've never 
killed anyone before, have you?" "And so what if I haven't? It has been lack of 
opportunity, not weakness that has prevented me." "Oh, really? You just had such an 
'opportunity', but you claim to hold a code of honor. You're a villain, for crying out loud. 
What more incentive is there?" Claire turns to Seethe and slaps him. "Dare you question 
my code?! By your logic, I should have no trouble murdering innocent children or even 
babies. Would you do such a thing?!" "I-I guess not, unless I was threatened somehow. 
I'm just saying that honor can be a setback, and the rules should be bent sometimes, 
circumvented at others. But if that's how you live, then that's how you live, and I cannot 
say anymore on it." Claire huffs and continues to drive, eventually arriving at the Villa. 
She goes up the elevator and straight to her room, her night mined by Vector's visit. 
Seethe takes it more easily, not too concerned about it all, as he is unaware of Vector's 
tme motive in attacking them, and simply attributes it to bad luck. He goes up to the roof 
and sits there for a while, taking in the night air, its coolness blanketing him. He sighs. 

* 

The next day, Seethe decides to stay inside for most of the day, after Nellie and Alexis' 
conversation reminded him that he is still at large, and that the public has certainly not 
forgotten about him. He decides to practice changing the pH factor of his acid, making it 
more and less powerful. After doing some research, Seethe discovers that he can get help 
from additional chemical compounds to form the acids. He goes down to Bombshell's lab 
and acquires from her vials of several different fluids, all which he plans on ingesting, 
then combining with the hydrogen in his stomach acid to produce the desired results. He 
finds a steel bar in a maintenance closet, and brings it with him up to the roof, planning 
on using it to test himself. "I wonder, is this stuff even safe for me to consume?" Seethe 
wonders, "I mean, all my previous acids didn’t harm me, so what's to say this stuff will? 
On the other hand, if I'm wrong, I’ll probably die. But if I don’t, I can get a lot stronger. 
Hell, might as well try it out." He gulps down a tube of perchloric acid, and feels his 
stomach gurgling immediately. He quickly runs to the back of the roof, and hurls a white 
substance from his mouth, causing it to splash onto the ground and form a small crater. 
He rubs his stomach until it settles down, as some pain courses through him. "Well, I 
probably shouldn’t have taken so much at one time. Let's try the iodine." This time, he is 
more careful, and only consumes half a vial. He feels his stomach gurgle again, but only 
just a bit, and he is easily able to hold onto it. Seethe chums around his stomach, mixing 
the different compounds together, and spits the result at the steel bar, which leaves a deep 
dent in it, but is unable to split it in two. "Well, this is still better than my regular acid. I 
think I should stick with iodine for now." He swigs the remaining chemical and, with it, 



breaks the steel bar in half. Content with the results, he brings the remaining chemicals 
back to Bombshell, explaining that all he needs for now is iodine. "Don't get your hopes 
too high, as I don’t have much of that" responds Bombshell, "But you can find it in 
various products, particularly some salt, as well as kelp and seawater, if you don’t mind 
ingesting those. Some seafood also has it." Seethe shrugs his shoulders; "I guess I'll go 
with the salt. Too bad I'll have to compensate with even more water." "Actually, I can 
separate the iodine from the salt, if you'd like, provided it isn't too much at a time. I've 
got a few things going at once, you know." "Alrighty then, see you later." Seethe goes 
back to his room and takes a nap. 

* 

Across town, Vector is seen in an alleyway, her face masked to hide her identity. She's 
talking to someone whose face is hidden by a rain hat drawn downward. "So, you're 
telling me you know how to find him? Why didn’t you take him out when you could?" "It 
wasn’t that simple, he had The Flare with him, and she can be a fierce opponent, if unruly, 
but not too difficult to take advantage of. Anyhow, what can you tell me about him? I'm 
sure you know plenty of useful info, things I can use against him." "All in good time, all 
in good time. But first, I want to go with you. I want to see the look on his face when we 
haul his ass to prison. Together, there's no way we can fail." Vector seems unsure about 
the whole deal with this shady character, but she doesn’t want a failure like last night's. "I 
guess I have no choice but to acquiesce. I could call in others from Topaz, but this is my 
fight. The Flare is my nemesis, and I want to be the one who gets the job done. I guess it 
is arrogance speaking, but I’d like to accomplish something for once." The two shake 
hands and Vector flies away, leaving the mystery person behind, who chuckles. "Just you 
wait, just you wait." He laughs maniacally and walks away. 



Chapter 22: The Revenge 


Seethe wakes from his nap, refreshed after his exercise with the acid. As he comes out of 
his room, he sees Claire walk into the Villa, probably from a day of hanging out with her 
friends, as it is a Saturday. Claire notices him and rushes over. "Sorry about yelling at you 
last night. I was just in a bad mood because of Vector. I just don’t like attacking someone 
when they've decided to flee. It seems dishonorable." "No problem, Claire. I'm the last 
person to go to for morals. I mean, I killed my father; that was pretty dishonorable, even 
if he deserved it." Claire suddenly perks up. "Oh, yeah! I meant to tell you - Vector 
attacked us last night because she's trying to bring you in, mostly for the reward and 
especially because you're new to the whole supervillain game. You should really watch 
you back if you decide to go outside any time soon." Seethe remains silent for a minute, 
thinking. "So, she's after me, eh? That's fine. But she better not underestimate me. I've got 
another trick or two up my sleeve. In fact, I welcome her. I've yet to defeat any super and 
it's been a while since I've done anything useful. I know I'm still at large with the cops, 
but I don't care to spend every day locked up in the Villa like Zavod was. It's time I really 
show my abilities." Claire shrugs; "Fine by me, but how do you propose to find her? Last 
night was a fluke, or so she said." "I'll just go to the Topaz Villa and wait for her to come 
out. I’ll disguise myself, so no other hero gets involved, and I'll attack her when I get the 
chance. I just hope no one interferes when it finally happens." "That’s a terrible plan" 
replies Claire, "But I suppose there's not much else to do, unless you ask Fly Guy to try to 
find her. But if you're doing it today, who knows where Vector will be. The weekend isn’t 
really scheduled for any super." Seethe agrees, then goes up to Fly Guy's room in the odd 
hope he can help him. The door open, Seethe welcomes himself in, and sees Fly Guy on 
the ceiling, meditating upside down. Seethe clears his throat to break the silence and Fly 
Guy looks up, or rather, down, and spies Seethe at the door. He drops to the floor, 
flipping halfway to land on his feet. "Hey, Seethe, how are you? I haven't seen much of 
you lately." "Oh, well I've been out a lot, running into supers here and there. That's 
actually what I came here for. I hate to always ask for help, but I was wondering if you 
could give me any assistance on how to find Vector today, or perhaps tomorrow. It seems 
she has issued a challenge to capture me, and I’d like to take her on." Fly Guy paces back 
and forth, his arms crossed, as he ponders the situation. "Let's see, Vector...Vector." He 
goes to the dresser and fishes out a small notebook. "According to my intel, she tends to 
leave the Villa at five on most Saturdays, but there’s no particular pattern on where she 
goes to." "I guess I'll just wait for her to leave and catch her then." "I suppose there 
couldn’t be a better, or worse, plan to find her" says Fly Guy, "Waiting for her after a 
school day may be better, but if you're that anxious, you might as well go with your idea." 
"Thanks for your help. I better get prepared. It's already four." 

Seethe gets some iodized salt from the kitchen and brings it down to Bombshell, who 
proceeds to separate the mixture. She pours the granules of iodine into a few vials and 
hands them back to Seethe. "Try not to lose these vials. I'm starting to run low. I suppose 
I should do a run for them tomorrow." Seethe thanks her, and on the way out wonders if 
Bombshell even knows what he's getting the iodine for, but he decides it better not to ask 



questions. He troubles Leopard for a ride to the Topaz Villa, as he hasn’t seen too much of 
him lately, spending so much time outdoors, and figures this might be a decent time to 
bond, if only for a short while. The drive to the Villa takes some time, but Seethe, looking 
at the car's clock, finds he still has a good amount of time before Vector will leave. As 
they travel along, Leopard asks. "So what is this about? Another attempt to kill Mr. 

Body? Because he’ll probably be more wary since last time." "Nah, I have a different hero 
in mind. I just hope my abilities are suited for such a fight. With luck, she’ll be a little 
tired." "She? You're not talking about Serenity are you? You can't really defeat her. Even I 
would have a lot of trouble against her, and I'm made to kill." "Nope" answers Seethe, 

"It's Vector. Last time she blew away my acid as if it were nothing. I'm hoping things will 
be different his time." "And how would they be different?" inquires Leopard, uncertain as 
to how Seethe could even pull it off. "I'm not so sure myself. I guess I’ll just need to 
outlast her until she's too tired to fight." "Do you want some help? I can't fly, but I can 
definitely be of some assistance." "I think I’d like to do this alone, for my own honor. If 
Vector thinks she can take me so easily, I want to prove her wrong, dead wrong." They 
arrive a few blocks past the Villa and Leopard drops Seethe off. Leopard hands him a cell 
phone. "For when you need a ride back. I guess you could use it if you're in trouble, but I 
doubt I could get to you in time. Maybe Fly Guy could arrive in time, I don’t know." 
Feopard drives off, with a small trail of exhaust emitting from the car. Seethe slaps on a 
pair of sunglasses and a trench coat to hide his vials. "Alright" he thinks, "It's a crappy 
disguise, but Incarnate was out, so I had to make do. I hope Vector doesn’t take long." 

The time passes slowly, a lone cat walking on the sidewalk across the street, prowling 
around for some food. It spots a few pigeons and attempts to catch one, but they fly off, 
leaving the cat with a few crumbs on the ground. It sniffs, and then proceeds along. 

Seethe sighs and looks at the phone every few minutes, slowly eating the minutes away. 
But at five, Vector is nowhere to be found. He decides to give it ten more minutes and 
walks toward the Villa, becoming a little riskier to increase his chances of finding the 
heroine. A shadow suddenly eclipses him against the wall. Seethe looks up, but the sun 
makes it hard to tell what it is. Nevertheless, he kn ows it's Vector and quickly backs away 
into an alleyway, giving him some distance. "Well, well, well" says Vector, "The mouse 
has sought out the cat...or something like that. I can't believe you'd be so brash to walk 
right into my home turf. Aren’t you worried what will happen if you can't run away?" 
"Hardly, my dear. If death is my destiny, then I would accept it. Besides, I know you’re 
not after me to kill me. And if I get brought in, I'm sure the Family will get me out of it. 
I've only murdered one person so far. The other two were accidents." Vector strides up to 
him and Seethe finds himself backing up more and more into the alley. "Enough talk, let’s 
get this over with" says Vector, and with that forms a force of wind around her, small bits 
of garbage from the ground rising up in the air, rotating her body. She runs at Seethe who 
stands his ground, ready for any attack. Vector jumps and delivers a double kick; Seethe 
blocks the first but the second is too quick for him. He crashes sideways into the wall, 
moved especially by the wind force in Vector's attack. He quickly gets up and launches 
himself at Vector, attacking her with all four limbs. For a moment, he almost has her in an 
embrace, but inches before impact, she increases the spin around her, and Seethe hovers 
in the air, struggling to gain control of himself. Vector backs away and Seethe drops to 
the floor, undeterred. He sprints forward and leaps again. This time, Vector manipulates 



his space and lifts him up, tossing Seethe over her. Seethe takes the opportunity and spits 
out a wad of acid from up above before falling down behind her. Vector quickly sidesteps, 
but not before some of the acid hits her back, burning her clothes and skin. She gasps in 
pain and quickly turns around to face Seethe, who is still recovering from his fall. Seethe 
feels fine enough to continue and approaches Vector, but gets the feeling they are no 
longer alone. 

Vector smiles at something past his shoulder and Seethe quickly looks around him, 
spotting around ten people walking toward the alley, carrying bats and the like. 
Surrounded, Seethe can only fight back. He takes out a vial of iodine and swallows all the 
pellets in it. He rushes to Vector once more, and this time is able to hold her, taking her 
hostage, as she is still wounded from his previous attack. "Stay back or I'll kill her!" he 
shouts in despair, "I’m not kidding around." "So do so" says one of the thugs encroaching 
the area, as he pulls out a gun, "Either way, I'm going to kill you in the end." Seethe can't 
understand who this person, a man of about forty, is, but realizes that he looks eerily 
familiar. "Who...are you?" The man smiles; "I'm Eddie's father. You know, the boy you 
murdered. This is what happens when you screw with someone!" He pulls the trigger, but 
Vector acts instantaneously, and as the bullet travels, it moves slower and slower, 
eventually stopping before Seethe's head, and falls to the floor. "What the hell, Vector?! 
We had a deal!" "You're right, we did. And I said no murder. Revenge is one thing, killing 
is another. The point was to incapacitate Seethe, then to give him over to the cops. Or are 
you just as much a villain as he?" "You bitch! You know nothing of my pain!" Seethe 
shoots out hydroiodic acid at Eddie's father, who dodges it in time, only for the acid to hit 
one of the other cronies, destroying his right arm; he falls to his knees and screams out in 
pain. Eddie's father continues to shoot the gun, but the bullets are harmlessly deflected by 
Vector's shield of wind. "You traitor! You're just as bad as he is!" He runs at her, but a 
flame, coming from nowhere, burns his legs. Seethe sees Claire behind the thugs. "Hey, 
Seethe, thought you might need some help. I didn’t interfere at first, as Leo told me your 
wish, but I think it's safe to say that you could use me." She sprays the area with fire, 
burning some thugs and causing the rest to scatter. She then picks up Eddie's father by the 
hair, and sets his head on fire. He howls and slumps to the floor. Seethe knees Vector, 
causing her to fall, and dribbles out what remains of the acid onto the ground next to her 
face. "Just a sign of what I could have done to you. Oh, and thanks for saving me there. I 
guess I have to let you live in the end. It's honorable, after all." Seethe and Claire quickly 
run from the scene, hoping no one from Topaz heard the fight. However, a young man 
quickly exits the Villa at the scream of Eddie's father, and as Claire and Seethe leave, the 
boy approaches, and finds Vector on the ground. "Jeez, what the hell happened to you 
Vector?" "I chose the path of righteousness, that's what. Help me up, Aquano. My back is 
seriously wounded." He lifts her and they walk back to the Villa, Aquano's arm around 
her for support. "Wow, that didn’t go at all as planned. He just had to bring a gun, even 
though I warned him not to. Freakin' vengeance." 

Seethe pulls out the phone and calls Leopard to pick them up, giving him their location. 
As they wait, he turns to Claire and inquires, "Just how did you get here anyhow? It's a 
half-hour drive on average, and I didn't see a car anywhere. "Oh" she answers, "Grotesk 
dropped me off. Given the last fight with Vector, I knew you’d need some help, although I 



didn't expect all those other guys to show up. But I had to sneak out - I really don’t know 
if my parents would like what I was doing. Killing for the first time, for example. It felt 
pretty good, but at the same time, a little wrong." "Well, he was looking for closure for 
Eddie's death. He just chose the wrong method." "Perhaps. But I am glad that I was 
exposed more to the life of a villain. Why be one if you never act as one? My parents 
can’t complain too much, as I'm just following their examples." "Do you think Vector will 
go after me again?" "Who knows? She did save you, but that doesn't mean she's done 
with you. On the other hand, it'll be a bad idea for her to simply approach you next time 
without wondering if someone else is around. I'm guessing she’ll just concentrate on her 
studies for now." "You know, I think Vector goes to my school" says Seethe, "But it's hard 
to remember since there are so many students. And I've only seen her once without her 
mask, so I can't be sure. Although this has nothing to do with what we’re talking about. 
Sorry." The two wait it out until Leopard shows up. They get in the car and they drive 
back to the Villa. Claire makes her way to the roof, in case her parents ask where she was 
for the last few hours. Meanwhile, Seethe goes down to the lab to thank Bombshell. 
Looking up from her work, she notices Seethe entering the room. "Hey Seethe. By the 
way, I had Incarnate do some research, and you can order kelp very easily. That will 
make things go more smoothly if you choose to continue using iodine. It’s pretty cheap, 
too." "Thanks! It seemed like a waste to return non-iodized salt back to the kitchen." He 
leaves, hopping up the stairs to the first floor in a jovial manner. Seethe is disappointed 
that he couldn’t kill Vector, but realizes that he owes her his life. "Besides" he thinks, 
"Now Eddie's father is dead, too. That's one less problem to worry about. I guess Joel 
could always do something, but I'm not too concerned. Still, it's annoying that I can’t 
seem to kill any heroes." He goes to have some supper and ends the night on a pleasant 
notice. 



Chapter 23: Ugron Pur 


The day after the conflict with Vector and Eddie's father, a Sunday, things seem pretty 
normal around the Villa. All the villains are up to their own methods of enjoying the last 
of the weekend, relishing each minute before night strikes once more and the hectic 
weekdays begin. Strongarm and his family, minus Penta, spend the morning at Hypatia 
Park, about fifteen minutes of driving from the Villa, located on the east side of the city, 
approximately in the middle of its southern and northern borders. The park exudes a 
feeling of calm all around, its oak trees scattered all around, acorns fallen upon the 
ground. Strongarm and Bombshell walk down a path, with Claire and Crusher behind 
them, all of them unmasked for this day off from villainy, looking forward to some time 
of relaxation. Strongarm sets off the path and arrives under a particularly large tree, its 
leaves engulfing the light from above, the shade stretching over a large expanse of grass. 
He sets out a picnic blanket and starts to set up a meal with Bombshell's assistance. Claire 
and Crusher wander off in the meantime, eventually coming to a bench before a small 
lake where others row and peddle across it in boats. After a few minutes of sitting, 
Crusher gets bored. "I'm going back to Mom and Dad. Don't be too late or you'll miss 
brunch." "I know, I know." Claire sits alone, gazing at the reflected heavens of the water, 
unaware that someone is approaching. 

"Hello, Claire." Claire turns her head and says "Hey," then looks back at the lake. She 
does a double take and immediately recognizes the face before her. "Aquano! Where did 
you come from?" She tenses up, unsure of his intentions. "Whoa, how did you even 
recognize me?" asks Aquano. "Your identity isn't much of a secret, not unlike mine. 
Vector's is a little more mysterious, although she did reveal her face to me once before." 
"Yes, about Vector, that's why I'm here" Aquano says, as he sits down alongside Claire. 
"She was pretty badly injured by Seethe. She’ll recover, but until then, I've taken it upon 
myself to take up her cause. Not the one to capture Seethe, since that's her desire, for 
whatever reason, but I'm acting as your arch-nemesis. I'm just here to warn you to watch 
out, so I don’t have to explain myself in the midst of a battle, which could completely 
destroy the mood of the moment." Claire is unsure of what to say; "Well, this is pretty 
random, but I guess I have no choice in the matter. I don’t really get why she says I'm her 
arch-nemesis, but I won't stop her - or you - from trying. It all seems kind of pointless, 
but I guess we’re getting to the age where we truly enter the world of supers." "Yes, well" 
responds Aquano, "Just giving you the rundown. I’ll leave you to your solitude." Aquano 
leaves, and while walking away, snaps his linger. A light shower of water appears above 
Claire and falls, wetting her hair. She easily counters by warming the top of her head, 
drying the follicles, understanding that this act is simply a message that water, in the long 
run, trumps fire. As her new enemy, Aquano is more problematic than Vector, his 
elemental power the perfect response to hers. Claire gets up and walks toward her family, 
fixing her hair along the way. She sits down on the blanket and leaves the last few 
minutes in the back of her head, keeping his words in mind. "Who was that?" asks 
Crusher, always the bored child. "Just some guy trying to hit on me" Claire lies, "It was 
certainly random." "Yes, who ever want to hit on you?" he asks sardonically. Claire 



punches him in the shoulder. "Mom, Claire hit me." "Well, don’t insult her. Don't start up 
unless you're willing to take some pain." The rest of their time at the park goes by fairly 
slowly, mostly consisting of walking through the park and taking in the view. 

Eventually they call it a day and return to the Villa, thankful for the substantial amount of 
Vitamin D they accumulated. When they get back, however, they are received with 
surprising news. Incarnate, watching the news in the lounge, informs them of the murder 
of Ken, Eddie's father, his corpse found partially burnt a few blocks from the Topaz Villa. 
All eyes turn toward Claire, who blushes a deep red. "Well, young lady" says Strongarm, 
"Care to explain this? Your face tells us you’re guilty of this." "Well, it wasn't entirely my 
fault. I mean, I did kill the guy, but it was only to save Seethe. He was completely 
outnumbered by a group of thugs, and I doubt he had enough acid to take them all on, 
while my power is currently stronger and so I can last longer than him. Eddie's father, 
that is, Ken, had a gun, too, so it was even more necessary that I go to help him, although 
I didn't know he had a gun at the time." Bombshell thinks it over, and responds "At the 
time? That would mean you knew where he was. And how did you get there?" Grotesk 
sheepishly speaks up; "That would be my fault. I didn't know there would be so many 
people. But I was told that Seethe was going to face Vector and that Claire wanted to help 
him." Seethe, arriving at the scene, butts in. "Yeah, this is technically all my fault. 
Although I only went because Vector was after the reward over my head." "Well" says 
Incarnate, finally getting his say, "The police figure it was 'The Flare' seeing as Ken was 
only burned on his legs and head, and not the torso, too, so they're looking for her now as 
well, although certainly not to the same extent as the rest of us." Strongarm paces back 
and forth, pondering the situation. "The way I see it, Claire was only trying to help, 
although" - he looks at her - "I doubt you had to kill the man. In any event, watch 
yourself from now on. You better not get caught, or worse. I don't kn ow what I’d do if 
something happened to you, but it would probably involve a lot of blood." Claire shrugs 
and goes up to her room, finishing up on some of her homework. 

After an hour or so, she calls up Alexis and Nellie, and plans to meet them at the mall. 

She catches an early dinner, and exits the Villa and walks toward the bus stop, as 
Bombshell has taken the car to get some more supplies from Curie's Curios. She rides the 
bus to Euler Avenue, staring mindlessly outside the window the entire time, soaking in 
the sights of the city. She finally gets off at the mall and enters, walking around for a few 
minutes before finally reaching the food court and locating her friends. "Hey, guys, how 
was your weekend thus far?" Nellie blanches; "Did you just say 'thus'? That's...really 
weird." "It’s a perfectly acceptable word" counters Claire, "People just don’t use it often 
enough." "And perhaps for good reason. It just doesn’t sound normal. It’s too Ye Olde 
English. Language must inevitably progress." "Wow" interjects Alexis, "Now you're both 
sounding like a bunch of nerds. Relax. Words are meant to be toyed around with." Alexis 
and Nellie finish their meal while Claire glances around, wondering if Aquano is spying 
on her. The three get up from their table and stroll over to Fantastica, a clothing store 
exclusively for women. They spend the next two hours trying on different clothes and 
reacting to each other. Claire picks up two dresses, one green while the other black. 

"What do you think?" she asks, as she holds each outfit in front of her, "Poison Ivy or 
Dark Phoenix?", hoping they don’t suddenly suspect her of being The Flare. "Ooh" says 



Alexis, "Definitely not the green. It doesn’t go with you, despite the red hair. I'd go with 
the black" Nellie agrees, saying, "Yeah, the green is very loud. It just isn’t the right color 
for you." Eventually, day turns into night, and the girls get on the bus, each buying a few 
items. They chatter about until Alexis and Nellie have reached their respective 
destinations, and Claire is left alone. She finally gets off at her stop and proceeds to walk 
back to the Villa. As she continues on her way with the bag of clothes in her right hand, 
she hears someone quickly approaching. A man coming from her side snatches the bag 
from her and runs. Claire chases him to get her purchases back and follows him to an 
alley between two buildings. She goes in about ten feet before realizing someone is 
behind her as well. The man behind her quickly pulls out a pocket kn ife and sticks it to 
her throat. "Well" he says, "Do you want to go first Higgs?" "Sure, Jim" Higgs answers. 
Claire is now angry that they'd do such a thing, but feels little scared as well. She heats 
up her body and the pocket knife conducts the heat, sending into Jim's hand. "Ow!" he 
cries, as he drops the knife to the floor. Jim is confused, but shakes it off. He brings his 
hand to Claire's throat and clutches it. She responds by heating up her body even more, to 
the point that Jim’s hand is burned. "Ah! Damnit! Higgs, this kid is hot!" "I know, isn't 
she?" "I don’t mean like that. Her body is literally hot. I think my hand was scorched." He 
examines it through the dim light allotted in the alley, noticing the redness of the skin. 
"Holy crap!" shouts Jim, a surprised look upon his face, "Do you know who this is? She's 
The Flare!" Jim backs up a little, but Claire creates a field of fire around her. She spins 
around and hugs Jim, who is engulfed by the fire and is set ablaze. He shrieks, and slowly 
crumples to the floor, dead. Claire removes the flames and turns back around to Higgs, 
slowly approaching him. He drops the bag and keeps inching backward, only to hit a 
wall. "Well" Claire says, with an evil smirk on her face, "I believe you said something 
about going first?" She grabs Higgs and breathes a large plume of flames into his face, 
which bums through his flesh and kills him. She then hugs him and sets his entire body 
on fire to remove any trace of fingerprints. Satisfied, Claire retrieves her bag, dirtied from 
the alley floor, and makes her way back home. 

When she finally enters the Villa, Strongarm is there waiting for her. "Well, Claire, how 
did things go? Anyone suspect you of being a villain?" "Relax dad, it all went fine. I got 
some new clothes with the girls, and that was pretty much it." "Uh, huh, I see. And why is 
the bag dirty? Make any side trips, did we?" Claire rolls her eyes. "I stopped to tie my 
shoes, nothing more. You're being too overbearing." "I'm just making sure you're safe. 

See you later, and don't stay up too late - you've got school tomorrow." Away from 
Strongarm’s interrogation, Claire goes to her room and puts away the clothes. Then she 
descends to the second floor and finds Penta reading over a book of the occult. "Yo, 

Penta, what's happening?" Penta looks up. "Oh, hey Claire, just studying a little. Magic is 
an extremely complex subject, so it requires a lot of effort on one's part. What's new?" 
Claire sits down on the side of the bed. "Oh, not much. Although I did just murder two 
guys who wanted to rape me." Penta gasps, "Really? That's...actually pretty cool. You're 
not hurt are you?" "Nah, they didn’t touch me. They didn’t have a gun or anything that 
would've been problematic. I'm more worried about the consequences when Dad finds 
out. That's three deaths in two days. They'll probably think I've gone crazy." "Well, the 
first death wasn’t really your fault, and it's not like you went out of your way to kill the 
others. It was just...bad luck." Claire agrees "Yeah, it's worrying over nothing, I guess. 



Well, see you tomorrow." "Good night." And with that, Claire goes back to her room for 
the rest of the night. The hours pass quickly and Claire soon finds herself woken up by 
the chirping of the birds. She shuts off her alarm before it goes off, and gets dressed for 
another day at school. Upon her descent to the cafeteria, Leopard meets her on the third 
floor. "So, it looks like two more were killed by The Flare last night. Are you going for 
some kind of record?" Claire sighs, "Ah crap, was that on the news? That can’t possibly 
help my situation." "I'm guessing Strongarm won’t take it too well?" "Yeah, he's been 
bugging me about being careful, and now this happens. Damn it." "Good luck with that" 
responds Leopard, and with his words, they have arrived at the cafeteria. Claire gets her 
food and sits down at her table. Not a minute goes by before Strongarm and Bombshell 
are at her side. "I heard what happened last night, Claire" says an irate Strongarm, "And 
your mother and I have decided that best course of action is to ground you" - Claire is 
shocked - "Not as a punishment, but as a protection, until things cool down. You'll still be 
going to school of course, but you won’t be allowed out of the Villa past 7 PM." "What?! 
C'mon, dad, I wasn't in any real danger. I completely roasted those guys. I was never in 
any trouble from the beginning. I mean, one of them did have a knife, but that's nothing 
against an avalanche of fire." "Sorry kiddo, but this is the way things need to be" replies 
Bombshell, "It's just for now. We know what you're capable of, but we don't want to risk 
you getting hurt. You've gone on missions before, but it's always been with others, and 
when you're not on one, we can't guarantee someone will be there to watch over you. Try 
to see it from our point of view." Claire groans; "Aw man, this is gonna suck. Alright, I 
promise to be home by seven until things calm down around here." At school, Alexis and 
Nellie are understanding of her plight, though without knowing the true reason why, and 
identify from their own times of being grounded. They agree not to pressure Claire into 
trying to break the curfew. 

Claire stays true to her words and gets home before 7 PM each day that week, shutting 
herself up in her room after dinner for the last hours of the night. She makes no effort to 
tell anyone what she is up to, and Bombshell begins to grow worried. "Do you think she's 
all right, I mean, mentally? She could always go to the lounge and watch some TV or 
something." Strongarm isn't too moved; "I'm sure she's fine. Claire isn't one to crack up 
over a simple curfew. She's probably just studying." Sim, meanwhile, has kept track of 
Claire's activities in her room, noting what she's really up to, but keeping it to himself and 
revealing nothing to her parents. Claire only leaves her room to go to the bathroom, or for 
the occasional trip down to the cafeteria, which she explains as "getting a snack." The 
next Sunday, Claire's curfew is lifted for the day, and her family goes to the museum to 
spend another joyful afternoon as a family, something they don't get to do too often. Time 
seemingly passes by as they check out all the different exhibits: the dinosaurs, early 
hominids, the various ages of mankind, as well as artifacts from all over the world. 

Before stopping at the museum's theater to watch a show about the stars, they take a 
bathroom break, splitting up into two groups. Bombshell and Claire enter the women's 
room, unaware that Aquano has been keeping an eye on them all along; Aquano, 
however, does not know that Sim has been watching him the whole time in his astral 
form. Sim returns to his body and heads out to the museum in case he needs to defend 
Claire. 



Aquano dons his mask, and, looking all around him, checks to see if anyone notices him. 
He quickly enters the women's bathroom, softly closing the door behind him to make as 
little noise as possible. He sees before him a row of six stalls on his left, and four si nk s on 
his right, as well as a few hand dryers and paper towel dispensers, and a trash can. He 
quietly takes out as many paper towels as he can, and clogs the bottom of the door. Then 
holding his hands out, he snaps his fingers, and water floods out from the toilets. He 
hears two shrieks as Bombshell and Claire rush out of the stalls, their clothes all wet. 

They see Aquano, who snaps his fingers again, and water sprays out from other sources, 
such as the sinks and the ceiling sprinklers. Bombshell quickly throws a smoke bomb at 
his face, but Aquano raises the water around him as a shield. The water level in the room 
continues to rise, and Bombshell tries an explosive, only for the fuse to be extinguished 
immediately. "C’mon Bombshell, you know that won't work on me. In fact, nothing you 
hold will harm me. Besides, I'm not here for you." Bombshell looks back at Claire, 
silently inquiring what this is all about. "He wants to fight me for some reason, Mom. 
Something about 'taking over’ for Vector. I don't really understand it myself." Bombshell 
turns back to Aquano and tries to rush him, but the water level, now at their knees, slows 
her down too much. Aquano simply causes the water to rise up and strike at her, each 
wave pushing her to and fro, until Bombshell is flung into a stall and does not come out. 
"Mom!" "Relax, she's just unconscious." Claire, in anger, breathes out a line of fire 
toward Aquano, but he easily douses it. "Did you honestly think that would work on me, 
Claire?" Claire stares back intently and retorts sarcastically, "Wow, water, I never thought 
that would be used against me." She takes from her pocket a jalapeno pepper and stuffs it 
in her mouth, quickly ingesting it. "Try this on for size." Claire huffs a green flame at 
Aquano, who counters with more water, but it has the opposite effect. The fire continues, 
traveling along the water until it reaches Aquano and hits his legs. He scatters body 
around, trying to get the flames off, but this only spreads the fire around him, trapping 
him. "What the hell is this stuff?! It just grows!" "That would be Greek fire, Aquano, 
which can exist even on water." "Damn!" Aquano quickly turns around and pulls the 
handle of the bathroom door, slowly budging from all the water pushing back. By the 
time he makes it out, his legs are burned fairly badly, and he stumbles away as the water 
from the bathroom floods out into the museum halls. 

Strongarm, Penta, and Crusher, waiting for the two ladies, see this, and they rush into the 
bathroom, where they see Claire dragging out Bombshell, as well as tapering embers all 
around the floor. Strongarm picks up Bombshell, and while they leave the bathroom, 
Claire, behind them, sets her torso on fire and looks at her reflection in the water. "Huh, I 
guess green really isn’t my color." The four make it to the car, where Sim has finally 
shown up. "Heh, I guess I made it too late to do anything. Congrats, Claire. By the way 
Aquano ran out of here, I say you really did a number on him. I guess those peppers 
really did the job." "Peppers? What peppers?" asks Strongarm, confused by Sim's sudden 
presence, "And why are you even here, Sim?" "Oh, I knew Aquano was following you, 
but I figured he couldn’t do much. Although I guess I was wrong, seeing Bombshell's 
condition. As for the peppers, ask Claire. She's the genius behind it all." "Claire? Care to 
explain?" Claire shrugs her shoulders. "I was doing some training this past week to 
prepare for an inevitable fight with Aquano. After some research, I realized I could use 
capsaicin, a chemical found in hot peppers, to upgrade my flames. Capsaicin, which 



causes the burning sensation, is only spread around when in contact with water, which is 
why drinking water after having a jalapeno pepper only makes it worse. I infused the 
capsaicin into my fire, making it an effective weapon against Aquano's water, as well as 
giving it a green tint. Pretty cool, huh?" Strongarm reproaches her a bit, saying, "Well, I 
would have preferred if you let us know what you were up to, but I guess all's well that 
ends well. Let's get back home and have Incarnate check and see if your mother is okay." 



Chapter 24: The Principle 


The next day, Seethe plans on giving Claire the necklace he bought her months ago, still 
left in his room. He wasn't able to muster up the courage until now, but after she saved 
him from Ken, he felt almost obligated to give it a shot. He tries to think up the best way 
to approach her, what words to use and how to say them. Despite practicing it many 
times, he feels very uncertain about what he’s about to do, for he does not know how he 
can react if he fails. Such is young love. Seethe slowly ascends the staircase to Claire's 
floor, too nervous to use the elevator, and makes his way to her room with the necklace in 
a small box. On the way there, he practically runs into Fly Guy. "What's that you got 
there, Seethe, old boy?" "To be truthful, FG, it's a present for Claire. I don't want to raise 
the stakes, but this is my last shot. I don’t know what I can do, short of saving her life, if 
Claire says 'no' to me." "Ah, well, I guess I can't argue with all that. Best of luck, mate." 
Seethe continues on and gets to her room. He knocks, and the door responds by opening 
ever so slightly. Claire looks up from her bed, reading an issue of Seventeen. "Seethe!" 
she cries, and puts down the magazine. She nears the door, opens it, sees that one of 
Seethe's hands is behind his back, and immediately figures out what's going on. "Oh, 
Seethe, you shouldn’t have, you really shouldn’t have." Seethe suddenly looks 
downtrodden, but not completely trampled. He moves his hand forward and reveals the 
box. "At least look at it before you pass judgment so quickly." Claire takes the box, opens 
it, and is shocked when she sees the emerald necklace. "Seethe!" she exclaims, "This 
must have cost you a bundle! I...I'm conflicted as to what to say." "Then don't say 
anything just put it on." Claire looks down at the floor, suddenly looking very sad. "I'm 
sorry, Seethe" she says apologetically, "But I can't accept this. It's far too expensive, and I 
know you have the greatest of intentions, but I really don't see us working out. Call it's 
woman’s intuition if you must, but I don’t want to string you along just to eventually 
break your heart." She hugs him and Seethe winces from the emotional pain of rejection. 
He feels completely shot down and starts to walk away - "I guess" he says, as he turns 
his head back, "Some things are never meant to be." He goes back to his room and holes 
himself up for a while. 

* 

Meanwhile, Incarnate is at his job, teaching at the local university. His power allows him 
to go to his classes relatively unprepared and still get away with it. Incarnate is soon 
finishing up his last class of the day, British Literature, and starts to wrap up the period. 
"Alright class, for your next assignment, write a three page paper on the meaning of 
Gunga Din by Rudyard Kipling. And no changing the margins or using the 'Courier New' 
font. I can tell these things with ease. Class dismissed." The students rush out of the 
classroom, glad that their day is finally over, and Incarnate puts on a hat and takes his 
briefcase, walking out of the room, through the hallway, and away from the university. 

He looks up at the sky and sighs, "Another day gone, how droll." He walks two blocks to 
the subway station, pays the fare, and stands by the wayside of the tracks, waiting for the 
train to come. As he does this, he notices a group of older teens playing around, jokingly 



pushing each other back and forth. It gets less funny when one falls off the platform and 
onto the tracks below, Things get even scarier when they suddenly hear the train 
approaching. The teen that fell, a young woman with long, black hair, struggles to climb 
up the platform, her friends trying in vain to help her up. Incarnate puts down his 
briefcase, walks over jovially, and with all his strength, pulls the girl to safety. Moments 
later the trains slows down and comes to a stop. The girl wraps herself around Incarnate 
with a full-body hug. "Thank you so much!" she cries, "I've never been so scared in life!" 
Incarnate smiles at this, knowing that as a villain, he faces far worse in any given week. 
"Not to worry, young one. Just be careful when on the platform." He retrieves his 
briefcase and walks onto the train, leaving her behind, as it isn't the teen's and her friends’ 
train. However, she decides to board the train to learn more about Incarnate. 

The girl nears him and sits down by him. "So what's your name? I'm Irene, by the way." 
"My name is Professor Canter, but you can call me Ian if you like." "Well, Professor, 
thank you again for saving my life. I wish I knew a way to repay you." "Think nothing of 
it. It is the proper thing to help out another person in need. Such is one of the main 
purposes of life." "Oh?" Irene asks, "And what are the other ones?" "Well, the first is to 
enjoy life, plain and simple. The second, as I have mentioned, is to help others. The third 
is to learn as much as you can about the world. The fourth is to improve the world and 
make it better. The fifth is to find someone to share your life with. The sixth is to grow in 
a spiritual manner. And the seventh and last purpose is to serve God, in the way that 
seems proper in one’s eyes. Each represents one of the different realms: the physical, the 
emotional, the mental, and so on. Seven really is the magic number." Irene sits back and 
ponders this for a while. "But how does one know the proper way to serve God?" "Aye, 
there's the rub! Nobody knows, and that's what makes life so chaotic. There are a 
thousand different ways, if there's even one. The final purpose involves one's whole life 
and represents the highest level of difficulty. One can only hope they are doing the right 
thing when they act, or at least hope it's not the wrong thing, which would be devastating 
to them." Irene sits in awe at the man, not knowing how to answer. Being a professor, he 
would surely have a response to every question she has. Now is her chance to learn more 
about life. "So what is your belief? What do you think is the right way to live life?" "I 
live my life based on intelligence" replies Incarnate, "I use logic to determine my actions, 
and I don’t let anger or sadness get in the way of my actions. They seem to only hold me 
back. But, for others, emotions may help and may be their right path. We all have 
different mechanisms, and so we run by different means and methods. To say there is 
only one right way is foolish, although I dislike those who act stupidly." "Like my friends 
and I, who were playing around on the platfonn? What of us?" "That wasn’t stupid, that 
was foolish, as only your own lives were in danger, and not somebody else's." Incarnate 
hears the conductor announce the next stop. Maple Avenue. "Well, this is my stop. Have a 
nice day." He walks off the train, and just as the doors close, Irene runs off to, quickly 
catching up with him. 

"Wait!" she shouts, and Incarnate turns around. "There's still so much I have to leam. 
Please tell me more." Incarnate begins to respond, but is distracted by a nearby 
happening. Two women are arguing with each other, one, small, the other, large. It 
appears that the smaller woman, running to make the train, had bumped into the larger 



one and spilled her coffee on the larger's shoe. "What the hell is your problem, bitch? You 
want to me to kick your ass?!" "I'm sorry, ma’am, I apologize. I didn’t mean to spill my 
drink on you, but I was in a hurry to catch that train. Please, let me make it up to you 
somehow." The large woman stares back malevolently. "I'll tell you what. Lick the coffee 
off my shoe, and I’ll let you go." "Please, that's too harsh. I said I was sorry! Why can't 
you overlook this?" The large woman punches the smaller in her stomach, and she falls to 
the floor. The large woman than grabs the smaller's head, trying to force it to the floor. 
"Lick my shoe, now!" Incarnate has had enough of the immaturity. He goes up to the 
large woman and punches her right in the face. Then, while she is still stunned, he kicks 
the side of her knee hard, causing the bone to dislocate, and the woman falls to the floor 
shouting out in pain. Finally, Incarnate grabs her with both hands, and swings her into the 
tracks. The woman lands, rolls from the impact, stops against the third rail, and is 
electrocuted immediately. 

The small woman is speechless, but Irene has plenty to say. "How could you do that?! 
Didn’t you just say you don’t let emotions get in your way? And murder! How is this the 
'proper' path?!" Incarnate turns his attention to her. "I did not act based on my emotions. 
Like I said, one of the paths is to help others, and another is to improve the world. I was 
killing two birds with one stone. Or, rather, one person with a third rail. Someone as 
disgusting as her, to try to force such actions upon another, has no use living." Irene is 
exasperated; "But you still killed her. Her life is not in your hands, and you cannot decide 
who lives and who dies. Don’t play god!" "Play god? Irene, everything we do, whether 
we like it or not, affects the world in some way, like a butterfly's flapping creates a 
hurricane halfway across the world. Every little action creates a large chain of events that 
is unpredictable. Play god? We were created in the image of God. Our very purpose is to 
play god." Incarnate quickly walks away from the scene and exits the station. He 
disappears through an alley here and there, and finally arrives at the Villa. He goes up to 
his room and sighs, "Another mortal falls from the Earth. It'd be sad if it weren't 
deserved. After all, 'Fools fall first'. What an unfortunate thing for Irene to see, but she 
will greatly benefit from it." 

Meanwhile, Irene is still unsure what to do. "Do I report what happened to the police, or 
was Professor Canter right?” she wonders. "What kind of man can kill with such ease? Is 
he really a professor?" A subway station cop enters the scene, and finds the smaller 
woman in hysterics. She is both happy and sad at the scene, crying, but also laughing 
from time to time, her mind unable to make out which emotion is best to express. "Can 
you come with me ma'am? We need to know everything you saw." He looks at Irene, 

"You too, young lady, your help is much appreciated." The two women reveal everything 
that they saw, but Irene leaves out the name "Professor Canter." For a reason she cannot 
explain, she wants to leam more about him and more from him, and she doesn’t want to 
see him caught. On the other hand, she had to tell the cops everything else, for she felt 
that what he did was still wrong. She goes home that night to her parents, who are 
worried she might be traumatized from seeing a murder. "Are you okay, honey? Can I get 
you anything?" "Don't worry, Irene, this will all be over soon. It’ll be alright in the 
morning." Irene goes to bed, but stays up for two hours thinking about everything, 
replaying the day's events in her head. "What is the right path?" she wonders. "Is it good 



or evil, or something in between? How do you know when to choose a seemingly good 
action and not an evil one, and vice versa? There are few signs for these things." The 
night goes by slowly, but eventually, she falls asleep. In the morning, things really are 
better, and she returns to her friends, who question her all about what happened after she 
left them by the station. She answers as truthfully as possible, but leaves out as much as 
she can. For now, she is placated, but who knows what the future will bring? 

* 

Incarnate goes to sleep that night feeling very anxious, as his attention focuses on Irene: 
"Was it right what I did to her, to mangle her mind with such force, or was I simply 
showing her how life sometimes is? Surely I did the right thing for myself and the world, 
but for Irene, I may have gone too far. Moreover, she witnessed the whole thing and saw 
my face completely, making me vulnerable to exposure. If anything, I'll feign sickness to 
get out of work." Seethe is still in his room, ruminating over the events with Claire. He's 
still very upset about the whole matter and can't seem to get over it yet. He knows it's just 
a matter of time until he does, but for now, he’ll mope. Love and death are such complex 
beasts. 



Chapter 25: The Rush 


Another day begins as Incarnate finishes his preparations for a class on truth and belief. 
He quickly eats through his breakfast, occasionally glancing at a small pile of papers next 
to him, as the other villains at the table look on. "What's the rush, Incarnate? Is today 
special or something?" asks Leopard. "Nope, Leo. I just didn’t complete my speech for 
today so I’ll have to make it up on the train. It's a longer trip than taking the car, but I 
cherish the time I get to sit there and think on most days, although today will be a 
complete focus on my Philosophy class." He continues to gulp down his cereal as the 
others resume their various discussions. "So, Sim, anything up for today?" "Just the same 
old, same old, at the Yoga Center. I can't believe people pay to meditate. It's almost a 
complete oxymoron if you need to be taught to focus." "People have hectic schedules, 
and technology breaks their concentration exponentially. Additionally, having others 
participate is motivational. At least that's how I see it." "What about you?" asks Sim, 
"Anything going on?" "Nah" replies Leopard, "I might work out or something, or maybe 
go for a ride. There's little a villain can do on his own without eventually getting caught." 
At this, Incarnate perks his head up, reminded of his previous altercation with the woman 
in the subway: he never saw anything on the news or heard anything about being wanted. 
Either Irene was kind to him, or he simply looked too bland to stand out. "It's a good 
thing the subway doesn't have enough cameras," he thinks. He finishes his meal and 
empties the meal tray into the garbage, putting the tray on a stack of them. "Thanks Lucy, 
see you at dinner" he says, pointing his finger and snapping at the chef/server. "Anytime, 
’Nate." 

Incarnate manages the walk to Maple Avenue, going over the speech in his head. 
"Although I guess I should improvise as well" he thinks out loud, "It’ll sound too robotic 
if done by rote, especially if practiced so many times". He continues to add more and 
more to the speech, wondering how much should be said by him and how much should 
be added by the students themselves. "It would be unfair to speak the entire time, not to 
mention boring. Let them think a little for once - it's healthy." The subway ride goes by 
rather quickly, as he mostly ends up staring at the advertisements plastered all over that 
help pay to maintain the trains. "Train etiquette" he wonders, "Is a thing of beauty. 
Everyone is spaced out on the seats perfectly, the centers left open until one more person 
arrives and fills a middle. Eventually, the benches are replete with pedestrians, and then 
the standing begins. This too, works out in a predictable way, the door sides being 
occupied first, then the poles between them, and finally the remaining poles between the 
seats, until there is no more room. One must ask if there is a mathematical equation to 
explain this phenomenon..." Incarnate looks at his watch; "Almost there." The train soon 
stops at the station, and he gets off, where his persona shifts from that of Incarnate to 
Professor Canter. As he passes through the campus of Courant University, someone 
accidentally bumps into him. "Sorry!" she begins to apologize, as she turns her head to 
see who she knocked into, "I was late for my class and" - at this, her face turns one into 
surprise - "Professor Canter, I didn’t know you worked here?! It's Irene, remember? From 
the subway?" "That’s a number of questions to answer at once, but I certainly remember 



you. If you wish, we can talk later, since you're in a hurry. My office is in room 212. You 
can find me there between 11:45 and 1:00. But, I, too, must be off, as I have a History 
class to teach." "Okay, I'll be sure to stop by!" She continues to run on to her Biology 
class, and quietly enters the class room and gets to her desk in the lecture hall, where the 
professor is in the midst of a talk on cell reproduction. 

At 12:00, Irene gets to Incarnate's office, knocking first and entering only after he says 
"Come on in". She sees his desk scattered with papers that need to be graded, papers 
already graded, and one that he is in the midst of grading. "Hey, Prof!" "Hello, Irene. Sit 
down if you wish." She notices a comfy chair to her left and plants herself down on it. 

"So how long have you been working here? I mean, I only started at the university this 
fall, but I never saw you here before." "Really?" he asks, "I've been working here for 
about ten years now after I moved to this city. So, how are things?" "Pretty good" answer 
Irene, "Although Biology can be tricky. Hey, what classes do you teach?" "Oh, I teach 
Western Civilization, followed by Philosophy, and ending off in English Literature. Why 
do you ask?" "Wow!" she exclaims, "That's really varied. Are you some kind of a 
genius?" "Uh...yeah, yeah, I won’t he. I know a huge amount of information. I'm a very 
big bookworm." "Cool. Do you think I could, like, sit in your Philosophy class today, that 
is, if you haven't taught it yet? I haven’t a class until later on tonight - my Calc II 
Recitation, that is." "Sure thing" he replies, "It goes from 1:00 to 2:00." "Okay! Well, I 
gotta get lunch. See you later!" "Indeed." 

Irene later enters Incarnate's lecture on Truth and Belief, the one he had been preparing 
for that morning. Incarnate waits until the classroom is full and does roll call. Then he 
gets into the main discussion, speaking "What is truth? What is belief? The sole 
difference is subjectivity. A truth is something we all can agree on, such as 'The sun is 
hot', or 'Lead is more dense than tin’. Make no mistake: these truths are not completely 
objective, for perhaps they are mere illusions and we are under their spells. There is 
always uncertainty, but that makes no difference. We choose, as a species, to recognize 
certain concepts as truths, and that's what makes them truths. Beliefs are more subjective, 
and therefore differ by person. Some like red more than blue; others prefer vanilla over 
chocolate, etc. The difference of subjectivity between truth and belief leads to clashes of 
opinion, which inevitably produces war through various degrees. It starts as a simple 
disagreement, and then escalates to dislike, then disdain, then belligerence, and finally 
violence. This is all because of human desires. This is not to say that desires are bad, for 
without them, we have apathy, and there would be no progress. But desires can create 
disaster and regression as well, fueled by the conflicting beliefs. Ultimately, it is up to our 
self-control and logic to determine for ourselves which of our desires are valid and which 
are detrimental. Let us begin with questions from the class." 

After the discussion ends and class is over, the students rush to leave the room, eager to 
move on to their next classes or to return to their dorm rooms for a break, perhaps to 
study or do homework. Irene bounds down the stairs of the classroom and meets with 
Incarnate again. "Excellent class, Professor. I especially like Dmitri's argument about 
how good and evil are words often thrown around as if they are truths when they may 
sometimes be beliefs instead." "I’m glad you liked it Irene. I apologize, though, as I must 



leave for my final class." "Do you mind if I travel with you back home? I’d love to hear 
more about your thoughts on good versus evil." "Won't your parents wonder where you 
are?" Incarnate asks. "Oh, not to worry, I live in the dorms" she replies, "I've just never 
done any serious thinking about life before, and your class was pretty eye-opening for 
me." "I suppose you may come along, although that would mean having to take the 
subway back to campus as well." "Oh, I don't mind that." 

The whole of the subway ride is spent on discussing the ultimate choice of sides, deciding 
what is truly good to the individual, and what will be defined as evil. As they get off at 
Maple Avenue, Incarnate suddenly becomes aware of several college students following 
them - their college visible by the large CU on the sweatshirt they wear. Their hands are 
in their sweatshirt pockets, possibly brandishing weapons. Incarnate begins to walk 
faster, and Irene, not noticing the change, unconsciously quickens her pace as well. He 
worries that the student recognizes him as a supervillain and not as a professor; Incarnate 
does not always dons a mask as a villain, as he usually does not get involved in the 
fighting, although he has memorized various forms of martial arts and is deadly with a 
weapon - however, he carries no weapon at the moment, as he is merely coming from his 
job. He speeds up again, and this time Irene perceives the increase in velocity. "Is 
something wrong, Professor? You're moving pretty quickly..." "There is. There seem to be 
several men following us, and I believe them to have injurious motives. Let us make 
haste!" The two of them start to jog, and the students behind them keep up. Looking back 
for a second, Incarnate sees this, and starts to run. "Come on, Irene, we must move 
faster!" However, Irene is not one for exercise, and after about a minute of running, she 
tires out. "I...can't keep this up, Professor, I have no energy left." "You must!" They 
continue to rush down the sidewalk, but Irene soon trips and falls, her right arm landing 
on a sharp rock and receiving a deep cut near the elbow. 

Incarnate stops and helps her up, but the sudden stop has cost them much time and the 
students have almost caught up to them, perhaps twenty feet between the two groups. 
"Hey, Incarnate, what’re you runnin’ from? Scared of a few kids, are ya?" Irene jolts up at 
the name. "Did they say 'Incarnate'? Are you really Incarnate?" "It's...complicated. Please, 
we need to get out of here." However, by now, the students have caught up completely. 
They attack Incarnate, who fights back expertly, but one soon draws out a gun and points 
it at him, causing Incarnate to stop dead in his tracks. The armed student draws in nearer 
until the gun is almost in direct contact with Incarnate's chest. "Looky here, we got us a 
super. I knew I saw you somewhere; it was at that subway murder yesterday. I saw you 
rushing from the scene as I entered the station, and soon found out what went on there. 
Imagine what I felt when I realized you, the murderer, were Professor Canter and that you 
taught at CU. Teacher and villain, what a strange combination." Irene has had enough, 
and tries to kick the gun from his hand, but he pulls it away from her and shoots, the 
bullet grazing her right bicep - another student soon holds her from behind. She cries out 
in pain, and a red mist slowly emits from her two wounds. She suddenly feels a huge 
amount of strength course through her body and stomps on the foot of the man holding 
her. He howls horribly and releases her; Irene kicks the armed student in the head at a 
very high speed, and he collapses onto the sidewalk. She then fights off the rest of the 
students, her speed and power completely overwhelming theirs, leaving them all 



unconscious as well. 


Irene and Incarnate leave the scene, hoping they didn’t attract too many witnesses. "So, 
are you really Incarnate, Professor?" "It is true Irene, I am a supervillain." "That's so 
cool!" she responds, "I mean, it's a little messed up that you kill people, but I've never 
met a super before. What's your power?" "I have total recall, which is why I can teach 
such different classes. Listen, about what just happened, did you suddenly feel different?" 
"Definitely" Irene replies, "I suddenly felt incredibly capable of fighting, like nothing 
could stop me." "Hmm" ponders Incarnate, thinking while they walk. His eyes soon light 
up; "Let me try something, if you don’t mind." "Go ahead." He looks into her eyes and 
instantly notices a seventh of her iris is colored red. "So she's definitely got a power" he 
thinks, "But was it independent of what just happened?" He then presses down on her 
midsection, which gives her a sense of discomfort, but nothing more. Incarnate examines 
her, and finds no change. "I see, I guess it wasn’t pheochromocytoma, although I didn’t 
expect it to be." "Pheowhat?" she asks. "It's a tumor on the adrenal glands that can cause 
a release of adrenaline, the chemical which I believe is responsible for your performance 
back there. The red mist that came from your body, coupled with the fighting prowess 
you suddenly showed, reveals that you have, in fact, unlocked a super power. I'm 
guessing it has to do with an excess of adrenaline released, although I do hope that it 
doesn't cause strain upon your body." "Wow, that sounded pretty complicated to me, but 
you're the smart one. Do you really think I have a super power?" "Sure do, seeing as your 
iris has developed a red section" says Incarnate, "The only question is, what will you do 
with it?" "What do you mean?" asks Irene. "I mean, will you become a super, and if so, 
which type, or will you choose not to embrace your power?" Irene mulls over the idea for 
a bit and comes to a conclusion. "I'm going to be a supervillain. I don’t agree with murder, 
but I want to leam more from you about a villain’s lifestyle and how he comes to see 
things. I guess I'm more of an anti-villain, then." "Whatever suits you. Will you live at the 
Villa?" "Nah, I should stay on campus, so no one gets suspicious of me leaving my dorm 
in the middle of a semester. Hey does this mean I get to have a name?" "That is correct. 
What moniker do you want?" Irene paces back and forth, giving little regard to her 
wounds. "I think...I'll be kn own as...’Surge', for the surge of adrenaline gave me what it 
took to defeat those guys." "Excellent choice." 



Chapter 26: The Science Of Nature 


Irene walks with Incarnate until they reach the Villa. Like Seethe's first sighting, she, too, 
is surprised that a group of villains would live in a dwelling of sub-par quality, but 
decides it is better not to make a commotion about it all. "Well, here we are, home at last" 
states Incarnate, as if his lack of walking wasn't a clear enough sign, "Don’t mind the drab 
conditions, as we don't get funded by the government like the superheroes do. It's a cost, 
but worth it in my opinion. Anyhow, I figured I would show you around a bit, let you 
meet some of the supervillains face-to-face. You may not be living here, but you might as 
well know the others. Plus, it's good to know the location if you ever need help. Just don’t 
sell us out, or I'll personally kill you." He smiles at Irene and concludes, "That's not a 
joke by the way," as light gleams in his eyes. Irene feels a sudden shudder run through 
her body. They enter the Villa and run into some of the teens. Pointing, Incarnate notes, 
"That’s Penta, this here's Claire, and this guy with the freaky eyes is Fly Guy." Irene looks 
beguiled. "I...have never heard of any of them before. No offense, guys." "Well" Penta 
answers, "That makes sense. Claire and I don’t get in too many high crimes, and Fly Guy 
mostly keeps an eye from the sky." "Oh, I've noticed him before -1 just thought he was 
some big bird. Wow, this is kind of embarrassing. I'm Surge, but you can call me 
'Irene'...or I'm Irene, but you can call me 'Surge'. Whichever, I guess." The three young 
supers say goodbye and make their way to the cafeteria, where supper is being served. 
"Hmm" says Incarnate, "It's dinner time, so we’ll be seeing a lot of supers come through 
this way. Why, here comes Grotesk." 

A bald man, looking to be about 25, walks near them. "Hey, Inky, who's your gal pal?" 
"She's our newest member, Surge, but she won’t be staying with us." "That's a shame. 
What's your power, honey?" Irene can’t help but feel a bit pressured by being called 
"honey." "I become stronger by surges of adrenaline in my body, which, so far, seems to 
happen when I get cut." Grotesk quickly licks his lips. "Cut, eh? Just don't get too close to 
me. I'm somewhat of a cannibal." Irene backs up a little; "Relax" comforts Incarnate, "He 
wouldn’t eat a fellow super unless they were dead, and that's only if he needed the body." 
Irene tries to respond, but can only say "Wait, what?" "I...regenerate" says Grotesk, 

"That’s my power. But I can only regenerate by consuming flesh and blood, as my body 
then incorporates them into itself. Like you, my power has a cost to it. I'm no Wolverine." 
"Wow, this day is just full of shocks for me, isn't it?" Irene asks rhetorically. "Heh, that's 
nothing" says a voice, "Seethe experienced a suicide his first time at the Villa." 

They turn around to see Leopard coming down the steps. "So who's the chick, Incarnate? 

I smelled her as soon as she entered the place." "I'm Surge, and please don’t call me 
'chick'. I’m not an aggressive feminist, but I do have some pride." "Fine, fine, I mean no 
disrespect, milady." Irene stares at him more intently; "You're Leopard, aren’t you? I 
heard you're the most wanted of the villains. Is that true?" In a rare moment, Leopard 
looks flustered, that is, if we could see under his mask. "It's...complicated. Listen, I’m 
hungry. Are you three heading to supper? 'Cause I sure am." He veers toward the 
cafeteria, as the others trail behind him. They get some food, and with Irene introducing 



herself to some more supers, the four sit down at one of the tables. After a quick dinner, 
with the discussion mostly surrounding Irene and her background, they head up to the 
lounge for some relaxation before Irene needs to return to campus for her biology lab. 

"So, what's so complicated about it all, Leopard? That you’re the most wanted, that is." 
"It's a long story. Do you think you have the time? Because it goes back to my genesis." 
"Er, maybe not -1 have about twenty minutes before I need to get going. How about you 
tell your story until then, and we can continue some other time?" "Sounds good to me." 
Leopard stretches out his body to get into the groove. He lifts an arm up and says 
"Deactivate" into the speaker implanted in his armpit; the suit swirls up into the various 
black boxes located around his body, and he now sits in boxers and a sleeveless 
undershirt. "Sorry about the lack of clothes, but it can get hot under that suit. It...doesn’t 
have a cooling system, other than the fabric it's made out of. So, let's see, my story. Well, 
it begins about thirty-two years ago, when I was born. Although 'born' is the wrong word 
-1 was really 'created'. A few hundred miles east lies a lab, or what once remained of it, 
and that's where I became me. It was called 'Zayin', or 'Weapon'. The scientists there, 
through private funding, took a number of embryos from volunteers, in actuality women 
looking to make some extra cash. The doctors toyed around with the genetic materials of 
the embryos, injecting the DNA of many different animals into them, merging the 
different amino acids together. I was one of those embryos." 

"Before reaching the embryonic stage, however, the fertilization of the sperm and egg 
leads to the zygote and several other forms, notably the blastula. A few days in from 
conception, the blastula attaches itself to the uterus wall to fonn the umbilical cord. Since 
the others and I were not implanted in uteri, synthetic cords were created to feed us, and 
we were put in individual vats of liquid that both sustained us nutritionally and helped 
form our bodies." Irene interrupts, saying "The others, how many were there, exactly?" 
"It's hard to say" replies Leopard, "Since many died, and while others escaped as well - 
I'll get to that - I never got a chance to count. I’d say there are at least a dozen others out 
there like me. Anyhow, synthetic cords also allowed for waste elimination and gas 
exchanges. Don't believe your teacher - the human embryo is, in fact, viable, outside of 
the mother. You just need some seriously advanced technology...too bad it no longer 
exists. Well, as time went on, some embryos survived while others did not, as they were 
too corrupted from the mixed DNA; we all were corrupted, to a point. Then, as soon as 
we reached nine months, we were taken out of the vats, the cords were removed, and our 
true lives began." 

"Hold on" says Grotesk, "How do you even know all this if you were not even a baby at 
the time?" "I was told all this afterward" says Leopard, "There was plenty of recorded 
data at Zayin, anyhow, which I eventually got my hands on. I don’t know much about the 
first two years of my life, but the records indicated it was mostly just regular 
development of the specimens, watched over by the scientists. At age two, we begin 
going through simple training. True, we were only babies, but we were also part animal, 
so we developed more quickly and more easily. Our bodies became stronger and faster, 
and our abilities slowly presented themselves: slight regeneration, keen senses, feet as 
useful as hands, and vice versa. Slowly by slowly, unaware of it at first, the doctors had 



us run through various trials, where anger was incited to make us violent and volatile. 
Soon, they had us attacking targets, first stationary, then moving ones, to turn us into 
killing machines, as effective as any lion or tiger...or bear, oh my. We were isolated from 
the scientists, so as to pose no threat. The sleeping quarters were in a large room, walled 
on all sides except for one, where a Plexiglas shield, about six feet up, separated us from 
the main control room." 

"They should have made it a one-way mirror, because it wasn't long before we started to 
whisper about getting out. At first, we merely dreamed of possessing whatever lives the 
scientists must have had when they left at night and the late shift took over. But soon, 
after one of my buddies discovered that we were merely projects, raised as prototypes to 
be used for killing, we thought that the lab deserved its just desserts, destroyed by its very 
own purpose. But that's for another time, as I see the twenty minutes are up." Irene 
exhales, "Aw, that was really fun to listen to. Now I have to go to a two hour lab to learn 
how to dissect a frog or whatever. Yay..." "Think of it as a learning experience" says 
Incarnate, "Although that's exactly what it is. You might forget most of it, but whatever 
remains can become very useful in the future." "I guess. I just wish I had a more 
interesting life than school and homework." "Oh, you will, don’t worry about that." 

After Incarnate shows Irene out, he returns to Grotesk and Leopard. "So, what do you 
guys think of her?" "Well" responds Grotesk, "I'm either infatuated with her, or I want to 
consume her body. Or maybe it's a bit of both. She’s an odd one: she seems bored with 
her life, yet not the killing type. Perhaps she would do better as a hero. But that's just a 
thought." "I got a similar vibe" says Leopard, "But I think she just needs exposure to the 
criminal world. Once she gets her first kill, or at least her first fight, I think her mind will 
change." "You're not thinking of setting up a fight to convince her are you?" "Not at all. 
More like asking her to join us on a mission to observe, like we did with Seethe. But 
whatever happens, happens." "I guess we wait and see" says Incarnate, "I will not force 
any decision upon her, and I know she won’t give away our location to the police just as 
the Topaz Villa doesn't. She seems very trustworthy." 



Chapter 27: The Nature Of Science 


The next day after Leopard began telling his story to Irene and the others, we find him 
walking down the streets of the city, taking in its simple, but comforting sites, be it the 
park, or the mall, or just the local market. Leopard, with his plethora of animal DNA, 
does not tire easily, and goes outside once in a while to get some fresh air that's not from 
a rooftop. He walks down Chestnut Boulevard, a rather large road of Eisenstadt, what one 
might call a major road. Dressed in his usual suit, he draws many eyes, people too scared 
to get too close to him, lest they become more of his untimely victims. The driver of a 
cop car at the end of the block, driving on the other side of the street, sees Leopard and 
slows down as the car approaches him. The cop gets out of the car, pulls out his weapon, 
and points it and Leopard, saying, "Stop right there, Leopard. You're under arrest for the 
fourteen murders of Palm Drive, as well as undoubtedly countless other deaths." He turns 
to the man, as the officer's partner gets out of the cop and aims his gun as well. "Please, 
you know those toys can't hurt me. Now just walk away before someone gets hurt. I'm in 
a bad mood today." "I'll say it one more time, you animal," - at this, Leopard snarls - 
"You're under arrest. You’re coming with us, or we'll be forced to take drastic measures." 
"Like what? Call for backup? You'll need an army to take me down!" 

Leopard walks toward them, undeterred by the presence of their weapons. The two 
officers start shooting at him, only for the bullets to get lodged in the suit, leaving 
Leopard seemingly unharmed. "Shoot him in the head!" the driver yells to his partner. 
They do so, all to no avail. Seeing the futility, the cops quickly get into their car and try to 
drive away, but Leopard punches through the front side window and pulls out the driver. 
He throws him to the ground and stomps on his neck, breaking it immediately. Seeing 
this, the other cop gets out and starts to run away in the opposite direction, pulling out a 
walkie-talkie to try to call for help. Leopard jumps over the car and chases the remaining 
cop, easily overtaking him. He brings his hand to the officer’s neck and rips out the 
trachea. The cop falls to the floor, blood pooling out from the open flesh. In a moment of 
weakness, Leopard looks at the raw meat and devours it. He instantly regrets doing so, 
but can do nothing. Seeing all the witnesses around him, he runs down an adjacent street, 
fleeing the scene of the crime, as he picks at the bullets and removes them. "Man, these 
things really hurt. I hope I don’t get any bruises." He quickly makes his way back to the 
Villa, angered that his day has been cut short. "Damn it, those guys probably had families 
to feed. Why couldn't they just leave me alone? I was taking a walk, for crying out loud, 
not massacring a neighborhood. It looks like it's time again - God, I hate it." Leopard 
makes his way to the lounge and spends most of the day there, except for a break for 
lunch. 

* 

Eventually, school ends for Irene, and she and Incarnate make their way back to the Villa, 
ascertaining that no one has followed them this time. "Y'know, Surge, as sadistic, or 
perhaps masochistic, as this might sound, you may want to have a sharp weapon of some 



kind on you. Just to bring out the adrenaline if you ever need it." "Eh...I don't know. If I'm 
ever in trouble, I’ll probably end up being wounded anyhow. Do you really think it's 
necessary?" "Well, I was talking to Grotesk and Leo after you left, and we were 
wondering what kind of a super you are. You did say you were something like an 'anti¬ 
villain', but we took that as being unsure of yourself. If you want, you can go on a 
mission with us one time and see how things go, then decide on what you want to be." 
Irene is dumbfounded. "Are you saying you won’t force me to be a villain even though 
I've seen where the Villa is and have even been inside of it?! That seems to be kind of 
dumb, no offense." "We hold a lot of power" answers Incarnate, "So we don't feel too 
threatened by you, to be honest. Besides, it is my belief that we each choose our own 
path, so I won't force you to do anything. It is your life, not mine." "What about that 
whole 'Playing God’ speech?" "Simple. At that point, the woman had already chosen her 
path, and I was merely delivering the consequences. Similarly, if you were to try to betray 
us in some way - say, if you tried to attack me -1 wouldn’t hesitate to fight back. To play 
god is to decide effect, not cause. Anyway, it appears we are now at the journey's end." 
And so it is, as they enter the Villa and go up the stairs to the lounge, where they find 
Leopard, sans suit and dressed in khakis and a long-sleeved shirt lying on the couch as he 
watches the news about his latest attack. 

"Cops, Leo? That's not your style" comments Incarnate. "They caught me on a bad day. I 
regret their decision to arrest me more than I regret mine for killing them." Irene places 
her hands over her gaping mouth, shocked, and her eyes are opened wide. "You mean, 
you just killed two cops, just like that?!" "It's a little hard to hear with your mouth 
covered, Surge..." She lowers them. "How could you do something like that?!" Leopard 
jumps up and turns to her, and says with an unrestrained tone, "Child, you have no idea 
who I am. I wished them no harm, but they pushed me. Touch fire and you will be 
burned." Irene realizes she cannot argue with him - Leopard appears to be too hot-headed 
at the moment to be bothered with. "Oh, sorry. Well, can we continue your story?" "Sure, 

I don’t see why not" he replies, his mood suddenly calm again. "Grotesk! Get in here!" he 
yells. Grotesk wobbles in, gnawing on a bone; "Story time? Alright!" Irene shudders, and 
dares to ask, "Is that a human bone?" "What? Nah, this is a chicken leg left over from 
lunch. You need to relax more. Unless that gets you going." He tosses the bone into a 
nearby trash can and sits down. "So, let's continue, shall we? Supper's only an hour 
away." "Alright!" says Leopard, sitting back down on the couch as the other two find 
seats as well. 

"Let's see, we stopped the story at the room for sleeping. Well, as I said, there was a wall 
of Plexiglas six feet above the floor for observation. One of the others, we called him 
'Jackal', or sometimes 'Jack', decided he would escape. One night, he flung himself onto 
the glass, and began pounding it with all his limbs, even using his claws to try to break 
through. He eventually made a lot of cracks, but it didn’t matter. The alarms had sounded, 
and soon a team of armed men came in and shot him full of tranquilizers. We never saw 
Jackal again. That really had an effect on us, and we didn’t think of escaping for some 
time. Since the specimens were all created at the same time, we all shared the same age, 
and so when we turned 10, which was decided when we had more or less stopped 
growing, all of us, practically my brothers and sisters, really, were lined up in front of the 



doctors and our purpose was revealed. We were told that we were created as way of 
producing super soldiers, to be hired out to the army in the event of a dangerous mission 
in war. The doctors asked if we wanted to partake in an experiment that would make us 
even more powerful. Recalling Jackal, we felt there was little reason to decline. As you 
may have guessed, this experiment was the suit transplant. Wires were run throughout our 
bodies, synchronizing the boxes and speakers together into a connected system. It's also 
wireless, but it was necessary to have a physical connection as a backup. I have no idea 
how the suit works, but I'm sure glad I have one, because it works wonders. It makes me 
even more powerful. Anyhow, after we recovered from the many surgeries needed to 
complete the implantation, we were lined up once again and were told how to turn the 
suit on and off. We asked once more if we wanted to go through with the project. A few 
of us, being far too foolish, let the power of the suits get to their head, and rushed the 
guards. They promptly shot at the specimens, who, after several bullet wounds, fell 
dead." 

"Wait" interrupts Incarnate, "I thought your suit is bulletproof." "It is" responds Leopard, 
"From regular bullets. The guards used armor-piercing bullets, rendering the suits useless. 
I suppose enemies might think to do the same, but shooting at a fast running super soldier 
isn’t easy. At the lab, there was barely any distance, and the guards had clear shots. Well, 
their deaths spurred us on, and we entered a rage, leading the rest of us to immediately 
take action, using the scientists as shields against the guards. A large number of us fell, 
but we prevailed in the end. The guards were absolutely mutilated: their bodies were 
feasted upon and completely ravaged by the savages we became in that moment. You see, 
Irene, because we are part animal, we contain some of their desires. It was disgusting, but 
it was done nevertheless. My remaining 'siblings' and I, after killing all other personnel in 
the building, took our data, and torched the Zayin lab. We fled the lab, drifting our 
separate ways. I myself went along with three others, Woodchuck, Salamander, and 
Camel. The four of us lived together for a while, slowly learning to adapt to the real 
world, but never living in one place in fear of being caught. Eventually, 'Chuck' and 
'Sally' fell in love and stayed behind in a city I will not mention, although I think they 
moved later on. 'Cammy' eventually found her calling and became a zookeeper in 
Clarkeston. She and I still correspond." 

"As for me, I eventually made my way to Eisenstadt, educated by Bombshell in her free 
time while I provided my services to the Family. Now, know how I said that we were 
corrupted because of the mixed DNA? Well, at every full moon, we go berserk, and need 
to be restrained, or we will go on a murderous rampage. That's what happened to me. I 
tried to enter the sewer as was the general plan so as not to attack others, but a bunch of 
guys started up with me because of my grayish skin. I became bloodthirsty by this tiny 
trigger, and annihilated them and the nearby witnesses, including three children, for a 
total of fourteen deaths. This is why I am the most wanted of all the villains." "Wow!" 
exclaims Irene, "What a crazy story! Is that why you killed the cops today, since it'll be a 
full moon tonight?" "Yep" Leopard answers, "The day of the full moon, I can feel the 
beastly urges rumble within me, the raging desire to kill. At the lab, we were given some 
kind of chemical to induce peacefulness within us, but outside, we have no such control. 
Anyway, the murders led me to the Villa, as Strongarm approached me with warmth, 



something I only felt from my 'siblings'. Every 29.5 days when the full moon occurs, I'm 
chained up in the subbasement so that I can’t hurt anyone, and no one can hear me roar, 
so as not to draw any suspicions from nearby apartments. I cannot atone for the Palm 
Murders, but I can prevent it from happening again." "So why are you a villain, then?" 
asks Irene, "Doesn't it involve hurting people?" "Yes, but I only hurt those that I feel 
deserve it. It's a bit complicated -1 guess it's like Incarnate's path, in that way." 

* 

That night, after dinner, Irene follows Leopard, Incarnate, and Strongarm down to the 
subbasement. It is divided into two different rooms, both sealed off from seeing what's 
inside. They enter the room to the right, a somewhat large room with the walls plated 
with titanium, yet scarred with claw marks all over. At the left side of the room, by the 
inner wall, lies a contraption of many chains. Leopard enters it, and Incarnate and 
Strongarm circle the chains all around him, knotting them together. Strongarm gives an 
enormous tug, and the chains are locked into place. "Stay strong Leo, but not too strong. 
We’ll see you tomorrow night. Try to sleep a lot." "See you on the other side, guys." They 
exit to the main floor and Incarnate walks Irene back. "Well, Surge, I hope today was 
enlightening for you. If I’ve learned one thing from life, it's that one was not meant to live 
alone. Whether you become a villain or hero, I hope you do choose a side. The 
wanderers, those with powers but choose not to fight, seem to live empty lives in the 
end." "I guess I'm just indecisive. I feel time is the answer to my dilemma." 

In the midst of the night, though he be unheard by other apartments, Leopard is audible to 
the supers above the ground. His shrieks and screams fill their night, and they can only 
imagine the horrors he feels. The animal spirit cannot be tamed. 



Chapter 28: Out And About 


A few days after the full moon, the sun rises upon a new morning, the vivid and colorful 
hues of the sky lighting up the city from the east. At exactly 7:34 AM, Bodave's alarm 
clock goes off, and he immediately jumps up from his prone position, alert as if it were 
noon. He pushes himself off his bed onto the matted floor, goes to a nearby wardrobe 
chest by the foot of his bed, and sorts through it to find his clothes for the day. He 
dresses, then goes to a sink attached to the outer wall and washes up. Afterward, he exits 
his room and enters the bathroom to do his business. By 7:45, he's ready for another day. 
Feeling more energetic than usual, he takes the stairs down, even though it's only two 
levels, soon arriving at the cafeteria where he gets on the line and receives his daily 
breakfast of oatmeal and coffee. Slipping into his seat at the usual table, he finds Fly Guy 
already there. "Hey, man, you're early." "I couldn't sleep much" replies Fly Guy, "I need 
to expend energy at early times so I'm not all pumped up at bedtime. Maybe I shouldn't 
eat so much sugar. Then again, I kind of need it to move so much. In truth, I really 
shouldn’t procrastinate and fly more at earlier times." Fly Guy promptly slurps up half a 
cup of sugar-water. "I hear you, buddy. That’s why I schedule myself. I make sure I do the 
things I need to on time, so I can relax later on without worries." Breakfast continues 
onward, as Seethe, Penta, and Claire eventually make their way to the table as well. Even 
after the past six years, Bodave still feels like he doesn’t belong at the table, being the 
oldest of them all, beating out Fly Guy by two years. But, at nineteen, he feels too young 
to hang out with any of the others, except for Lucy, but she has classes at the local 
community college during the day; he occasionally wonders if she has villain envy. No 
matter, the day must go on, and Bodave empties his bowl and returns the tray to a dishpan 
near the end of the line, where other hired hands will clean them for the next meal. "Like 
clockwork," he thi nk s. 

Being 8:12, Bodave still has plenty of time before his classes start, not having his first 
one until 9:30. He goes back to his room and brushes his teeth, spitting out the fluoride 
and rinsing his mouth. He starts to practice fighting, using only simple moves so as not to 
get too sweaty and stink up his clothes. Bodave kneels, and eyes the focus bag in his 
room, a light, elastic bag, anchored both to the ceiling and floor, used to practice mobility. 
He springs forth, landing a kick with his right foot, causing it to bounce back and forth. 

He lands on his left palm facing away as he rotates his body, and spins around on his 
hand, launching himself up to knee the bag with his left leg, and finally reflecting back to 
land on his feet. Bodave starts to feel hot already, so he calls it quits, noting that the time 
is already 8:37 somehow. He washes his face again, just to be sure, and heads to the 
lounge, where he kills twenty-one minutes watching TV with the other villains there. At 
8:58, he bounds down the stairs, leaves the Villa, and walks to the bus stop, where he gets 
on the vehicle and rides to Courant University, and has a mostly full day of classes until 
5:00. 

After his first two classes, Intermediate French and Computer Science, are over, he eats a 
quick lunch and then goes over to room 212, where Incarnate is having a chat with Irene. 



"H mm " says Bodave, looking at Irene, "I know I've seen you somewhere before. Do you 
take Swimming with Freddy?" "Not that I know of' she answers, "Are you in Calculus 
II?" "Nope." Incarnate smiles at the odd exchange, and interferes, saying, "Perhaps I can 
be of assistance." The two stare at him; "Surge, meet Bodave. Bodave, meet Surge. I 
believe you two saw each other at dinner a few days ago, back at the Villa." "Ah! Of 
course! You're the new recruit" exclaims Bodave, turning his attention to Irene, "So sorry 
I haven’t made your acquaintance sooner. 'Professor', you should have told me earlier." 
"Hey" Incarnate replies, "I thought you knew. I can't be responsible for introducing Surge 
to everyone around. By the way, Surge, I checked out those guys who attacked us the 
other day. They're physically okay, but your brute force attacks conveniently gave them 
amnesia. We’ll be just fine." The remainder of the break goes by with Irene and Bodave 
chatting off, Incarnate occasionally interjecting to comment. Soon enough, they part their 
different ways, with Irene asking Bodave if he’d like to take a walk with her after her last 
class, which ends at 3:30. Given that he has some time then until his last class at 4:15, he 
accepts, wondering just what her motive is. "Does, does she like me, maybe?" he 
wonders, "Or perhaps it's just to get to know a fellow super better? I suppose there is no 
harm in it all." 

He sits through his next and favorite class, Cryptozoology, the discussion of mythical and 
legendary creatures, where today the teacher discusses the Kraken. "The name 'Kraken' 
comes from the Scandinavian 'krake', meaning twisted, an homage to the Kraken's many 
tentacles. Thought to be a mythical creature, the Kraken has been shown to most likely be 
the giant squid, whose existence was proven in 1857. Despite what many of you may 
think, the Kraken has nothing to do with Greek mythology, and the giant squid does not 
even dwell in the waters near the Grecian islands." Bodave writes it all down, but part of 
his focus is on Irene. "Jeez, try to enjoy yourself a little" whispers a nearby classmate, 
"This stuff is awesome!" Bodave snaps back to reality. "Sorry, just some stuff on my 
mind." At the end of his class, Bodave meets up with Irene and the two walk and talk on a 
stroll away from the campus. They talk about what living in the Villa is like, how it feels 
to be around so many supers, and what it's like to get into a fight when powers are 
involved. "Doesn’t it worry you that you could die in a battle with a hero?" "Well, yeah, 
but thinking about it only makes you weaker. You just need to focus on the fight itself, 
and hope things go your way. Well, not only hope, but to strive to make things go your 
way. But there is always fear in the midst." 

So involved that they are, Bodave and Irene don’t realize until the last second that a man 
is coming their way, walking two dogs, and rather big ones at that. One of the dogs starts 
sniffing Bodave's leg, and the man kicks its underside, causing the dog to whimper. 
"Damn it, what the hell are you doing!" "It's alright" Bodave says, "Really, it is." "No, no 
it's not alright" the man answers, as he kicks the dog again. "It's just a dog" says Irene, 
"It's just trying to be friendly." "He knows he’s not supposed to do that. Don't tell me how 
to raise my dog, bitch." Irene is surprised at his retort and chooses to remain silent, but 
Bodave demands an apology. "Take that back, man, she didn’t deserve that." "No. People, 
dogs, they're all bitches in the end. Freakin’ animals." Bodave kicks the man in his 
stomach, and he lurches forward. "Yeah, that hurts, doesn’t it? By your own belief, you 
must be just like a dog as well. Or, we can stop this charade and act civilly and you can 



apologize to the woman." The man looks at Bodave, and shouts "Sic ’em, boys!" The 
dogs, however, remain still. "I said sic 'em! What the hell is wrong with you two!" He 
begins to kick again, but Bodave catches the man's foot with his own, then lifts his leg 
and kicks the man in the face, causing him to stumble backward. "Do not attempt to deal 
out pain unless you can handle it first." 

The man enraged, pulls out a knife and throws it at Bodave, who easily bends backward 
to avoid being hit. Irene, however, is hit in her right arm and gives out a scream of pain. 
She falls to her knees and sobs at the agony, while a red mist emits from her wound and 
soon envelops her entire arm. In a fit of fury she runs at the man and punches him straight 
in the chest. The man flies back and falls onto the ground, his heart literally broken; 
blood starts to pool from his mouth. "Omigod, omigod, what did I do! I killed him, didn’t 
I?! I didn’t mean to, I swear! I just got all caught up and, and I don’t know what. It all 
happened to fast. Help me, please!" Bodave walks over to comfort her. "Relax, take a 
deep breath" - she does so - "You need to keep calm. You obviously didn’t mean to kill 
the guy, but these things happen. It was an accident, and I'm sure it was meant to be, for 
the crimes he has committed. Let's just get out of here." The two briskly run from the 
scene and turn the corner to another block. After some time, they realize the two dogs are 
running after them. "Oh, crap!" shouts Surge, "We need to go faster!" They continue to 
run, but eventually exhaust themselves. Bodave turns, shielding Surge from an attack. 

The dogs, however, begin to lick Bodave's hands, and soon move to Surge, as if thanking 
her for killing their heartless owner. They realize the situation and Bodave begins to 
laugh. "Ha, they're happy to see us. Relax, Surge, it's all good." 

She exhales deeply and bends down to scratch one of the dogs behind its ears. "Well, we 
still need to get out of here before anyone finds us. Where would you recommend?" 
Bodave looks at his watch and notices that's it's already 4:19. "I guess there's no sense 
going to my last class. Was this all fate?" he ponders, then says aloud, "I know a place. 
Follow me. But first, let me take that knife out. It looks strange for us to walk with a 
knife in your arm." He deftly pulls it out, and Surge covers her mouth to muffle her yells. 
She then holds her wound with her left hand to stop the blood from flowing out too 
quickly. The two villains, with dogs in tow, walk for a while until they reach a section of 
the city that is somewhat suburban and filled with small houses. On the way, Bodave 
makes a quick call to Grotesk. "Yeah, I got a fresh body on Hickory Court if you want it. 
Actually, I would prefer if you take it." They go up to a house and Bodave knocks on the 
door, seeing that the time is now 4:37. The door opens and Serenity greets them. "Well, 
hello, Bodave and company. I suppose this isn’t an attack of any sort?" "Not at all" 
responds Bodave, "May we come in?" "I guess so" says Serenity, "It's not like you can 
kill me or anything. Who's your lady friend?" "I'm Irene" she stutters. "It's alright, Irene," 
says Bodave, "This is Serenity." "Oh! I didn’t recognize you, I guess because I'm still in 
shock. Why would a hero help us?" "Eh, I am a hero, but I try to help everyone. When I 
care to, that is. So is 'Irene' your real name, or some kind of alias?" "My real name is, in 
fact, 'Irene', but as a super, I go by the name 'Surge.'" 


Ah. So, tell me Surge, what brings the two of you here?" Bodave answers in her place, 
'We brought you some new pets, if you'd like. I heard that Carrie was eaten. Also, Surge 



accidentally killed a man. Like, it really was an accident. She needs some medical 
attention, as a knife was lodged into her." Surge uncovers the wound and Serenity 
whistles at it. "Nice one. You look pretty well despite being stabbed. I'll be right back." 
She walks away to the bathroom. Surge turns to Bodave and asks, "Can she really be 
trusted?" "Yeah, Serenity doesn't care enough to try and betray us to Topaz or the police. 
She's way too apathetic for extra work." Serenity returns with antiseptic medicine and 
gauze, and fixes up Surge. "Just don’t pick at it or whatever. You should probably go to a 
hospital, but this'll do for the time being. Now, about those dogs, I guess I can take them. 
Pets are supposed to be great for one's mood, you know." "And the guy I killed? What 
should I do?" "Eh, leave it to the cops. With luck, there's no evidence that you did 
anything." "Yeah" says Bodave, "I called in a favor to remove the body. It's useful 
knowing so many supers." "Right, that didn’t sound creepy in the least. I'm not even 
going to ask about it. So what are you two going to do now?" Surge undulates a bit, and 
wonders if they should go to the hospital so soon. "I guess the Villa" replies Bodave, 
"Incarnate can treat Surge, and it's basically a sanctuary for us." "Well, good luck with 
that. Just don’t ask me for any more favors...at least for a while." 

The two leave the house and take the subway to Maple Avenue. On one of the streets 
back to the Villa, they pass a small street in the middle of the block, Erdos Terrace, where 
small townhouses, or mews, populate each side of the road. They see a man holding up a 
couple and their young son, stripping them of their valuables. "Common thievery, how 
pathetic" says Bodave, "If you need it, that's one thing, but as a living, it's plain 
weakness." "Shouldn’t we help?" "The guy has a gun. I doubt either of us can dodge 
bullets, unless you'd like to try. They continue to pass by, when a shot rings out. They 
turn to see the mother dead on the sidewalk. The father starts to grapple with the thief, 
who is too distracted to notice Surge now running toward them. Bodave, in exasperation, 
chases after her, and on the way, pulls out a small cylinder from his pocket, and whips it, 
turning it into a walking stick. The second shot rings out, and the father falls as well. The 
child is in too much shock from the death of his mother to even react. Surge jumps and 
kicks the robber. He falls forward, but quickly catches himself on the child. He turns 
around and points the gun at Surge, but Bodave swings the stick at the gun and hits it 
away from the man. Bodave then plants the stick on the ground and vaults himself into 
the air, kicking the robber with both feet, causing him to fall to the ground onto the two 
dead bodies. Bodave then lifts the stick up in the air, and impales the thief in his stomach, 
who shouts out in immense pain as the stick has pierced through to the other side. Bodave 
pulls back the stick, and wipes the blood off with the thief s shirt. "C’mon, let's get out of 
here," he says to Surge, then turns to the kid and says, "Sorry about your loss. The cops 
will be here soon. They'll probably take you to your closest relative." The boy, still in 
shock, can only muster a slight nod. 

The two villains get away as fast as they can, and eventually make it back to the Villa. 
"What a weird day!" exclaims Surge, "Four deaths just like that! Why is Eisenstadt so 
crime-ridden?" Bodave swallows; "It's kind of the villains' fault. Because of our presence, 
people are more motivated to commit crimes as well, despite all the heroes around. But, 
there is no messenger for sin. They have only themselves to blame in the end." "Doesn’t 
that mean I am to blame for the dog man’s death?" "No, since it wasn’t your intent to kill 



him." "Yeah, but it wasn’t the robber's intent to kill those people either." "True, but he 
started it all off. You simply reacted. Additionally, he was committing a crime, and you 
were just angry because the dog man insulted you. You can’t compare the two events." 
"Ugh, morality is so complex. No wonder this world is so messed up." 



Chapter 29: Oneironaut 


Surge and Bodave had arrived at the Villa, glad to get away from the deaths of the day. 
Surge turns to Bodave and asks, "So how often do you, or any villain, get involved in a 
fight where someone ends up dying?" "It varies by the villain. My kill count is far less, 
than, say, Strongarm’s. But every villain has at least one death on their hands at this point, 
maybe more, since I don’t really keep track - that's really Fly Guy's territory. Say, it's 
getting pretty late" - seeing his watch declare it's 7:24 - "Are you going back to 
campus?" "I'd really rather not" answers Surge, "Who knows who saw me kill that guy 
with the dogs. I’d rather see what happens on the news before returning to school so 
hastily, out in the open where everyone can see me." "In that case" responds Bodave, 
"You can watch the news in the lounge. And I'm sure it's fine by everyone if you stay for 
the night - you can sleep in Zavod’s room." "She won’t mind?" "What? Oh, I guess you 
didn't know of her. No, she died a while ago in Egypt. Here, let me show you the room." 
They take the elevator up and then cross the hallway to get to Zavod's old room, at the 
other end of the corridor. Bodave opens the door and the first thing Surge notices is the 
large amount of plants strewn about. "We take turns watering her plants, since removing 
them from Zavod's room seemed like taking away any last vestige of her. But the room is 
clean and ready for use." "Looks pretty okay to me. A little odd with all the green, but 
nothing too weird if you've ever been to a botanist's house. Can you take me to the 
lounge?" "Sure." 

They take the stairs down to the third floor and enter the lounge, almost bumping into 
Seethe on his way out. "Hey, you must be the new villain...ness. Surge, right?" "Yeah, 
that's me. Sorry, but I don’t actually kn ow who you are. What's your name?" "S'kay. I'm 
Seethe. I'm surprised you don’t know me though. I have a bunch of kills on me." 
"Actually, I know 'Seethe'. There are wanted posters all over. I just didn't know that was 
you. I am humbled by your kill count, though I may not agree with it." "Not to worry" 
Seethe responds, "You live how you live, and I’ll live how I live. We can coexist finely." 
Seethe goes on his way and Bodave and Surge sit on the couch, surfing through the 
channels to find the news. They reach it, but see nothing about the dog man’s death. 
Bodave's kill, however, is all over, as the surviving boy gave great detail as to what 
happened. "These two people, they came out of nowhere and saved my life. One of them 
was a girl and kicked the robber. The other was a guy, and he attacked the robber with 
this stick-thing. By the time the cops came, he was dead and the ones who saved me were 
long gone. Thank you, whoever you are." Bodave turns the TV off. "Aw, isn't that nice of 
him? Well, I'm going to my room now to spar a little before going to bed. I guess you 
could do whatever you want. If you're hungry, the kitchen is on the first floor - it should 
be open. Sleep tight, don’t let the Venus fly traps bite." Bodave leaves and Surge is left 
alone. She watches some more TV for a while, hoping to find anything about her kill, but 
nothing shows up, and she ends up watching a few shows instead. Later, at around 11:00, 
she goes down to the kitchen and grabs a bite to eat before returning to Zavod's room. 

She finds a towel in the closet and takes a quick shower, letting her mind at ease despite 
the day’s events, as she drifts off into a deep sleep. 



Meanwhile, a man, wearing a ski mask and rubber gloves has driven his way to the local 
radio station, a large bag in the passenger's seat. "Ah, Eisenstadt - for tonight, you are 
mine." He walks to the station's door, takes some tools out from his bag, and picks the 
lock, entering the building freely. He goes into the DJ's room and takes apart the 
microphone, separating its pieces that connect it to the wire, which connects it to the 
codifier. The DJ normally speaks into the microphone, the noise breaks into electronic 
signals, and the signals travel via the wire to the codifier. From there, they reach the 
transmitting antenna, where the signals are broadcast to any receiver within the vicinity 
of the radio tower's radius of transmission. The man takes out a large device and sets it on 
the table near the now dismantled microphone. He then withdraws from the device a 
small chip; he lifts the ski mask up, revealing an outlet in the top of his head, and plugs 
the chip into it, restoring the mask back onto it. "The cybernetic microchip, truly a 
marvel. My ability will be greatly amplified." He turns the device on the table on, and 
attaches it to the wire. "Showtime." The man crosses his arms, sits back, and thinks, the 
device blinking and beeping as his thoughts are transmission to the device electronically, 
which then pass through to the tower and are broadcast over the entire city. Soon, his 
thoughts enter the unconscious of every sleeping citizen in Eisenstadt. 

* 

Strongarm is busy dreaming about walking through the city. Not much happens, as 
citizens coming his way flee to the other side of the street, afraid for their lives. All 
continues as normal when he enters a building and the rest of the world melts away 
behind him, leaving him at the edge of the universe, a black vastness outside. Strongarm 
sits down and sips a coffee that he kn ows has been waiting for him, and starts to watch 
the world around him. Suddenly, one of the walls slowly breaks apart, revealing the 
coding within them. A man with long, brown hair jumps through, landing before 
Strongarm, with a seventh of his iris colored yellow. Strongarm, startled at this new 
development, immediately throws the coffee at the man's face, but the man simply 
appears a foot to Strongann’s right, dodging the hot liquid with ease. The chair wraps 
around Strongarm and holds him like a pod, and the man with the long hair disappears. 
Soon after, Cubes' dream is interrupted as well. He is dreaming of getting into a fight 
with Strongarm, his ability to solidify air being used to counter Strongarm's punches. But 
Strongarm is suddenly replaced with the man from Strongarm's dream, and his punches 
move quickly, far too quickly for Cubes to counter. Cubes is struck in the stomach and 
falls to the ground. It melts and absorbs his body, leaving only his head above it. The man 
disappears once again. 

The man, still sitting on the DJ's chair, opens his eyes. "Now that I've got the heads of the 
Villas, it looks like we can begin the fun. Based on the relay signals, it appears all other 
supers in this town, save for Incarnate, are connected to my mind. No matter, this haul is 
great enough." We see that Incarnate is still awake, researching the etymologies of 
various words, but has begun to yawn, and his eyes start to close on him, but he fights to 



remain awake. Back in the man's own dream, the entire sleeping population is lined up in 
columns and rows. "Let's see...let everyone who is not a super return to their own dream." 
A huge amount of the people disappears. Remaining are the supers from both Villas, as 
well as four others to the side: a man wearing several bands over his eyes, looking about 
24; another man wearing headphones, the same age; a woman with violet skin, looking 
about 29; and a girl, about 14, who looks nonnal but has a red portion in her iris upon 
closer inspection. "Now that the whole gang is here - mostly - we can begin." Strongarm 
and Cubes are revealed, trapped in their respective casings. "As you see, I have taken 
your leaders hostage. Choose correctly and perhaps they will live. Choose incorrectly, 
and everyone just might die." "What do you mean, 'perhaps'? Will they die no matter 
what, then?" asks Leopard. "Perhaps, Leo, perhaps. It is all up to the lot of you to 
decide." "What do you want, Nightmare?" barks Bombshell. "What do you think, 
Bombshell?" Nightmare answers, "I want revenge. You let me be captured and taken to 
Kraftbrecher, without ever attempting to break me free. The Family abandoned me, and 
Topaz was obviously no help! Now, things will run by my rules." "So how did you get 
out, anyway?" asks Bombshell, "Your radius of power is only five feet." "Stalling for 
time? That's okay. Being interned in Kraftbrecher, the guards were careful not to get too 
close to me, awake or asleep. I took that time to train myself in the dream world, until my 
radius was greatly enhanced. I was stuck in there for two years, after all. Getting out 
became simple, although there were a number of guards I had to kill while awake. When 
I finally escaped, I searched around for a particular microchip that enhances brainpower 
and stole it. But that's another story." 

"We will play a game. If you get more right than wrong, your leaders, and everyone 
remaining, will live. Otherwise, you will all die. I think that's fair." "Hold on" says Dread, 
standing by Seeker, "What do you mean by 'everyone remaining?"' "It means, dearest 
Dread, that get the question wrong, and you will die. And believe me, when you die in 
this world, you die in reality. Allow me to explain: The dream world exists in the 
unconscious. One cannot live without the parts of the brain that make-up the 
unconscious, so lose it, and you cannot go on. Now, for the first question..." A large 
wheel appears in front of Nightmare; he spins it and it lands on Aquano, and he takes 
from his pocket an stack of index cards. "So, Aquano, what killed Alexander the Great?" 
Aquano thinks about it for a while, unsure of the answer. "Man" he says, looking around, 
"I wish Incarnate were here. Is the answer...a sword?" "I'm sorry, it was a trick question; 
we were looking for 'it is unknown’. Have a good afterlife!" The ground beneath Aquano 
starts to crumble. He runs toward Nightmare, creating streams of water from his hands as 
he does so, but the water does nothing, easily splashing off him. Nightmare's arm 
stretches out and grabs Aquano's neck. Although no one sees it, Nexus tries to interfere, 
and his body glows a very faint yellow as he attempts to pry away Nightmare's hands 
with his mind, but it is to no avail. Nightmare chokes Aquano to death and the hero's 
body disappears. 

"No!" screams Vector. She flies at the supervillain, creating a small tornado around him, 
but it too has no effect. The ceiling shoots down a stalactite which splits into tow arms 
that hold Vector where she floats. "Enough of that, Vector, unless you want to die as 
well." "Why live, when my love has been destroyed?!" Claire is shocked at this, finally 



understanding why Aquano took over Vector's stand as her arch-nemesis. "Relax, you are 
young. There will be more boys out there, provided you can get out of this alive." 
Nightmare spins the wheel again, and this time it lands on Penta. "Ah, the young mistress 
of magic. For your question, what is the name of the 13th zodiac sign, not used by most 
astrologers, but the Sun does pass through it from November 29 to December 18?" 

"That’s pretty easy. It's Ophiuchus, also known as 'Serpentarius'. It splits the days with 
Sagittarius." "Yes, well I should expect such knowledge from a witch. Okay, next turn." 
This time the wheel lands on Serenity. "Alas, the immortal hero. I wonder if that applies 
to dreams as well. Your question is: What is the capital of Missouri?" Serenity thinks 
about it for quite some time. "Let’s see, Mississippi's is Jackson, I know that, but what is 
Missouri's? Hmm, is it Carson City?" "Ooh, so close. It’s actually Jefferson City. 
Goodbye." Serenity is engulfed in flames, but she walks out unharmed. "Is that the best 
you can do?" she wonders aloud. Nightmare closes his right hand, and the ground and 
ceiling rush to meet each other, but cannot crush Serenity. "I guess even in dreams, you 
cannot die" he says, "But why?" "Like you said, the unconscious is represented by 
different parts of the brain. My brain is part of my immortal self, and therefore so is my 
unconscious. Oh well." 

"Yes, 'Oh well', indeed. Well, let's keep this going." Nightmare spins the wheel again, and 
this time it lands on Crusher. "Oh, this should be fun to watch. Crusher, how many organs 
does a man possess?" Crusher, now at the age of 9, has no idea of what to say. He looks 
toward Bombshell for guidance. She starts to speak, but the man interjects, "Now now, 
no cheating allowed." Bombshell's shoulders slump down, a tear rolling down her left 
cheek. "37?" "No, that is incorrect. The answer is 78, at least for now. Ta ta." "No!" 
shouts Strongarm, "Take me instead! He's just a child!" "No substitutes allowed either. 
Crusher must die!" A glass casing shoots out from the ground and traps Crusher. Then, 
the ceiling opens up and water starts to fill the space. Crusher puts his hands to the glass 
in an effort to implode it, with negative results. Just as it reaches his neck, however, the 
glass shatters and the water spills out. "What the hell?!" exclaims Nightmare. "Sorry I'm 
late, everyone" announces Incarnate, "Allow me to destroy this human." "Incarnate, how 
pleasing to see you, the last super, here." He snaps his fingers and lightning strikes 
Incarnate, who drops to the floor, but simply gets back up. "Impossible!" Nightmare 
shouts, "How did you do that?!" "Oh, I always respawn when I die in my dreams. It 
should be no different in yours." Nightmare is enraged. "This isn't how it was supposed to 
happen at all! Die, all of you!" He spreads his arms out and the floor sprouts white 
flames, which begin to consume the supers. Incarnate blinks, and the flames disappear 
instantly. "Child, you cannot destroy me here" Incarnate says. "How so?! The dream 
world is my world; it is the only world I have power in. What makes you so strong, with 
your mere total recall?" Incarnate grins. "First of all, total recall isn't 'mere' - it's rather 
powerful. And secondly, it's not all I possess. You see, total recall is actually a byproduct 
of my true power, and that is that I have no unconscious, but rather it is fused with my 
conscious. As a result, when I dream, I control everything as if I were awake, since, in 
regards to my brainwaves, I am. That’s why I need so little sleep, since I can organize my 
thoughts throughout the day with more efficiency than one's unconscious. Now, let's get 
down to business..." 



Incarnate teleports to Nightmare's side, and knees him in the stomach, and follows 
through by giving him an uppercut into the nose. The man stumbles back and wipes his 
nose, noticing the blood. "Is this...really happening?" "You tell me, dream traveler." 
Incarnate turns into a gigantic, demonic creature and tears Nightmare apart. He is killed 
from the barbaric injuries and all the supers wake up from the dream. The villains quickly 
rush to Incarnate's room and knock vigorously. He answers the door, looking somewhat 
weary. "Yeah, guys, that all happened. Now go back to bed, I'm tired." Not satisfied, they 
persist in talking all at once, until Incarnate says, "I never told you of my true power just 
in case. It helps to keep some things a mystery, you know." Slightly okay with the 
answer, the villains return to their rooms. Incarnate closes the door and goes back to bed. 

* 

Nightmare is found in the morning by the maintenance man. An ambulance is called, but 
it is too late - he is dead. Meanwhile, on the news, Surge's kill is reported, but the witness 
does not come forward. Surge is relieved and goes back to school. 



Chapter 30: The Meetings 


On an alley off of Eigen Place, we see two darkened figures conversing, their images 
obscured by the shadows cast by the encroaching walls, their voices muddled by the 
echoing from the walls as well as by the dither of passing citizens on the main road. It is 
evening, when life in Eisenstadt really starts to buzz and the city comes alive. By the 
voices emitted, we can tell that one of the described persons is male, the other female; by 
their heights, they are relatively young, or perhaps are just short. "We have to stop 
meeting like this. It's only a matter of time before someone finds us" says the female, 
"Imagine what a fiasco that would cause." "There's little other choice but to come out, 
which you have said will be problematic" the male responds, "For now, this will have to 
do." "Oh, if only things were more simple. And yet, had they been simple, this would 
never be. It's a tragic irony of our lives, I suppose." "Indeed" he says, "Although, to be 
more optimistic, I would call it cosmic irony. Let us not dwell on what may go wrong, but 
on what has gone right." "If it weren't for you," she replies, "I wouldn’t be here. None of 
us would. I never got to thank you for that..." "Not at all, I couldn’t have done it without 
you. It was a joint effort. Thank you." "So now what?" she asks, "Must we part?" "Yeah, 
it's getting pretty late, questions might be asked. Until next time, lovely one." "Good 
night." 

* 

Somewhere in the middle of the city, on the corner of Main Street and Route 121, lies a 
tavern by the name of "The Oasis Bar." For this time of day, twilight, it is a very busy 
establishment, energized by the many, now intoxicated, patrons. We see Cubes and 
Strongarm, both in plainclothes, sitting in a far off table, away from prying ears, yet they 
speak with their real names as a caution. It is their regular custom to meet each other at 
The Oasis. Despite being arch-enemies, they are also best friends, unable to simply shake 
away their past together. "I tell you, Chris, this world seems to be a never ending 
maelstrom, a cyclone of chaos and problems. It seems like it never gets any better." 

"That’s why I chose the good side, Robert" answers Cubes, "I will not rest until I make it 
better, even if it will only unwind in the end. True achievement is not judged only by 
accomplishment, but by effort as well. If I cannot inspire love, I refuse to cause fear." 

"Ah, Chris" says Strongann, "There is no point in trying to inspire love. The plebeians 
are deaf to your words, and they are blind to the insightful. And yet, I worry about the 
kids. How will they grow up? Will they be entrenched in this endless war of good versus 
evil, or will they be able to find lives of peace? I fear we are engulfing them in our 
lifestyles." 

"I think they'll do just fine" replies Cubes, "For were we not once children ourselves? 

And yet we still made our own choices in the end. I do not worry too much about them, 
save them dying in a fight, as what almost happened with Khul in Egypt. But if they 
chose to go, the liability lies on their heads. They're practically adults. Well, maybe not 
Sammy, but the others are all approaching that age. I trust our children." "Could be" 



responds Strongarm, "But you know what also bothers me? And this will sounds 
ridiculous, coming from me - my purpose, that's what. What the hell am I doing here? 

Say it's what I always stated before: to conquer the world. And say I do that - then what? 
The only purpose of conquering the world is to show that you can do it. Once you have 
the world, there is nothing left to do but to give it back, and continue your measly 
existence. In the end, my life is reduced to naught. How depressing." "Wow" exclaims 
Cubes, "I've never seen you like this, Robert. What's gotten into you?" 

"I think it was Harry, the way he killed Ricky so easily, and how he almost got Sammy as 
well. Our lives could end at any moment, without any good reason except for what we 
are. It's twice as hard as the normal life, with half the rewards. Don’t get me wrong, I 
think that evil is the true path, and should really be the one called 'good', but sometimes I 
wonder what it's all about, what the big guy has planned for us. Do we live to promote 
peace? If so, history shows that peace never lasts. Is it to enforce a universal set of 
beliefs? That is just as impossible. The only answer is to fulfill one's destiny, yet that is 
withheld from him. So we squander years, decades even, trying to figure it out, only to 
regret and regret. The demigods are the smart ones, escaping this world to the heavens 
above. I envy your son Ray - he got started off early, and knew what he was doing from 
the start." "You're forgetting one thing" says Cubes, "And that's that Ray could never 
have made it without all of us. His birth alone gave him one seventh, Acintya trained him 
for the second, and he worked with the second to gain the third. Without us, he could 
never have gotten this far. So if all our efforts do nothing for us, but change the life of 
another for the better, I’d say that's still a victory." Strongarm sighs, "Maybe I'm just 
getting too old for this. Oh, well. Cheers." They raise up their glasses and drink down 
their sorrows. 

* 

Meanwhile, at the Topaz Villa, Dread and Volta are in the lounge, sitting before a large 
aquarium, watching a sea turtle swim back and forth, pushing its flipper against the glass 
to turn itself around. Getting subsidized by the government sure has its luxuries. "So what 
do you think about the whole Aquano mess, Volta?" "Eh, I say that Incarnate should have 
tortured Nightmare a little before killing him. Sure, I'm a hero, but that bastard killed a 
kid. He deserved a more painful death. Vector must be devastated though. I had no idea 
she was in love with him." "Well, I don’t know about being 'in love' with him. She's what, 
almost 17? Love at that age doesn't really exist. It was infatuation, really. Think of it like 
this: Vector couldn't really find someone normal without telling them her secret of being a 
super, and no one wants to take that risk, so she found another super she could like, and 
Aquano was around for her." "Nevertheless, to have your high school sweetheart 
murdered before your eyes? That must have crushed her. She's been locked up in her 
room most of the time. Someone should go talk to her." "Would that someone be you?" 
asks Dread. "Hey, you're the psychologist" answers Volta, "I'm more of a doer than a 
feeler. Just console her or something, so we don’t have to live in blame for not saving 
Aquano. It's not like we could have done anything, anyhow." "It's not that easy to console 
someone from loss, Volta. They have to eventually overcome it. Time is of the utmost 
necessity, which Vector has plenty of. I'm more concerned as to how she will get close to 



anyone else after all this is over." "Oh, she’ll find someone else eventually" says Volta 
dismissively, flouting her hand, "Since she’s young, she hasn’t felt the full effects of love 
yet. When that happens, she’ll be over Aquano. More importantly is the short term, and 
how that'll affect her daily life, be it school, hero business, or her social and personal life. 
She needs direction as to how to move on. That’s where you come in, Dread." "I guess I 
have no choice then. I better go find her." And she leaves the lounge, she turns to Volta 
and asks, "Say, Where are Misha’el and Mr. Body? I haven't seen them in a while." "Last 
I heard, they were on some unmentionable quest. Something about a weapon and 
preventing evil. Hell, it's all Greek to me." 

* 

Penta and Fly Guy both wander around, floating and flying, respectively, above the city. 
They have no romantic feelings for each other, but occasionally hang out like this to get 
away from it all, even if only for a short period of time. They soar through the sky, the 
cool, nightly wind flowing past them, as the buildings and streets he below. Penta inhales 
a breath full of fresh air, and states, "This usual, sweet night is tainted softly by the dearly 
departed. I feel not sorrow, but worry that it could have been me." Fly Guy, perturbed at 
the sudden admission, quotes, "Startled at the stillness broken, by reply so aptly spoken, 
'Doubtless', said I, 'What it utters is its only stock and store. Caught from some unhappy 
master, whom unmerciful disaster followed fast and followed faster til his songs one 
burden bore. Til the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore of'Never- 
nevermore.'" "From The Raven, nice" responds Penta, "But I speak of what could have 
been, not of what is. Let me state that I am not full of'melancholy'. I just realize how 
easily I could have died. Even magic wouldn’t work in the unconscious self." "I admit it 
was pretty terrifying" says Fly Guy, "But I wasn’t too scared. I figured something or 
someone would save us. Out of all the supers, odds were one of them could do so. And if 
not, hey, I had a good run. Despite my hideous appearance, life hasn’t been too awful, so I 
feel lucky. The Villa makes me happy, and that is enough for me." "Don’t you want to 
achieve more?" asks Penta, "Have you no dreams or goals?" "My only dream was to find 
acceptance, and I have it. Now my only goal is to help out the Villa, to aid everyone in 
their own missions. If we’re on the topic, what about you? What are your dreams?" "I 
wish to master magic, to become a mage, so that I may finally overcome my human state 
and become a true super being, not unlike a demigod. I wish not for power, not for 
stature, but for legacy." 

* 

Throughout all this, Incarnate is in his room, sleeping, although as learned, he is always 
awake; he sleeps, as a secondary purpose, to rest his body. "I do hope Surge was not put 
off by Aquano's death. Her power can be a great asset for us. She has already killed once, 
even if by accident. I hope that will entice her to kill on purpose next time. Perhaps she 
got a thirst for justice. And if not, not. As long as she doesn’t betray who I am, or where 
the Villa lies, everything is fine. Both the path of the hero and the path of the villain are 
ultimately ones of changing the world, so there is little loss as to what she chooses to do. 
Ah, I love when things work out like that. Freedom can be overrated sometimes." 



Chapter 31: The Resolutions 


As the evening slowly turns to night, Dread makes her way from the lounge to Vector's 
room, situated between the floor's bathroom and Aquano's old room. She knocks at the 
door, but no one responds. She knocks harder and still no answer; we now see that Vector 
is in her bed, her arms behind her head, staring mindlessly at the ceiling above, as if 
looking through it. Dread sighs and concentrates her energies. She releases an aura of fear 
that engulfs Vector within it, knocks on the door one more time, and says with 
determination, "Open the door, Vivian. We need to talk." A few seconds pass and the door 
creaks open, answered by a dreary-eyed Vector. Dread enters the room and allows Vector 
to go back to her bed, where she turns away from Dread, facing the wall. Dread takes a 
chair from the desk in the room, scoots it near the bed, and sits on it backward, to rest her 
arms on the top of the chair. "I know this isn't the best time to talk about it, but we need to 
discuss Aquano. He was....you're young, too young for true love. What you two had was 
closer along the lines of infatuation. At your age, life is still very confusing and it's easy 
to mistake one thing for another. Look at it this way: there were only a few other supers 
to be with, and all but Seeker were villains. You saw Aquano and found a kindred spirit, 
someone without parents. You found within him a security." 

At this Vector turns to face her, tears running down her cheeks. "'Security', you say?! No, 
security means something is wrong and you need protection from it. I live in the safest 
building in the city. I certainly didn’t, and don't, have to worry about security. I can take 
care of myself quite well. What Aquano and I had was something else. It was his touch 
when he enveloped his arms around me, showing me I'll be alright. It was his tender kiss, 
the union of our lips, telling me that we’d be together even if the world were torn apart. It 
was his smile, his bright smile, which assured me I was choosing the right path. We had 
kind loving, and we had loving kindness. You can be in a crowd full of people and still 
feel alone, but if you're with the right person, you can still feel together even when no one 
else is around. It wasn’t security, it was love." Dread exhales, not knowing what to say. "It 
can be hard to see otherwise, believe me, I know. But as you just said, 'It was love’. It 
'was', not 'is'. True love goes beyond death, and I don’t think you're ready to give up the 
rest of your life living alone without a partner. If it is in the past for you, that's a sign that 
you may need to move one, to live and love with the memory of Aquano, but not be 
bound by him. At some point, you must learn to be free, or you'll never be happy again." 
Vector thinks about this for a short while and sits up from her bed. "I guess you're right." 
She exits her room, leaving Dread dumbfounded at her remark. 

* 

In the night sky, we still see Penta and Fly Guy aloft, discussing random elements of their 
life at the Villa. "What about Sim versus Seethe? Who would win?" "It depends. How 
much distance is that between them? How much noise? In a completely sterile 
environment, Sim can project astrally pretty quickly; he's been training for most of his 
life, you know. Then again, Seethe can throw up various different types of acid, useful 



against any obstacle that may come his way. In a dystopian setting with rubbish all over, I 
think Seethe would win. But in a field, for example, Sim would be victorious, hands 
down. Every super has his or her arena of choice." Fly Guy, with his sensitive antennae, 
suddenly notices an incoming object. "Hold on, it looks like we have company." They see 
Vector flying toward them, and brace themselves, until they notice that Vector is in no 
emotional conditional to fight if looking so disheveled. "What do you want, Vector?" asks 
Fly Guy, cautious just in case it's a ruse. "I would like to speak to Penta. Alone, if that's 
alright with you." "As long as you answer how you found us." "I didn't. I was making 
away to your Villa, when I saw you guys in the air. Call it fate if you care." "Whatever. 
You okay with this, Penta?" "Sure, leave it to me." Fly Guy flies off, returning to the 
Villa. 

"So what's this about, Vector?" "Well" she responds, "How good are you at magic? Fike, 
really good? I haven’t observed you much, so I don't really kn ow myself." "I mean, I like 
to think I'm good" answers Penta, "But I have my limits, of course. For instance, I could 
kill someone in a single shot, but it would take a lot of energy. I can pull off some crazy 
spells, though." "Would that include necromancy?" "Raising the dead? I've never done it 
before. I do have a book somewhe...wait, is this about Aquano?" "Yeah" replies Vector, "I 
want to resurrect him. Then we can be together again." Penta looks at her questionably 
and wonders if Vector has finally cracked. "Even if I can bring him back he’ll probably 
just be a zombie. The dead are meant to stay that way." "Took, can you do it or not? I'll 
do anything in return." "Fine, but don’t cry about it if you don’t like the results. I'll be 
back soon." Penta goes to the Villa and enters her room through the window. She sorts 
through her books and tomes of the occult until she finds the right one. She takes it and 
returns to an anxious Vector. They fly on to the cemetery where Penta's father brought 
back Spring-Heeled Jack and make their way to the "Heroes" section. They find Aquano's 
grave and Penta stands before it and the book rests in her left hand, open to a chapter on 
for raising the dead. "Fef s see, it says here we need a piece of the deceased. You don't 
have any part of him by chance, do you?" "As a matter of fact" says Vector, "I have a lock 
of his hair...I took it from his body before the burial to remember him by." She hands it to 
Penta. "Yeah, that's not disturbing." 

She waves the lock back and forth over the grave, reciting, "Zu, yule i kadana, ix thalan 
sayban." She drops the hair, and as it reaches the ground, water begins to flow from the 
grave, and it starts to shake. Slowly, Aquano, as a zombie, rises up from his resting place. 
His eyes are blank, save for a small portion that remains red. "Oh, Aquano, dearest 
Aquano!" shouts Vector, as she thrusts her arms around him. "Not sure if that's such a 
good idea" says Penta, as she closes the book and backs away, hoping Aquano won’t 
attack. She's proven wrong quite quickly. Aquano lets forth a torrent of water that pushes 
Vector away. "What is it, Ricky? You can tell me..." "Yep" thinks Penta, "She's lost it. 

You can’t reason with a zombie." Aquano runs at Vector, and she instinctively hits him 
with a rush of wind, knocking him to the ground. "Aquano, please! Please come back to 
me!" she cries, tears starting to roll down her face. But Aquano heeds not her voice and 
continues to attack her with water. "Penta, help me!" "Aquano, stop!" He stops mid¬ 
attack, the water splashing off Vector harmlessly. "I should mention that the one who 
brings back the...'subject' can control him, if strong enough." "So tell him to love me!" 



"That can't be done. Zombies have no emotions, so they cannot feel love. Even their 
remnants of memories of loved ones are questionable. All I can provide is safety from 
him." "Safety?!" shouts Vector, "What good is safety? I want love!" She kisses Aquano 
on the lips, and he reacts by clawing at her face, scratching up her cheeks. She flies up 
into the air where he can’t reach her, and feels the wounds, noticing the blood on her 
hands by the shine of the pale moonlight. She starts to sob, "I, I guess I really can't have 
you back Aquano. I just wanted to kiss you one more time. Penta, can you return him to 
his grave?" "I'll try. Just keep him busy for now so he doesn’t run off." Penta flips through 
the pages to find the chapter again, and then quickly skims the page for reversing the 
process of resurrection. "Lu ali han aba, uvay mix lo thayba!" Aquano stops in his 
motions, makes an about-face, and walks back to the grave, submerging into its watery 
depths - he returns to peace. "Think you'll be alright with this, Vector?" "Maybe, maybe 
not. Maybe Dread was right about it not being true love, but perhaps it was but wasn’t 
meant to be. I don't really know now. It's all too confusing." "It'll get easier with time, I 
promise." "Speaking of promises, I did say I'd do anything for this. What favor do you 
want?" "Oh, nothing at all. The experience of resurrection was plenty enough for me." 

* 

Back in the Villa, Strongarm sits in his office, lamenting. "I could be so much more than 
already am. And what am I? Just a bum. Sure, I'm the head of an entire group of villains, 
but so what? There are others just like me all over the country, all over the planet. I am 
not unique in the slightest: even my superpower is so standard. Why couldn’t I have a 
cooler one, like the ability to fly, or invisibility? And yet, even if I did, I’d be just the 
same, I know it. What is my real legacy? No doubt it is my children. But there must be 
more to living through one's progeny. One must have their own goal that defines them, 
something that shows the world who they are. What is that legacy of mine? Just another 
two-bit supervillain who's been lucky not to get his ass thrown in Kraftbrecher. I have so 
many who love me, yet I feel so empty inside. Why is this? Why can't I be happy like 
those all around me? Is it for the very fact that I'm the head of the Family? That, because 
I have a taste of being in charge, I want more and more? If so, the only conclusion would 
be to throw away my friendship with Cubes and take over Topaz once and for all. 
Although I probably couldn’t even do that. Unless...I mean, I tried before and failed, but 
maybe, just maybe, under the right circumstances...yeah, that's what I'll do. It's the only 
way to become a greater villain. But what if it doesn't pan out as it should? Could I still 
wake up in the morning? Could I still get out of bed? How could I live as a failure? Or 
maybe my definition of failure is too subjective, too biased, and I must look at it from 
another point of view. Having a family, and one full of such greatness, is that not enough 
for me? I fear I am too spoiled..." 

* 

Incarnate, in the mean time, has checked all the local places, only to find his desired 
target missing. "I believe it is as I feared. We have a traitor in our midst. Well, not 
necessarily a traitor, but they're not at the usual spots. I really hope I am mistaken about 
this, so help us all. I could even be seeing the beginning of a spy for us, so I shouldn’t be 



so downtrodden. Yes, that may very well be the truth of the matter. I must continue to 
investigate further instead of making such rash decisions as to what is actually going on. 
And yet, what would it mean if my first impressions were true, if we did have a traitor? 
Our strength would be weakened further, not to mention that Topaz would have all the 
information it needs on us. Should I tell Strongarm? No, it is still too early. I don't want to 
be seen as a fool if I'm proven wrong. Better I should watch for now - not too much can 
happen in the near future that will destroy us. I just can't believe this might be the 
scenario. But I guess hearts are fragile." 



Chapter 32: Bedfellows 


Things calm down the next day, a Saturday. Vector had left her room and got some fresh 
air with no ulterior purpose like the night before, and even seems cheerier at breakfast, 
chuckling at a few of Seeker's jokes. She thinks she feels a little closer to him, but 
remembers what Dread said about security and decides not to make anything of it. 
Instead, she chooses to begin to move on from the loss of Aquano and to try to live a 
little. 

On the other side of town, life at the Villa has also awakened with more energy than 
usual, and the apartment building buzzes with excitement. Leopard and Incarnate are 
planning another baiting trip, and Seethe is ecstatic. "Alright! We've waited way too long 
since the last trip. So which city are we going to hit up this time?" "Oh, it's a place called 
Clarkeston, about thirty miles to the north" says Incarnate, "But I really want to get Surge 
to come along with us. It may motivate her even more to remain a villain - or completely 
backfire - and get her used to causing a little chaos once in a while. The world needs 
order but too much can be stifling and suffocating; chaos allows for a little relaxation." 
They call her up and attempt to convince her to go along with the trip. "Isn't this acting a 
little foolish, Professor?" Surge asks sarcastically, "We are causing innocent people to get 
hurt." "They are only as innocent as they choose to be, Surge. If they participate, they are 
the foolish ones." "And what if a riot breaks out?" she questions, "Are the victims of a 
riot foolish participators as well?" "It is true" responds Incarnate, "That there will be 
innocent victims if such an event occurs. But you need to live a little, and not worry so 
much about these things." "I will go along, but only to observe this so-called 'fun' -1 
won’t join in, as it appears wrong in my eyes." "Very well." 

The foursome travels to Clarkeston by way of van, and Seethe and Surge strike up a 
conversation on the way there. "So what made you become a villain, Seethe? I mean, I 
know how you killed that kid and were forced to live the life of a super, but why as a 
villain and not a hero? What is it that attracted you to this path?" "It was that the good 
always claim to be good, yet once in a while they turn around and attack you" replies 
Seethe, "With villains, you’ll know right from the start if they hurt you or not." "But 
being so young, I doubt you create so much havoc. How do you spend the time?" 

"Mostly, I just sit around doing nothing, unless something of villainy comes up, like one 
of these trips. I wish I could be like Fly Guy and just zoom above the city whenever I 
want without worry of being caught. I do go out with disguises sometimes, but it can be a 
pain. Although things have cooled down a little, so I could probably risk going outside 
without fear of exposure." The rest of the ride is spent with such idle chatter, looking at 
all the sites along the way and a stop at a gas station. Eventually, they reach Clarkeston 
and park in front of a building. Leopard turns off his suit and puts on some everyday 
clothes, and the gang walks about six blocks away, so that, in the event of a riot, their van 
won’t be damaged. They enter a particularly high building and climb up to the rooftop, 
and cross it to the opposite edge. Incarnate, carrying two suitcases, hands one to Leopard, 
and they tiptoe to the very edge. 



Looking down, they see a decently sized crowd, and Leopard opens the first suitcase and 
tosses the counterfeit money into the air, watching the paper slowly flutter downward. 
They quickly back away so as not to be spotted, but move to the sides of the building 
where they can still observe in silence. The people on the street rush to gather the fallen 
dollars, not knowing the worthlessness of the money. As more people begin to arrive at 
the scene. Incarnate goes back to the center and empties out the remaining suitcase over 
the edge, and then returns to his spot. A very large ruckus can be heard from the crowd 
below, and soon sounds of fighting are perceived. The villains lean over to watch as a 
brawl that has emerged in the center of the street is slowly extending outward. Surge, 
though usually more proper, spits in disgust. "I don't call this ’fun’, I call this 'disgusting'. 
These people are acting like animals, all because of us." "If they act like animals, it is 
because, deep down inside, they are animals" says Incarnate, "We all are, each to our own 
extent. Any one of us can be put in the situation where we lust for blood - that is why we 
are called 'human beings'. We are humans in that we possess a body, beings in that we 
possess a soul. But sometimes we act as only humans, and our body's desires overcome 
those principles of our soul. This baiting reveals that truth. That is why I do it." "Ha!" 
exclaims Surge, "The very decision to 'bait' shows the human in you. It is unnecessary to 
go on with actually doing it, unless you gain joy from it, which you appear to deny, but 
know to be true deep down inside. People can be very obvious in their feelings." "Oh, I 
suppose you’re right" responds a grinning Incarnate, "It is a lot of fun to watch. Chaos can 
be a delightful luxury when done in a controlled atmosphere." "I guess" admits Surge, 
"But I draw the line when people get hurt." 


* 

Meanwhile, Strongman meets with a horde of goons in anticipation of his planned attack, 
hoping that their presence will work as a solid line of offense, and unbeknownst to the 
thugs, a distraction if necessary. They sit around many connected tables in a large 
warehouse near the edge of town. "What do you say, my good gentlemen, will you join 
forces with me for my assault?" A large mobster stands up from the group. "You have 
some mighty balls coming here and asking us for help, Strongarm. So far, every man I 
have sent for your causes has died. Why should I trust you this time?" "Because" replies 
Strongarm, "I have before me" - pointing to a stack of suitcases, the result of a bank job 
earlier that day - "An extremely large amount of money, to be paid up front. That's how 
far I'm willing to go for your help." "What good is money if I'm dead?!" shouts a thug. 
"Yeah!" is echoed all around the room. "You misunderstand, gentlemen. The target isn’t 
the Topaz Villa, not yet, at least. It's a little girl named 'Elsie'. She's the daughter of Nexus 
and Volta, and it's only them you have to worry about. I'm sure some of you have wanted 
revenge against those two for a long time..." Strongarm intentionally does not tell them 
about Elsie being a demigod reborn. 

"A little girl?! What's the catch Strongarm?" says the mobster, "What could you possibly 
want with her?" "It's simple. No one, not even a villain, likes to see a helpless girl get 
killed. I'll be holding Elsie hostage once I get her. Topaz will be willing to give up 
anything for her. I plan to hold negotiations for her in this very warehouse. When that 



happens, we can all attack the superheroes together, slaughtering them." "And this Elsie, 
what about her?" "Oh, I'll make sure she has a nice home to live in. With luck, she’ll 
become another supervillain. This plan is just the beginning to taking over Eisenstadt." 
The men murmur all around in sounds of agreement, liking that, working together, they 
can overcome such a pain to their lifestyle. "Well" the mobster says, "I'm in." "Us, too" 
says a throng of thugs to the side. Other groups begin to parrot their approval, and 
Strongarm shows a large smile, delighted at the outcome of the meeting. He passes out 
the suitcases and the warehouse empties out quickly, the meeting dissipating as if it never 
happened. 

* 

Later, after dinner, Strongarm assembles all the villains - including Surge, who has 
stayed over for the night - in one of the lounges to announce his plans. "As some of you 
might know, I met with the lowliest scum of the city today, and persuade them in joining 
with us for a short time. 'For what?' you may ask? I have decided to try to kidnap Elsie 
once more." "Again?!" exclaims Claire, "I thought it was still wrong to do that!" "Not to 
me" replies Strongarm, "I always held the possibility in mind. Think about it: do we want 
to remain just a bunch of supervillains in Eisenstadt, or shall we become terrors on an 
ever growing scale, taking over city after city? If the latter, we need Elsie's power. That 
much is known." "Excuse me" interrupts Surge, "But who is Elsie, and why do we need 
her?" "She's a hero" answers Grotesk, "And six years old at that. But she carries within 
her immense power, greater than any of us, perhaps even combined. With her strength, 
we could dominate." "But she's just a girl! Can’t we do something less morally 
objectionable?" "Like what?" asks Seethe, "Murder? I kid, of course. We’re villains, what 
we do is always hard to accept. We choose a course of actions for the long run." "I still 
feel it's wrong, and refuse to participate" responds Surge. "Same here" says Claire, "I 
didn't do it last time, and I won't bother with this plan either." "Eh, I guess I'm up for it" 
pipes Bombshell. "What?! I thought you were against it last time, Mom." "Eh, a woman 
can change her mind. I don’t know, I guess I’m just bored. I haven't done much in the lab 
lately and I need to get out more often." 

"Anyway" says Strongarm, "The dregs of society don’t know about Elsie's power. They're 
essentially pawns to make it easier to kidnap her. Once we do have her, we draw out the 
heroes to bargain for Elsie, and then we attack them. Outside the Villas, it should be an 
even playing field, although we’ll have the element of surprise, plus whatever amount of 
thugs is left over. It's not too great of a plan, since the heroes might question what exactly 
we would want in exchange, but I'm hoping it won't come to that." Surge asks the 
ultimate question on everyone's mind. "If Elsie is as powerful as you say, how will you 
kidnap her?" "We knock her out" says Fly Guy, "By whatever means. I say chloroform, 
since it doesn't involve bodily harm to the child." "At least that's being decent about it, 
but I still won’t join." "Alright, we get it" exhorts a tired Strongarm, "All those who are 
in, raise your hand...whichever hand you want." All but Claire and Surge raise their 
hands. "Excellent. We attack tomorrow, when Elsie and her parents will be at the park. 
Things are looking mighty swell right now." 



The rest of the night is spent in rest by some of the villains, in leisure by others. Incarnate 
spends his time following the potential traitor, eventually finding one of the meeting 
spots with the enemy. He leaves his car and follows on foot, and struggles to overhear 
what they're saying, but, having to keep his distance, the voices are too vague. What he 
sees, however, speaks for itself, and he returns to his car, smirking. "I can't believe it. 
This...is just too much. Oh, well, all in good time. I have the attack to worry about for 
now." Back at the Villa, Strongarm is lying in bed, pondering the possibilities of the next 
day. "Either everything happens, or nothing does. Unless a villain dies, there is no loss in 
trying. But if this goes wrong, I guess I'll give up on getting Elsie. I feel I am missing the 
other side of the story, but that will hopefully emerge. Ah, better get some sleep." 



Chapter 33: The Second Attempt 


On Sunday, there is now a noticeable tension throughout the Villa in preparation for the 
attack. Surge and Claire leave early, going back to campus and the mall, respectively, or 
so they claim, in order to get away from what they consider an indecent proposal. The 
rest of the villains are both nervous and excited at the prospect at taking on Elsie, 
arguably the strongest hero, and her parents, who are certainly no pushovers themselves. 
Fly Guy is kept as a lookout for now as he tracks the heroes' movements in Hypatia Park 
from above and reports back to Strongarm. The entire crew travels to the park, sans suits 
so as not to raise suspicion, lest Nexus or Volta suddenly notice a random pedestrian 
fleeing the area. Nexus has noticed Fly Guy, but thinks nothing of it - Fly Guy routinely 
scouts for information, and is generally harmless if left alone. The villains arrive at the 
park and quickly make their way to designated positions all around, hiding for now while 
the mob will attack first. In hiding, it is now safe to change into their suits, as once the 
mob attacks, they will need protection from any possible exposure. Strongarm has made 
contact with the head of the thugs, and instructs them to move into their positions as well. 
"Mission is go. Have half your men stay hidden with us, and have the other slowly 
encircle the target, trapping them on all sides." "Understood. This better work Strongarm, 
or your ass is mine." 

Different men join different villains at their spots, so as not to make their plan too 
obvious to the heroes. Nevertheless, little escapes Nexus' keen eye. He turns to Volta, and 
says, "Say, don't you think there is an awfully disproportionate amount of men to 
women? I’d put the ratio at three to one in the least." "Maybe there’s some 'ladies only' 
event going on, so the women are elsewhere. Or the converse, and there's some 'men 
only' event, so these guys are all making their way there." "Still" ponders Nexus, "That 
seems strange to happen at a park, and on such a day when it looks like it'll rain. 
Something seems off. I saw Fly Guy before - do you think there's a connection?" "Are 
you insinuating that there is?" asks Volta, "Because I certainly don’t know." At that 
moment, Nexus becomes aware of several large men following them, turns to Volta, and 
says "Well, something is about to happen to us." He turns around and Volta and Elsie 
follow, noticing the small horde approaching. "Is there a problem, gentlemen?" "Yeah, 
there is" says the brash thug leading the group, "That little girl over there. Hand her over, 
and nobody has to get hurt." Volta notices men approaching from each and every 
direction. "This is serious" she whispers, "There are a ton of them. What if they have 
guns?" "Then we flee" Nexus whispers back, "You're fast enough for that, especially if I 
combine my power with yours." The thug pulls out a gun and cocks it. "Last chance, 
man. Don’t do something you'll regret." Nexus grins and replies, "You said it, not me." 
The gun spins in the man's hand and the barrel points at his head. "I suggest you run." 

The thug is too scared to speak, but another takes control. "Everyone, rush him!" 

All the goons, from all around the family, run toward them. Average people in the park, 
seeing this all go down, flee for their lives, not wanting to get anywhere near such a large, 
unruly crowd, but some stay to watch the action, to witness such a story, while others are 



frozen in fear. Volta reacts to the mob by throwing lightning bolts at as many men as she 
can handle, and the fact that they're group together allows for the electricity to conduct 
and pass to each others' bodies, hurting many at a time. Nexus, still controlling the gun 
with his telekinesis, throws it around, whacking thugs in their heads and chests. Seeing 
this from behind some bushes, Strongarm sends in the second line of pawns, and as much 
as Volta and Nexus fight, they are slowly being overcome. The second line proves too 
much for them, and soon a hand grabs Elsie. Looking up she sees a grinning mobster, and 
while she was already frightened by all the fighting, she is now terrified. She shrieks and 
grabs onto Volta's leg. Volta turns, and seeing the man, kicks him with her other foot, but 
more and more men began to hit the two parents. It proves too much for Elsie to bear, and 
she lets out a cry. The clouds above become blackened and a strong wind passes over the 
crowd. The feeling of an eerie calmness runs through them all. One of the men soon 
points to the sky and gasps: a small hole has appeared and is quickly getting larger and 
larger. The inside is entire opaque, and the strange object is spinning. "Is that" Nexus 
wonders aloud, "What I think it is?" He quickly grabs Volta and Elsie and holds them 
close. "Don’t let go" he admonishes. The landscape slowly breaks away, grass and dirt 
floating up to the anomaly. As some of the men begin to drift away as well, one of them 
shouts, "Black hole! Get out of here!" The men farthest from the action attempt to get 
away, but the black hole goes stronger in intensity and soon they are all swept up, 
including many of the bystanders. Meanwhile, Nexus has firmly planted himself onto the 
ground, using his mind to push his family away from the sky, knowing Elsie can’t 
possibly stop them from being taken as well. The effort nearly exhausts him, but soon the 
black hole closes up and the sky returns to its drab color of the day. 

The villains have taken hold of trees, bushes, and whatever they could find, and, in 
addition to the distance to the scene, were able to be saved, although Leopard almost gets 
taken and falls from the sky, but lands perfectly on his feet. At this, the villains' plan has 
been betrayed to the heroes, and they start to run from Leopard, only to be encountered 
by villains in every direction once more. Seethe and Fly Guy take the initiative and attack 
the parents. Fly Guy flies as fast as he can to avoid being hit by Volta, while slowly 
closing in on her in a spiraling fashion. Nexus, however, momentarily stops him in midair 
and Volta uses the opportunity to strike him with lighting. Fly Guy goes flying back and 
lands in a tree, out of the game. Seethe finally nears and pull out an invention of 
Bombshell's, an acid gun. He pulls the trigger and a flow of sulfuric acid sprays out at the 
family. They cannot dodge in time, but remain unharmed as something else has taken 
their place as the target. Made of mud, it slowly dissolves into the ground, and Volta, not 
really sure what has just happened, simply throws a bolt at Seethe, knocking him out as 
well. Nexus and Volta are almost out of energy at this point, and Strongann, seeing them 
pant, orders the rest of the Villa to attack, all at once. Again, before they get to them, the 
heroes are defended. Beings of mud, creations of Elsie's, rise from the ground and fight 
one-on-one with the villains. Grotesk pulls out a sword from behind and quickly strikes at 
his enemy, easier removing its head and arms, while Leopard ferociously tears his apart. 
Incarnate is not so lucky, as neither his knife nor gun is enough to do any real damage 
and the creature quickly takes him down; Bombshell blows away the head of her 
opponent, but it continues to fight anyhow, and an unlucky strike to the stomach knocks 
her down. It continues to beat on her until Strongarm, winning his fight, assists her. 



Bodave and Penta are pushed back-to-back by the earthen monsters, and while Bodave's 
kicks and punches seem to do little to them, Penta whips out a powerful spell of fire and 
melts the two away. Crusher, unafraid, simply touches the mud monster before him and 
decreases its inner pressure until it hardens and then crumbles. 

Sim, watching all this from the sky in his astral form, decides it is time to knock out the 
heroes, all tired from the mission. He zooms down to strike at them, but Nexus, seeing 
that the creatures were not enough to stop all the villains, turns to Volta. "It's time to go, 
honey. Can you do it?" "I'll see what I can do. The family huddles together, and Nexus 
lifts them up, while Volta shoots bolt after bolt from her hands, accelerating their ascent 
into the sky, creating an arc of electricity as they fly away and hurtling from the park at a 
great speed. Sim goes after them. The rest of the villains can only watch them flee, 
trapped on the ground. "Hey, Penta" says Bodave, turning to her, "Why don’t you go after 
them?" "Eh...I'm actually pretty tired. That fire I used was pretty exhausting. I could go 
after them, but definitely couldn’t fly as quickly as they're going. We need to rely on Sim 
to finish things up." They all retreat back to the cars, hearing sirens in the distance, and 
drive away. Sim, meanwhile, has tracked them to a few blocks back from the Topaz Villa, 
and the heroes are beyond exhausted at this point. Sim easily knocks the three out and 
pulls on Elsie’s astral form, tugging it so that her body follows along, as he flies up in the 
air, her body floating behind. As he turns back toward the Family Villa, however, he 
becomes aware of another presence. Seeker shows up behind him, looking as angry as 
one can in an astral state. "Well, what do we have here, Sim? Please return Elsie to her 
family - I really don’t want to fight you. Remember, that even if you win, I'll just be 
recalled back to my body, and I'll inform the rest of Topaz." "Not if I hold you back and 
prevent you from being recalled. Then I can beat you down until you're knocked out." 
"Then I'll just return right now." "Hardly", says Sim, "I could be going anywhere with 
Elsie. You'd never find me either way. Later." 

He turns back and continues on his way, but Seeker speeds up to him and tries to attack. 
Sim catches his punch with his free hand and kicks him in the stomach with his foot. He 
proceeds to knee Seeker in the head and finishes by swinging Elsie at him, her astral 
form, within her body, striking his. "You could never compete with me, Seeker. I taught 
you everything." Seeker falls away and gets recalled to his body, and quickly makes his 
way from his room to alert other heroes. By then, however, Sim has moved pretty far, 
already several blocks more once the heroes have been informed, and he gets away. 
Unfortunately for him, he cannot hide the fact that Elsie's body is essentially floating in 
the sky, and Cubes, on one of his many walks, spots her in the sky. He quickly runs up a 
staircase on solidified air, the back slowly disintegrating as the front continues to expand. 
He soon gets to her body and encases her from the neck down. Standing on a platform of 
solid air, he tries to figure out Sim's precise position, knowing that it could only be him or 
Seeker that's holding her, and Seeker would never be allowed unless there were some 
serious trouble, yet he was not informed of any. Nevertheless, he feels it still can be 
Seeker and there was simply no time to tell Cubes of the situation, so he acts with 
caution. Elsie's body floats over to Cubes, and he takes it, relieved that it was Seeker in 
the end. He walks down the reforming staircase with her body, but Sim kicks him from 
behind, and he tumbles down. He accidentally lets go of the casing, but quickly creates 



from it a pole that he takes with one hand. He catches himself with another platform and 
bounds down from one to the next until he reaches the ground. There, he disintegrates the 
casing around Elsie's body and sets her aside, while he tries to find Sim. Sim attacks him 
from below, into his stomach but Cubes grabs the invisible ann and, feeling it, pulls Sim 
up. He knees Sim right in the chest, then kicks him in the stomach, and finishes with a 
barrage of punches to the chest. 

Sim flies back to his body, still in the van with the others, "Sorry guys, Cubes came out of 
nowhere and somehow got the better of me. I have failed." "Relax" replies Strongarm, 
"We all failed. I guess we just can’t get Elsie." "I think there's a lesson here" says 
Incarnate, "Certain powers are not to be toyed with. With strength as unstable as Elsie's, it 
may be a good thing to leave her be. That black hole was just one example of why. 
Imagine if she created a flood, a tornado, or a hellstorm of fire? We wouldn’t have 
survived. Maybe we can change her when she matures, or maybe we shouldn’t try this 
again. She’s too powerful to be messed with. I fear what will happen in the future: if she 
becomes a hero, she might destroy all evil on Earth. I guess that wouldn’t be so bad if it 
brought total peace, but that will never be the case, and even if it were, she would 
eventually die one day and things would revert to nonnal. I guess what I'm saying is, we 
should thank our lucky stars none of us actually died like all of those goons and 
witnesses. It's a good thing we had those lines of attack first." 



Chapter 34: Strangers In Time 


Nearing the end of the night, Strongarm takes a break from all the hectic activity of the 
past two days and spends some time in one of the lounges, lazing about while he watches 
some TV. He lies back and stretches, grateful that, while they failed to kidnap Elsie once 
again, he knows he did his best. "Unless" Strongarm thinks, "I just need to take a 
different approach to get her. But there's no point on dwelling upon such matters. We 
failed, and that is all. Success is often determined more by effort than by actual victory. 
Beside, things are going pretty well for me." Incarnate has been going around the Villa 
trying to find Strongarm, and soon discovers from Bombshell that he's been resting. He 
makes his way to the lounge and sits on a chair perpendicularly-faced to the couch 
Strongarm is on. "Hey, Incarnate, what's up?" "Well, I've been speaking to Sim about 
what happened, and an interesting twist came up." "What do you mean by 'interesting 
twist'? He was beaten by Cubes, was he not?" "Oh, no doubt" answers Incarnate, "But 
there was something else he didn't reveal to us in the van. Before Cubes, Sim had a run-in 
with Seeker over Elsie's body. He easily beat Seeker, but that's not the issue. The problem 
is that Sim was a few blocks away from the Topaz Villa when he found Elsie and the 
others. There was no reason for Seeker to be there." "Well" Strongarm ponders aloud, "It 
could be he was on the way to some place and saw their bodies. Or maybe he was in an 
astral form to begin with, and was doing some time of meditation. I don’t know how well 
one astral body is at detecting another." "In my opinion, it was too much of a 
coincidence. I didn’t tell you this earlier, because I wasn’t sure of the time, and I'm still 
not that sure, but I think we have a traitor in the Villa that told Seeker. Moreover, I 
believe I know who the traitor is, but I don't want to make rash decisions." "A traitor?" 
asks Strongarm, cocking his head to the side, "And who might that be? I thought we were 
all pretty close to each other...don't tell me it's Surge." "With your permission, I’d rather 
not say who it is yet, since I need further probing. But two things that bother me are these 
questions: why did only Seeker come, and why did he do so only at the end? How come 
no one showed up at the park? Because of this, I can't be sure the person was a traitor at 
all, and you may be right about it being a coincidence. This is why I was hesitating to tell 
you, and why I don't want to reveal my suspicions yet." "Well, keep me updated" sighs 
Strongarm, "Although this is certainly troubling news." Incarnate leaves the room and 
Strongarm reverts his attention back to the TV, where news of the park attack is being 
featured. It seemed that some of the goons got away, but nothing to cause much trouble 
for Strongarm. 

* 

At 2 AM, as the city sleeps, another black hole opens up, this time at the top of the mall. 
Two figures fall out and land on the roof: the first is male, looking to be around 25, while 
the second is female and seems to be about 18. The two turn to each other and the female 
says, "It looks like we survived the trip. I can't understand why no one else did, though." 
"Beats me" says the male, "I don’t know this kind of crap. Black holes are far beyond my 
grasp. But I have to admit that was a pretty freaky trip. What exactly happened there?" "I 



think" the woman answers, "If I can recall anything about black holes, time was 
completely messed up when we were sucked in, and then we were stretched to infinitely 
thin bodies of particles. Somehow we lived through it. I do wonder, though, who are you 
exactly? The last thing I recall was being in the park and getting sucked into the hole." 
"That’s what I remember as well. I was hired by the villain Strongarm to kidnap this little 
girl. He conveniently forgot to tell the others and I that the girl can create black holes." 
"Wait, you're one of the goons? You're not going to try anything, are you? I can defend 
myself if needed!" "Relax, I think I'm too scared to go back to crime knowing she's out 
there. Maybe I'll go just go to college or try to find a nice, safe job. Well, I'm out of here. 

I need to get back home. Are you coming?" "I guess I have no choice. My parents are 
probably wondering where I am..." The two make their way to the rooftop entrance, only 
to find that the door is locked. The male pulls on the door's lever handle, but nothing 
happens. He keeps pulling on it more and more, trying to break the lock and get through, 
but straining himself to no avail. "Maybe there's another way?" asks the woman. "I feel 
like it's starting to give" says the man. 

He puts all his effort into it and, suddenly, two more hands emerge from his wrists and 
grab the handle as well. "Hey, thanks" says the man, his eyes shut from the effort. "I, I 
mean, that's not me" gasps the woman. The man opens his eyes and notices the extra set 
of hands coming from his wrists. "What the hell?!" He quickly backs away from the door 
and shakes his hands, trying to remove the extra ones. But as he shakes, arms start to 
appear along his own, then shoulders, and soon the rest of a clothed body. The man is 
blinded as another head sprouts from his own, his sight regained when the back of the 
second head separates completely. The new, second man turns around and offers his hand. 
"Hey, how are you?" he asks with a genial, gentle, and genuine smile. The first man yelps 
in shock and then asks, "Are you...me?" as he notices that they are identical, save for the 
clothes. "In a way, yes. I'm you, about a week from now. As it turns out, going through 
that black hole gave you, or rather, us, some kind of power that allows you to call a future 
version of yourself, hence the different clothes." The man stumbles back, speechless. 
Meanwhile, the woman turns to him. "What about me? Did I get any power?" "Yes, you 
can mess around with the space-time continuum as well, warping the area around you 
within a certain radius." "Hold on!" exclaims the first man, "If I can call you, can you call 
others, and so on, in an infinite chain?" "Nah, it seems only you can 'call' once. I think it's 
because when I, or another, gets called, it loops time around into a closed cycle, but hell, 
I'm no scientist. Anyway..." And with that, the future man pulls on the door and the lock 
finally gives. "There you go. I have to leave now, as I don’t want to mess the future up too 
much, whatever it is. Although Serenity said that the future contains an infinity of 
possibilities, so who knows if this affects anything." He jumps into the first man’s body 
and disappears. Then man rubs his eyes. "Did that just happen? And who's Serenity?" The 
woman thinks about it for a second, then replies, "Isn’t that the name of one of the 
heroes? I guess he could have been talking about her. Say, what's your name? I never got 
it." "I'm Don. And you are?" "Fiona." They shake hands, or at least attempt to, as Don’s 
hand never reaches Fiona's. "What the? What's going on?" he asks. "I guess this is what 
the future you mean in saying that I can warp space, whatever that even means. Heh, it 
feels kinda good. I feel...powerful." The two enter the mall and exit it from the bottom 
floor. The alarm goes off and the two of them scamper away into the night. 



* 

In the morning, Serenity wakes up and feeds her recently acquired dogs and checks the 
morning news. The attack on the park makes the front page, but she already heard all 
about it from the Villa after Volta and the others recovered following a long nap. "Just 
another day in the life, I suppose" she mutters to herself, "Humanity never changes." 

After dressing and eating some breakfast, she takes the dogs out and goes for a walk. On 
her way along the road, she comes along Don who is sleeping by the wall of a building. 
The dogs sniff around him a little and Serenity bends down. "Sir? Are you okay?" The 
man stirs and wakes up to the sight of Serenity. "You!" he shouts, "You're Serenity, 
right?" "Well, yeah, that's me. Why do you ask?" "I was told about you. By my future 
self." "Oookay, I think I'll be going now." She starts to get up, but he grabs her hand. 
"Wait! Please, I'm not crazy. I was part of the attack yesterday and got swallowed up by 
the black hole. I emerged sometime later only to find that I could summon, or 'call' as he 
put it, a future version of myself. He mentioned your name in explaining how this was all 
possible. He said that you said that the future contains an infinite amount of possibilities. 
Does any of this even make some sense to you?" "I’ve been around for a while, but I've 
never heard of this before. Are you sure you're sane? Of course, asking that is the 
definitive catch-22, since no crazy person would ever say they're crazy." "Please believe 
me. At least let me try and prove it to you." Don gets up, and puts his hands forward. He 
strains to call a future version of himself, but nothing happens. "You're not making this 
easy, Don. I have to go now." She stands up and starts to leave "But wait, it's true. There 
was a woman with me, younger. She can warp the area around him. I'm serious! I can 
bring you to her, and she’ll show you it's all true." Serenity stops and turns around. "Fine, 
lead the way. It's not like I'm losing a day of life, anyhow. Let me just bring my dogs back 
first." 

After returning the dogs, the two get in Serenity's car and drive on through the city until 
Don reaches Fiona's house. They hear angry shouting from within, and Serenity wonders 
if it's such a good idea after all. Don does not hesitate, but proceeds forward and rings the 
bell. The weary looking woman answers the door. "Whadya want?" "I’d like to speak to 
Fiona, if it's possible." "Oh, you're that guy that brought her back last night. Well, she 
doesn’t need to associate with your kind." The woman slams the door. This time, Serenity 
knocks on the door, and woman opens it once again. "Didn't I just say - wait, who are 
you?" "I'm Serenity, the superhero. I'm here to speak to Fiona." "What's this all about? 
Fiona keeps yelling about a black hole. Does that have to do with you?" "I guess I'm 
about to find out." "Fine, fine. Fiona, get over here!" The shouting in the house stops as 
Fiona arrives at the door. "Oh, hey Don! What brings you here?" "Me, I guess" replies 
Serenity, "Don said you have a power of sorts. Is that true?" "It sure is - watch." She 
holds out her hand and says, "Go, on, take my hand." Serenity tries to take it, but her 
hand slips back, as if it were frictionless and unable to make true contact. "Very 
interesting" says Serenity, "I guess I owe you an apology, Don." "For what?" asks Fiona, 
"He led you to me, didn’t he?" "Yeah, but I didn’t believe he had a power at first. He does 
have one, right?" "He does" she answers, "But couldn’t you just look at his iris? I know 
that it changes color when a power emerges, or so I've been told." Serenity stares blankly. 



"Yep, I'm an idiot. Let's see..." She looks at both Fiona's and Don's irises, noting the red 
arcs within. "It looks like you both have physical superpowers." "Hey, I noticed you have 
a indigo iris, Serenity. What does that have to do with immortality?" "Ah, it's a spiritual 
power, and a long story, not for now. Let's get you two to Topaz." The woman from 
before, Fiona's mother, approaches Serenity. "I couldn’t help overhearing the 
conversation. Are you saying that Fiona's a super now? If so, I don't know if I want her 
joining the super game. It's too dangerous." "I agree" says a gruff man from behind, 
"Fiona has school to worry about. I'm not too keen on the danger aspect of being a super 
either." "Relax, many supers have fulfilling lives attending to both being a hero and 
having school or work." "I'm going whether you like it or not" huffs Fiona, "I'm 18 and 
I'm an adult. I should be able to choose this for me." "Even after all we've done for 
you?!" shouts the man, presumably her father, "We've sacrificed years to raise you so that 
you could have everything you need. We have a say in this as well." "Whatever" is all 
Fiona responds with as she leaves the house. Her father grabs her shoulder, but it never 
reaches it and just slips away; the parents can only watch as they get into the car. As they 
back up from the driveway, Fiona thinks to herself, "Zeno's first paradox of motion: You 
can never catch up." 

* 

They soon arrive at the Topaz Villa, and Don and Fiona are excited to be at such a hub of 
supers. Rumors often go around about what happens in the two Villas, but no normal 
human being ever knows for sure. Serenity finds a parking spot a block away from the 
Villa and they walk the rest of the way. Once inside, they meet all the different heroes and 
heroines, giddy with excitement as each one is introduced. Cubes sits them down in the 
lounge and stands before them. "I'll be as fra nk and straightforward as possible. We want 
you two to join our team. I think you'd make great assets." "I'm in!" shouts Don, 
practically falling off his seat, "I think I want to say as close to Elsie as possible, knowing 
how safe I would be." "I don’t know if'safe' is the right word" responds Cubes, "Seeing 
as the Family has tried to kidnap her twice already. But I appreciate your enthusiasm. 
What about you, Fiona? Will you become a heroine for your city, for your family, and for 
yourself?" She stares at the floor, thinking. "I mean, I do want to be a super, but I don’t 
know I necessarily want to fight. But I do want to participate somehow." "Well, there's no 
rush, so take your time. And speaking of time, Don, I hear your powers are time related?" 
"Yeah" says Don, "I can bring out a future me, but it doesn't always seem to work. Maybe 
it's because I'm new to it all." "Don’t worry about it, no one starts out perfect...usually. 
And you, Fiona, I hear you can change space?" "Something like that. I don’t fully 
understand it, but it gives me a great feeling of being in control." "Just remember" warns 
Cubes, "That too much control can be a bad thing as well." 

Serenity brings Fiona back home, while Cubes, Seeker, and Don go to Don's apartment to 
pick up his stuff, Seeker being an immense help with his physical power. Don is excited 
at the prospect of becoming a hero, but Fiona is more conflicted. Back at home, her 
parents continue to berate her for leaving them like that, admonishing her not to do it 
again. "You have responsibilities young lady, and I don’t expect you to drop them just to 
be a hero." "'Just', mother? To be a superhero, isn’t that the envy of the city, of the world? 



I can change things for the better. How the hell does schoolwork even compare to that?!" 
"Because when you're a super, everyone is out to get you. When you’re a student, all you 
have to worry about are your grades. You only just started college this year, and I don’t 
want to see you throwing away your future so quickly." "Being a super is my future!" 
screams Fiona, "Don’t you get it? I can still go to college. As for the danger, is there not 
danger in being a normal person as well, especially in Eisenstadt? Not a week goes by 
without a murder taking place. Best I live with other supers who can help me." "Fine, do 
what you want. Don't cry if you get raped." 

Fiona leaves her house in anger, jogging to the Topaz Villa. Turning a corner, she runs 
right into a big man and she falls backward to the ground. The man looks down upon her 
and scowls. "Are you asking for death, Missy?" He bends down and picks her up by her 
neck - his hand slips, but his firm grasp overrides her power. She struggles to get out of 
his grip and kicks the air, accidentally striking him in the groin. He falls to one knee but 
her neck remains trapped by his hand. "I'll take that as a ’yes'" he says in a dark tone, and 
proceeds to choke her. "This oughta teach her to look where she's running" he thinks, 

"She got my suit all dirty. Well, better let her go before she really dies." He releases her, 
but Fiona thinks it's because of her power. Instinctively, she places her palm on his heart, 
and the time there slows down, so that not enough blood gets pumped to his brain. The 
man falls to the floor, still alive but unconscious. Fiona looks at her hand. "Did I really do 
that? Can I mess with both time and space, or are they really one? This is way too 
complicated for me." All Fiona knows is that she felt good doing it. She races to the Villa 
but gets intercepted by Penta. 

"Say, miss, I see you've got a unique strength. Care to join the Villa?" "What? Cubes said 
not to rush things. And who are you? I don’t believe we've met before." "I'm Penta, the 
villainess. I was referring to the Family Villa, not Topaz. Are you already that sure of 
being a hero? Because becoming a villain has its perks as well." "Interesting offer, but 
how did you find me? This city is pretty big..." Penta inhales; "Well, my comrade Fly 
Guy is still out cold from yesterday, so I was sent to scout instead of him for the day 
while he recovers, although it is Monday and I do have school. Anyhow, I was watching 
the Villa when I saw Serenity and two others enter the building. The other one, that guy, 
went with Cubes and Seeker, so I decided to follow you and Serenity. I've been observing 
you since and noticed how you stopped that guy just by touching his chest. Not bad, not 
bad at all." Fiona is taken aback. "Oh, well, I don't know what to do. It felt good to hurt 
that guy since he choked me for such a petty reason as running into him. Do you, do you 
think I'm better off as a villain than a hero? It does make me feel strong." "I can only 
recommend, not tell. But I think it's good to be a villain. You're bound by less rules of 
conduct than a hero. And you aren’t really upbraided for messing up or doing the 'wrong' 
thing." "Huh" says Fiona, thinking about all the times her parents reproached her, "I'll 
think about it. Do you mind if I stay in your Villa for the night, to get a feel for the place, 
so I can finally decide?" "It's not up to me" says Penta, "But I'm sure you'll be allowed. 
C’mon." Penta flies up into the air and casts a spell upon Fiona, chanting "Zu ix han 
zaban, yula." Fiona feels herself float up to the sky, following behind Penta as she travels 
toward the Villa. "Holy rainbow monkeys, this is amazing!" yells Fiona, "I feel 
incredible!" Penta smiles. "They always say that the first time" she thi nk s. As like before, 



Fiona is introduced to the various villains currently at the apartments, while others are 
still out for the day. They get to Strongarm's office and Penta relays to him the situation. 
"Sure" sighs Strongarm, "Why not? I've got other problems to worry about right now. 
Better stick her in Zavod’s old room." As they make their way there, Fiona asks, "Who's 
Zavod? I haven’t heard of her before." "She was a villain that died last year, a human- 
plant hybrid." "Oh, I guess I have heard of her, I just never knew her name. Word spreads 
around quickly." They finally get to her room and enter. It's still filled with all the 
different plants Zavod once tended to. "We've been taking care of her plants since she 
died, watering them and whatnot. And don't worry, the bedding is clean. We washed it 
some time ago just in case someone came." 

* 

The next morning, Strongarm drives Fiona over to the Topaz Villa, to confirm her 
decision with the two patriarchs. They buzz the apartment and Fiona asks for Cubes. 

After she tells him it's her. Cubes retrieves Don and the two make their way down to the 
front of the building. Cubes glares at Strongarm, saying "I didn’t expect you, Strongarm, 
especially after Sunday's events. You're treading on thin ice." "I am here only for Fiona's 
sake, do not misunderstand. So, Fiona, what have you decided?" "First off she says, "My 
name is no longer 'Fiona'. I want to be called 'Chrono'. I think it's fair that I get a 
codename like everyone else. Secondly, I've decided to become a villain. Both sides are 
valid to me, but I need the independence of being on the side of evil. Besides, I like the 
power I get out of it. For once, I feel strong and secure. You know what I mean, Don, 
right?" "Like you I've chosen a new name, 'Xeno'. And I do know what you mean, 
Chrono, but I've also learned that power can be one's undoing. Feeling strong is nice, but 
there are more important things, like knowing you'll be safe. That's harder to find within 
evil." 



Chapter 35: Exhibition 


That night, Fiona, or Chrono as she is now called, spends the time listening to tales of 
villainy from the others at the Villa. She is particularly impressed by Seethe's story and 
the transformation of his power as a source of trouble to a source of strength. "You seem 
so free Seethe, and that's exactly what I want for myself. I want to be able to do what I 
wish, when I wish, and I think my power can help give me that." "Believe me Chrono, I 
don’t consider myself to be free just yet. Each time I murder someone, the alerts go up for 
my presence outside, and I can never shake the feeling that I'm being stalked by someone, 
but that's just plain paranoia...I hope." "In any event" says Chrono, "It's enough for me. 
My parents, they just never got it. All they thought about was preparing for the future and 
forgetting about the now. Without a present, what does one's future even matter? 
Hopefully, as a villain, I'll be able to enjoy my life more. I can’t wait to really try my 
power out." "If that's the case" says Seethe, "Why not have a battle with someone? Not to 
kill or anything, but more of a sparring match to test your strength and control." "That 
sounds like a good idea. And I know just the person to test it with." 

In the morning, Chrono has to go to school at the Robbins Community College, but she's 
free when the late afternoon arrives. She makes her way with Seethe to the Topaz Villa, 
presses the buzzer, and asks for Xeno. About a minute later, he comes down, along with 
Cubes. "Hello, Chrono" says Cubes, "I guess it's nice to see you, despite your choice to 
join the dark side. And Seethe, greetings, although I shan't forget your attempts in the 
attack." "Relax, man, I'm here as a mere spectator." "A spectator?" asks Cubes, "For 
what?" "A fight" answers Chrono, "I want to challenge Xeno to a battle. No stakes, no 
killing, just a friendly fight if that's okay with him." "Hmm" replies Xeno, "I don’t kn ow 
about fighting so soon. We only just got our powers." "That’s why it's perfect" says 
Seethe, "You can start training from day one. What better time to do it?" "I guess. But 
where would we go?" "I happen to know a good place" replies Cubes, "Although really 
anywhere could do. Just let me get some others and see if they want to watch. It's not 
often that a duel happens for fun." 

* 

About a half an hour later, the four supers are on top of a very large roof, below it being a 
supermarket. Additionally, many heroes and villains have been called to the scene to 
watch the match, although they all worry something might break out, what with the 
tension between the two Villas being at a high because of the attempting kidnapping. 
Chrono and Xeno are left in the center as Seethe and Cubes make their way to their 
respective sides, and the exhibition begins. Neither of them moves and Chrono starts to 
get impatient. "What's the matter Xeno? Weren’t you once a gangster? Surely you're not 
afraid." "I fear I have become a bit meek because of all the recent events. Going through 
that black hole, perhaps it has changed me in some way other than my power. Maybe the 
others didn’t survive because their mental state was not strong enough, their will not great 
enough. I guess it is possible that my resolve has grown weaker." "A pleasant 



monologue" responds Chrono, "But lucky for me, I think I have only grown from what 
happened. I feel even stronger than yesterday. Let's make this interesting for the crowd." 
With that, Chrono runs toward Xeno and goes in for a simple punch. But her power acts 
unconsciously and Xeno is only pushed back a little. Xeno reacts by grabbing her arm 
and kneeing her in the gut, but his leg slides upward and he almost hits himself. Chrono 
takes this to her advantage and sweeps his remaining leg, and Xeno falls to the floor. 
Chrono backs away and wonders aloud, "Odd. Sometimes I can hit, sometimes I cannot. I 
better learn to have more control over my power, or I'll be too unpredictable to fight in 
the future." 

Serenity turns to Dread and says, "Although it’s hard to determine for sure, her power 
isn’t too complicated." "What do you mean, exactly?" "Think of it like this. Imagine a 
line that you have to walk across. What if that line suddenly becomes all jagged and 
hilly? In such a case, it would take more time to get across that line because of all the 
contortions. I think the same thing is going on with Chrono. She warps the space around 
her so that the distance to her body becomes elongated without the space itself ever 
getting longer, like a gallon somehow holding two gallons. Therefore, an opponent would 
have to get across this new distorted space in order to reach her. This can be done by one 
of two ways: either with enough speed, so that you ’cross’ fast enough, or by sheer 
strength, in which you break through the warped space. It’s the opposite of a portal, in 
which case a large distance is turned into a small one, without the space getting shorter. 

At least, this is my theory...no it’s just the same as the idea presented in A Wrinkle In 
Time." "You do realize" responds Dread, "That that theory doesn’t make much sense." 
"Only if you're thinking in three dimensions. You need to open your mind a little." 

Back at the fight, Xeno stands up and tries his luck once more at calling his future self. 
But, again, nothing happens although he puts all his will into it. Chrono sees this and 
attempts to strike him in the chest, but as her hand comes down, a different hand comes 
out of Xeno's chest and catches it. It pulls her in and a second hand emerges, punching 
her in the stomach hard. Chrono backs away, stunned, while the future Xeno crawls out 
of Xeno's chest. Unlike the first time Xeno used his power, this future version seems to 
be scarred all over his face. Xeno looks at him, saying "Whoa, you weren’t like that last 
time. What happened to you?" "Oh, just a fight with Incarnate. Anyhow, that other me 
wasn’t me. That is to say, I’m just another possibility of your future, and do not represent 
in any way what might happen. Since there are an infinite number of possible events at 
any moment, I represent only a single one of those moments, and do not reflect any 
inevitability of the matter. Basically, relax. You probably won't be scarred. Let's try to 
concentrate, shall we?" The two Xenos turn to Chrono who now understands the 
misfortune she has come up against. Her power still isn’t developed enough for one 
person, let alone two. Nevertheless, she does not give in, and runs toward them again. 
This time, she dives at the original Xeno and tackles him to the ground. She hits him over 
and over while he tries to block, and the future Xeno grabs her from behind and restrains 
her arms. "Get her now!" Xeno quickly gets back up and with full force, kicks her in the 
chest. Chrono and the future Xeno fall back onto the ground. Chrono gets into a rage at 
her failures and picks the future Xeno up, tossing him with her remaining strength. He 
glides through the air and falls over the roofs edge, landing in the parking lot, dead. His 



body immediately disintegrates into thin air. Xeno looks from Chrono to the lot and back. 
"Did you just kill future me? I thought this was supposed to be for fun." Chrono looks 
aghast. "I'm so sorry! I just got really caught up in the moment. It won’t happen again!" 
"That better be the truth" says Xeno, "But I no longer feel like lighting. Let's just call it a 
draw - I'm pretty tired from all of this." 

The heroes and villains are pretty shocked at Chrono's reckless behavior, but Incarnate 
and Strongarm now believe she will become an important asset for the Villa. Similarly, 
the heroes are impressed by Xeno's power, even if he has yet to truly master it. An extra 
body is never a bad thing in a fight. Surge leaves her spot on the roof, goes up to Chrono, 
and shakes her hand. "Great fight, Chrono, and tha nk you for doing what you just did. 
Now I can make my decision." Surge leaves a confused Chrono and goes up to Cubes. "If 
it alright with you, sir, I would like to join the Topaz Villa." Cubes suspects her of ulterior 
motives, saying, "Why, so you can spy for weakness to get to Elsie again? I don’t think 
so!" "Believe me, I was completely against that plan. I didn’t even participate in it. I just 
don't think I belong as a villain, seeing as they kill a lot. My heart is in helping the world, 
not creating more chaos." "I believe her" says Serenity, "She has a look of innocence in 
her eyes. I say we take the chance of our secrets being exposed and let her join. Beside, 
not only would we gain a hero, the Family would lose a villain - it's a +2." "Okay, then" 
Cubes surrenders, "You win. But we'll be watching you. Any funny business and I'll turn 
you in." Surge is full of happiness at the acceptance, that she can finally learn more about 
the world yet be one the good side as well. She walks over to Incarnate and tells him the 
news. "Oh well" says Incarnate, "I must admit I saw this coming. You just don't seem the 
murderous type. Just remember what I said. If you expose us, I won’t hesitate to kill you." 

* 

Night falls once again, and Xeno is at the Topaz Villa, wondering just what really 
happened in that fight. "Did the future me really die, or was his possibility of existing 
merely erased? Or, perhaps, it is somewhere in between, and though he died, it has no 
effect on my future since you can’t necessarily prevent the future from ever happening. 
Then again, he said Incarnate attacked him. If Incarnate were to die, then the future me 
couldn’t exist. Does that mean Incarnate won't die until at least the time where he scars 
the future me? Or is that yet another possibility and bears no relevance on the present 
time? Indeed, perhaps even knowing what happens leads it to happen. I best avoid 
Incarnate in either case, but I feel it won't matter in the end. Gah, time is too confusing." 

Chrono has a strange night as well. Although she can't fully control her effects on time 
and space, she feels it will happen naturally, and doesn’t worry about it too much. "My 
main issue is learning just how advanced my power can be and what exactly I can do to 
time in addition to space. When I touched that man’s heart, what did it do, exactly? Did I 
slow down time just as a black hole does? If that is the case, I can easily use that to my 
advantage. I could slow down my opponent or perhaps speed up my attacks. Or maybe I 
can combine it with my warping power...although I guess they're really one power to 
begin with since time and space are intrinsically one, woven together by the dimensions, 
or, I suppose, as the dimensions. Gah, time is too confusing." 



Strongarm is very concerned about Surge's turncoat move. "Is she the traitor? Even if 
Incarnate threatened her, she's still under the protection of Topaz. Then again, she lives on 
a campus, so she’s very vulnerable. Therefore, it would be foolish for her to betray us. Yet 
it wouldn’t be at all surprising if she were the mole. But if not her, who might it be? 
Everyone else has been at the Villa for a long enough time not to expose us. Well, except 
Seethe, but he seems to relish being a villain. I seriously doubt he's the one. Incarnate 
also brought up the matter that only Seeker came to the rescue - were the other heroes 
simply too busy? Impossible, it was a Sunday. So how come only he came? What is so 
special about Seeker? Is it the fact that he is an astral user? Maybe Sim lied about it all - 
no, why would he do that? No one seems to fit the picture clearly enough. I’ll just wait for 
Incarnate to investigate more and see what comes up. No sense jumping to conclusions 
when they all seem wrong." 



Chapter 36: The Breakout 


The week passes fairly normally, as the villains try to stay out of trouble given all the 
recent events. Chrono finds Seethe at the roof on Friday night, staring at the city lights 
and wishing he were out there like the rest of the citizens of Eisenstadt. He sighs, 
knowing that each time he goes out, it's another risk to being exposed, yet he feels it 
would be worth it if he could go out more often than he already does. The public eye has 
been off of him for a while now, especially with the appearance of the black hole, but he 
can’t help but feel a little cautious about it all. Chrono walks up to him and asks, 
"Whatcha thinkin’ about, Seethe?" He looks back and replies, "What could’ve been. What 
my life might have been had I never had this power. It would be rotten, yet also a little 
free. And what if my mother never died? What would my life have been like then? I can't 
even imagine it, that's how foreign it is to me." Chrono finds herself surprisingly attracted 
to him, how he wishes the same dream as she does, if in different ways. "So why don’t 
you go out then?" "I might be caught. Even if I haven’t killed in a while, the wanted 
posters of me are still out there, and surely people remember the stories. Damn it, if only 
Joel weren't there, nobody would've known it was me who killed Eddie and I might never 
have been suspected. Although I guess that changed when I killed my father..." "That was 
a while back already. C'mon, go out. What's the worst that can happen?" "I could get 
caught" says Seethe, "Or run into some trouble." "Yeah, what's with that?" asks Chrono, 
thinking about the large man she ran into, "Trouble seems to find you once you become a 
super." "Probably just a test from the big guy to see how we act and react" Seethe 
answers, "To see how we’re treating our gifts. Ah, I guess I will go out. But tomorrow - 
it's too late now." They walk back to their respective rooms, and Chrono stares out her 
window, wondering if the neighbors have ever suspected her new home as being the 
Family Villa, the base of the city's terror. She falls asleep thinking about Seethe, 
wondering if they can help each other be free. 

* 

The Earth rotates and Saturday soon arrives. Seethe wakes up after a refreshing nap and 
makes his way to breakfast after getting dressed. Despite any tension with Topaz, the rest 
of the villains are pretty cheery, but Seethe attributes this to the fact that it's the weekend 
and they get to relax, although several of them do so regardless of the day. He gets on the 
line and finds Grotesk flirting with Lucy, but soon realizes he's just trying to get some 
more bacon out of it, as the hunger for flesh is prevalent in his eyes. "If only I were that 
carefree" thinks Seethe, "I might be totally satisfied. Not that I can complain, seeing as I 
have no responsibilities." He sits down at the usual table and finds it now full with his 
presence as Chrono has joined the group. They quickly chat it up, talking about the usual, 
until Chrono brings up once more the idea of going outside. Seethe feels reluctant, but 
with some incentive from the others, soon agrees. Claire, however, feels worried as 
Seethe has gotten into a problem every time he's been out so far. Nevertheless, seeing 
how Seethe wants it, she gives in and joins the others in agreement. Breakfast is soon 
finished and Chrono joins Seethe at the entrance, leaving together for the bus as the 



Villa's vehicles have already been called for by other villains wishing to go for a day out. 
They get on the bus and sit down near the back by the emergency door. "So what do you 
want to do today, See- I mean, Lloyd?" "I guess I'm up for a movie at the mall, Fiona. I 
haven't seen one in a while" he answers. They continue on their way, discussing 
prospective movies to see, when an old lady in front of them turns back at Seethe and 
stares. He starts to feel uncomfortable, and gets worried when she adjusts her glasses, 
squinting to get a better look at him. She lifts up a slightly shaking linger and points it in 
his direction, yelling hoarsely, "It's him!" Others on the bus turn to see what's going on, 
and see only a crazy old lady. "Don’t you see?!" she shouts at them, "It's that boy, that 
Seethe!" 

The crowd turns to him and people start to murmur among each other, some nodding in 
agreement as others hesitate to agree, believing it to be only a coincidence. Seethe isn’t 
willing to take any chances and opens the emergency door, pulling Chrono along with 
him. The bus screeches to a halt and they jump out, almost getting hit by a car behind the 
bus that stops just short of them. They run down the sidewalk and turn the comer, but the 
driver of a local police car patrolling the area sees the two and drives after them. As they 
approach the villains, his partner in the passenger seat gets out and races after them. 
Seethe doesn’t want to kill again and risk even worse exposure, so he keeps on running. 
But Chrono, being new to the game, doesn’t mind it and attacks the cop with a kick to the 
chest which sends him flying. The driver swerves his car onto the curb in front of the 
two, trapping them, and he gets out, his gun pointed at Chrono. Seethe spits acid at the 
gun, rendering it useless and helping Chrono but exposing himself in the process. The 
driver quickly throws the useless gun at Seethe, hitting him in the head and causing 
Seethe to fall to the ground. Chrono goes to help him up, but the other cop kicks the back 
of her leg out, and she falls onto one knee. He quickly handcuffs her and the driver 
proceeds to arrest Seethe as well, and they roughly shove the villains into the back of the 
patrol car. As they drive off Seethe asks, "So, what's going to happen now?" "To your 
friend here, she'll be going to jail for a short bit for assaulting an officer of the law. As for 
you, Seethe, you'll be going to a nice little room in Kraftbrecher." Seethe is stunned and 
can only sit back, not knowing how react. "Kraftbrecher? Really?" he thinks, "How the 
hell did things come to this? Damn it, if only Chrono didn’t convince me to go out. 
Although I can only be held responsible for my own actions, I guess. But still, what can I 
do from here? I guess the Villa will find out somehow. Til then, I need to hold on." 

After a brief check at the police station, Chrono and Seethe are separated, as Chrono is 
sent to a detention center overnight while her case is being processed. Seethe is not so 
lucky and a special unit of officers takes him away. He's strapped down onto a stretcher, 
and a lead band is place over his mouth, connected in the back, to restrain him from using 
his acid. Seethe is immediately put into a police van and is driven to Kraftbrecher, an 
underground facility halfway between Eisenstadt and Adamsville. The only part of it 
that's above ground is an nondescript military warehouse with a barbed wire fence all 
around. Seethe can't even wonder what Kraftbrecher might be like and if the stories he's 
heard about the place are truly real, but he can't do much else but think about it. He 
attempts to dribble out some acid from his nose, but it has no effect on the lead band and 
simply rolls down his neck, singeing the stretcher a little. Realizing this, as he smells the 



burning, Seethe continues to lurch acid from his nose, slowly disintegrating the head of 
the stretcher. A nearby officer in the van sees this, and injects him with an anesthetic to 
knock him out while they make the trip to the facility. He slowly falls asleep, struggling 
to remain awake, but the drowsiness overwhelms him completely. 

Chrono is thrown into the local jail cell that houses several other criminals that have been 
caught that day. Looking around her new surroundings, Chrono counts five others in the 
jail cell, all looking far more like villains than she, a middle class girl from the suburbs of 
the city. A feeling of anxiety rushes through her as the other felons begin to peer at her 
with interest, like lions eying a gazelle. She suddenly feels very dirty and clasps her arms 
together, hoping they won't get too near her and losing her newfound resolve as a villain. 
Soon, the officer in charge gets a call and leaves the room for a moment. At this, the other 
criminals begin to approach Chrono, backing her up against the bars of the cell, unsure of 
what they want from her. One of them, a rather tall woman, stares at her and licks her 
lips, saying, "Well, well, looks like we've got a new bitch to play with. Don't you worry 
honey, this'll all be over soon." Chrono starts to have a panic attack, feeling her breath 
quicken and her heart beat faster as she grips the bars, wishing she were anywhere else. 
"Hey, look at that!" she shouts, motioning with her head to the wall behind the tall 
woman. The woman looks over for a few seconds, struggling to see what Chrono is 
talking about. During this time, Chrono feels herself slipping through the bars, but she 
cannot understand why. She looks down to her hands and sees that the bars are curving 
away from her body, her power helping her once again as the space around her is 
distorted. She quickly gets out of the cell and the bars bend back to normal just as the 
woman turns back. "How in the hell did you get out?!" the woman yells, angry that her 
fun has been ruined. Chrono doesn’t spare a moment and runs to a nearby window, 
opening it and getting out of the building. She runs and runs until she finds a street 
familiar to her. From there, she finds a bus stop and waits, hoping the cops won't find her 
again. As the bus arrives, she boards it and goes to the back once more, just in case 
something happens again. Her ride back to the Villa is stressful. "I got Seethe caught!" 
she thinks, "How could I possibly call myself a true villain? I need to get help - maybe 
Strongarm will know what to do. Oh, I can't believe this happened. What the hell was I 
thinking?!" 

Chrono gets back to the Villa and rushes up to Strongarm's room. She pounds furiously 
on the door, but no one answers. "Can I help you?" a gruff voice answers behind her. She 
turns around and spots Strongarm walking with Leopard back to the room. "Please, 
Strongarm, I need your help. I was with Seethe and he was spotted by some old lady. The 
cops got to him and now they're taking him to Kraftbrecher!" "Really?" Strongarm 
responds, "Wow, that really sucks. I guess we have no choice but to help, as much as I 
don't care to today. It's so much more of a day to relax...but Seethe has been a loyal 
villain, so we need to save him. Not to mention, we don’t want another Nightmare on our 
tails. Leo, you in?" "Sure" Leopard responds, "Seethe's a pretty good kid once you get to 
know him. I am happy to oblige." "Great!" says Chrono, with a glimmer of hope in her 
words, "But don’t you think we should get more help, just in case? I don't think it will be 
easy to get into that prison. "Hold on just a sec" says Strongarm, and he runs off to Sim’s 
room. A few minutes later, Sim has joined their rescue team, and the four leave the Villa. 



Fly Guy, resting on the roof, notices them and flies down. "Say, where are you guys 
going?" "We’re off to save Seethe. He's been taken." "My buddy's in trouble? I'm in!" 
They take a van as Strongarm drives off in the direction of Adamsville. "Wait, how do 
you know where it is?" asks Chrono, "Because it's always been kept hidden from the 
public." "Allow me to explain" says Sim, "There are Kraftbrecher prisons all over the 
country, not just one, to suit the needs of all the different cities with supers in them. This 
particular one is located between the two cities to serve both of them." "As for me" says 
Strongarm, "I was once interned there after a job gone wrong. It's actually not that bad of 
a place, if you mind the different restraints they place on you. You basically just watch 
TV all day, since there's nothing better to do there. It's almost like an institution, except 
they don’t make attempts to cure you." 

* 

After about an hour and a half of driving, they finally reach the warehouse off the 
highway. Strongarm parks the car at the shoulder of the road, and Sim starts his 
meditation. "There should be a locked-off lobby between the entrance and the facility 
itself. Try to take out all the guards there if you can." Sim nods, and focuses all of his 
attention on inner peace. The others remain quiet as Sim soon completes his task and 
Leopard notices Sim's eyes flutter a little. "He's ready" he whispers. Sim, in his astral 
form, floats out into the sky, observing the building from above. He descends down and 
first takes out the guards at the entrance of the warehouse. The guards inside notice the 
outside ones fall to the ground via the security cameras and brace themselves for an 
attack. As the first guard inside gets knocked out by Sim, the others note his position and 
get into defensive positions while one of them calls for backup. Sim sweeps a second 
guard, then grabs his head and smashes it against the floor. Sim quickly recalls himself to 
his body and awakens from his meditation. "I got rid of two inside so far. Should I go 
back, or do you guys want to go in?" "Let's all go in" says Strongarm, "We still need your 
support. But Chrono," he adds, seeing her get up, "Stay here and protect Sim's body. You 
don’t have a suit yet, after all." "Okay" is all she can reply with, but Chrono feels useless 
because of it. Sim goes back to meditate as the other three leave the van. They easily 
open the entrance door with a keycard from one of the downed guards, and take their 
guns as well. The door opens and they face a horde of soldiers, already prepared for the 
villains. 

Strongarm and Fly Guy shoot off as many rounds as they can get while Sim attacks as 
well and Leopard stands by. Several guards are killed by bullets while others are rendered 
unconscious by Sim. The guards shoot back, but Fly Guy lifts off into the warehouse, 
zooming around the room as he continues to shoot at the soldiers. Leopard finally enters 
the fray as he savagely jumps at a group of guards, throwing one into the other and using 
his bearlike strength to rip their limbs off and beat them to death with them. Strongarm 
runs out of bullets and charges them, hooping they won't shoot him in the face. He grabs 
a shield from one of the dead guards and uses it to slice the head off a soldier, then takes 
his gun and impales another with it. A third shoots at him from behind, but Strongarm 
grabs the bottom of the man’s ribcage at the solar plexus and rips out the front of it, 
shouting "Photo Finish!" For a moment, the man’s organ's can be seen - his heart still 



beating - before he falls forward and blood gushes out of his body. The battle continues 
until all the soldiers are dead but Fly Guy can no longer attack from the air as his wings 
have been riddled with bullet holes. They grab more weapons from the dead soldiers and 
continue on, breaking open the door which leads to an elevator to the underground part of 
the facility. The elevator falls at a very high rate, the gravity pushing the villains down a 
little as a camera records their every movement. They reach the main area of Kraftbrecher 
and get off, this time to be surprised as yet more guards stand before them. Strongann 
laughs maniacally and the firelight continues, with bullets being sprayed all over the 
place, some killing innocent orderlies. 

The villains win again, but, although he wears a bulletproof suit, the pain is still too much 
for Fly Guy and he falls unconscious. Additionally, Sim has exhausted his mental energy 
and falls back to his body, his stirring surprising a bored Chrono. Seeing this, she starts to 
get out, but Sim wearily warns her, saying, "Don't be so quick, young one. You might be 
putting yourself in grave danger if you go." "Let it be" she answers, "I caused this to 
happen, and I will help end it." She leaves the van and races forward to catch up with her 
comrades. Below, Strongann and Leopard proceed forward, as Fly Guy is left behind for 
now, resting against the wall. The two of them explore the facility while Strongann 
reminisces about his time there. "Yep, things have definitely improved since I was last 
here. It’s much cleaner for one thing. I wonder where they put Seethe?" They split up and 
search the floor, looking all over to find him. They notice many other supervillains, most 
likely from Adamsville, sitting around and doing little - perhaps a board game here and 
there, as their powers have been temporarily nullified by their different restraints. 
Strongann breaks down door after door, eventually coming to Seethe's room where he 
rips apart the lead band still on him. "Thanks!" Seethe shouts in appreciation, "I was 
wondering when you guys would come find me. I mean, it's only been a couple of hours, 
but I knew Chrono could be counted on. Say, where is she?" "Right here" says a voice 
behind Strongann. They both turn to see her. "I thought you were supposed to protect 
Sim's body?" asks Strongann, arching an eyebrow, "Or are you trying to get yourself 
killed?" "Relax" Chrono answers, "He returned to his body. And by the looks of it, you 
have things under control. So let's get the hell out of here!" 

They quickly make their way out, leaving the other caught villains behind them. 
Strongann picks up Fly Guy and they meet up with Leopard, who has spent time freeing 
other villains. The five of them get into the elevator and rise up to the ground floor, where 
they leave the warehouse and make their way to the van, but as they near it, bullets spray 
it, and it suddenly explodes, with Sim presumably still inside. The explosion forces them 
to the ground, and they notice a helicopter flying above. A man calls out from them with 
a bullhorn, demanding their immediate surrender. Chrono looks to Strongann and says, 
"Throw me up there! It's called the Fastball Special." "I guess" he mutters, upset over 
Sim's demise. He takes a hold of Chrono and tosses her into the sky, where she falls into 
the man with the hom, and they both tumble into the helicopter. She finds that there are 
three others present: the pilot, the co-pilot, and a soldier. The soldier quickly pulls out his 
gun and aims it at Chrono, but she thinks fast and warps the space in her small vicinity. 
The soldier shoots, but the bullet miss and travel around her, hitting the pilot instead. The 
helicopter starts a crash descent, and Chrono jumps out. She rapidly approaches the 



ground, and makes one final effort. Concentrating as hard as she can, she slows time 
around her, which gives Leopard enough time to run and catch her before she can hit the 
ground and die. The group finds a Hummer and they take it, speeding away from 
Kraftbrecher and leaving the destroyed van behind. 

* 

Eventually, they make it to the Villa and the news of Sim's death is spread. Chrono locks 
herself in the room, feeling herself to be responsible. "Not only did I cause Seethe to get 
caught, but I abandoned Sim while he was still tired. I could’ve saved him with my 
power." She cries herself to sleep, hoping that things will work out for the best. Seethe 
wonders if things will ever be the same, and then realizes that since he joined the Villa, 
things were never the same. "Change is all part of life, I guess." 



Chapter 3 7: Foreboding 


The morning after, a Sunday, Fly Guy and Seethe go up to Chrono's room to try to 
console her over the death of Sim. She reluctantly lets them in, then moves some plants 
around to make room for them to get around. The two sit down while Chrono sits at the 
edge of her bed not knowing what to say, and she merely stares at the ground as if hoping 
the answer will come from there. Seethe and Fly Guy exchange glances with each other, 
silently debating who should speak first. Seethe braces himself and begins. "It wasn’t 
your fault Chrono. There was no way you could have stopped Sim’s death. Your powers 
aren't nearly strong enough, and even if you were desperate enough to drag him out of 
there, the helicopter would still be there, ready to strike. If anything, you did the right 
move by leaving the van, since you ended up surviving the attack." Chrono mulls it over, 
but can’t help thinking it was still her fault. "Yeah, but I abandoned him in his hour of 
need. If anything, I should have taken him along with me to the facility. That way he 
would have survived." Fly Guy pipes up and says, "Is that really so? Sim was pretty tired 
from using his astral self. I don’t know if he would be able to get inside, and you certainly 
aren't strong enough to pull him there. Death, in my opinion, was inevitable. We were 
attacking a Kraftbrecher prison, after all. It's not like robbing a bank. And who knows, 
maybe Sim really did survive - we never saw his body." "Didn’t you just say he would 
have been too tired to get to the prison?" asks Chrono, "There was no way he’d get out in 
time. Besides, he would have contacted us by now if he were alive." "In any event" 
interjects Seethe, "You can't go on blaming yourself. This kind of thing happens in the 
world of supers, and I doubt Sim’s death will be the last one. We just need to leam to lean 
on each other for support, whether physically, mentally, or whatever. As a team, we have 
a much greater chance of success." "I guess so" concedes Chrono, "And speaking of 
which, what's the deal now? Can I still go out, or do I risk exposure since I attacked that 
cop?" "Well, from what you told me, you escaped from the jail cell before they got your 
picture so you should be safe." "Although" says Fly Guy, "There were cameras all over 
Kraftbrecher. You'll be on file now, even if they don’t know what your power is just yet. I 
wouldn't act with too much risk, but you can probably still go out. I would guess you're at 
a low level of alert right now, subject to recognition only by cops." The three wonder 
over it all, before they finally disperse and Chrono goes for a late breakfast. 

Once at the cafeteria, Chrono sits down to eat, noticing that most of the other villains 
have either left or are finishing up. They seem to avoid her as if her presence alone can 
bring their deaths. With no one else to feed, Lucy sits down at Chrono's table as some 
extra comfort. "Cheer up, Chrono. It sucks that Sim is gone, but that doesn’t mean you 
should mope about it forever. It may have only been yesterday, but from the first day 
after, one needs to strengthen herself and begin to move on, or risk getting stuck in a state 
of depression." Chrono looks up from her plate. "Thanks, Lucy. Although I guess it's 
easier for you to say, since you never have to go into a fight." Lucy blushes with 
embarrassment, but holds her ground. "That's not because I don't want to, believe me. But 
I recognize my limits and contribute in any way I can. You should do the same." "I guess. 
I think I just need a little time for everything to settle down. I'm still at shock over the 



whole thing. Tell me, what gets you out of bed in the morning? What motivates you to 
continue onward?" "That's easy" answers Lucy, "It's the fact that everyone here relies on 
me for their meals. It may not be a big part of being a villain, but it's a part nonetheless, 
and I know that I help the cause by doing what I do. One shouldn’t overestimate their 
value, but nor should one underestimate it. Well, I gotta go and start preparing for lunch - 
see ya." "Later, Lucy. I'll keep your words in mind." 

Chrono goes to the elevator to return to her room, but once on the fifth floor, she finds 
Fly Guy walking toward the steps, presumably coming from the roof. She stops him with 
a hand motion and says, "Hey, want to go outside? I wanna check something out." 

"Check what out, exactly?" replies Fly Guy, "Because if it causes trouble, I won’t be able 
to fly us away. It’ll take at least a week for my wings to heal back." "I want to search the 
building where I was held in the cell, just to see if they were given any information on me 
or if the building itself caught me on camera. I do hope nothing bad will come of it, of 
course." "Eh" Fly guy responds, "That sounds pretty dangerous. I’ll go with you, but I’m 
getting a gun from Incarnate's stash. And I would advise bringing Penta along, since she 
could get us away if needed." Chrono puts her thumbs into her pockets. "Sounds like a 
plan to me." They walk down to Penta's room, explaining the situation to her. "I guess so" 
Penta reluctantly replies, "But I have no desire in getting caught like Seethe was, or dying 
like Sim did. If things get really bad, I may have to leave without you. Nothing personal, 
Chrono." Chrono feels hurt at the words; surely it is personal, if Penta were to mention 
Sim. But Penta agreed, so Chrono is satisfied enough. "Sweet. Fly Guy, I guess you better 
go to Incarnate. We’ll meet you downstairs by the entrance in a couple of minutes. As 
they continue onward, Penta asks "Why's he going to Incarnate?" "Oh, he want to bring a 
gun, just in case. I guess that since Fly Guy's wings don’t work right now, he thought he’d 
need some extra help." "A gun? Are we planning on killing anyone? I mean, I'm not 
really adverse to it all, but it's good to know what I'm getting into beforehand." "I don’t 
plan on having anyone killed" says Chrono, "But I do want to be prepared at the same 
time." They reach the entrance, and after a short time, they hear Fly Guy bounding down 
the steps. When they see him, he's wearing sunglasses, as well as a hoodie. "Just for some 
extra cover" he explains, "Otherwise, my eyes would give me away." 

They take one of the cars and drive it two blocks away from where Chrono was held, the 
detention hall for the 39th Precinct. As they walk toward the building, Penta asks the 
ultimate question, "So, how the heck do we actually get inside without getting arrested or 
killed?" "I guess we go right through the entrance" Chrono answers, "And hope for the 
best." Fly Guy pulls out the gun. "It’s a good thing I brought this, then. It's a tranquilizer 
gun, don’t worry. I doubt a cop being hit by one of these bullets will remember enough to 
tag us. Speaking of which, you guys should really put on your masks right about now." 
Penta slips hers on, but Chrono’s face remains bare. "Heh, uh, I actually don’t have one 
yet. I've been meaning to ask Leopard about it, but I keep forgetting." "Well, just try not 
to get caught then" says Penta, "We can't risk information being tortured out of you. This 
plan, by the way, seems more and more reckless to me." Chrono continues to walk, but 
silently agrees with Penta. "What the hell are we doing?" she thinks, "We're going to get 
ourselves killed, I just know it." Nevertheless, they soon reach the hall’s entrance. They 
find that, besides the camera above it, the door itself is bolted shut. Penta utters a simple 



spell which easily unlocks the door and the three enter in. A guard is lazing about, and 
only when Chrono closes the door does he turn his head, quickly assessing the situation. 
All he can say is "Hey, aren’t you..." before Fly Guy shoots the guard and knocks him 
out. Chrono quickly goes to the guard's console, where the cameras' control center 
located, and bashes it with a chair until sparks start to fly out. She looks up and sees that 
the cameras no longer have any feed. The noise, however, has attracted the attention of 
several other guards in the other rooms of the first floor, and they starts to file forward to 
get to the main area. Penta and Fly Guy hold them back, but find themselves backing up 
toward the entrance door, in a standoff with the cops who have pulled out their guns. One 
such officer sees Chrono and inquires to his cronies, "Hey, isn't that the girl who attacked 
Mills?" "Yeah, I think it is. Hey, girly, up against the wall. What do you three think you're 
doing, anyhow?" Chrono backs up with the other villains, and Penta finds herself 
annoyed at having to do all the work. She chants " Jalan oltans u maynuli" and a mist 
shoots out toward the cops. They suddenly fall down, all of them paralyzed. "I didn’t 
know you could hit multiple targets like that" says Fly Guy, "How come you've never 
used it before?" "One, I still haven't mastered it" says Penta, "And, two, although the 
spell is short, it requires a huge amount of energy. Knocking someone out is never any 
easy matter, even through a spell. It's not like magic is infinite, either in effect or in 
energy required." 

They quickly peruse the offices trying to find any information on Chrono, but the only 
piece of evidence is a recent picture of her posted on the wall. Chrono snatches it and 
rolls it up into her pocket. They return to the entrance when they see the door begin to 
open. An officer and his partner spot the sleeping bodies right away, and one of them sees 
the villains up ahead. "After them!" he immediately shouts, calling in for back up and he 
begins to chase them. The three quickly reverse their movements and head back into the 
offices, hoping to find another way out. In the back lies a door and they head out that 
way, finding themselves on a street parallel from the one they were on. They step to one 
side of the entrance, and when the cop goes through, Chrono and Fly Guy grab him and 
toss him against a nearby wall. Fly Guy hits him over and over until the policeman is 
unconscious, and they continue on their way, trying to make it back to the car. They head 
west, but soon duck south into an alley as they hear police cars coming from both the east 
and west, trapping them. The villains look around them, but can't find another way out of 
the dead-end alley except up. Penta attempts to lift them, but hasn’t got the strength to do 
so. They try to release the ladder of a fire escape from one of the buildings, but find it to 
be too high. Meanwhile, the shouts of officers are coming closer and closer. They go 
closer and closer to the end of the alley, hiding behind a green dumpster and trying to 
make themselves discreet and invisible as possible when they hear a voice state that she's 
going to try looking in the alley with her partner. 

Sure enough, they spot two cops coming their way. Chrono's heart beats faster and a chill 
runs down her back. "Is this it?" she thinks, "Did I really screw up yet again? We should 
have never tried to break into the detention hall. Maybe I don't have what it takes to be a 
villain after all." Her thoughts are cut short as the cops near their niche. Right before they 
get to them, however, a wind picks them up and the two cops are flung to the ground and 
knocked out. Their guns are taken by a pairs of hands, unknown until the figure draws 



closer. "I figured you could use some help" the person says, and the voice is instantly 
recognized by Chrono. "Vector!" she shouts, prompting Penta to cover her mouth. "Not 
so loud, you idiot! Or do you want us to get caught? Now, why did you help us, Vector?" 
"The two Villas seem to be heading toward a very bad schism. I'm just doing what I can 
to mend things. Besides, I owe you one for when you brought back Aquano. Now let's get 
out of here." Vector flies up to the fire escape ladder and pulls on it until it descends. The 
villains climb up the fire escape of the building as quietly and as quickly as possible, 
trying not to draw any unwanted attention. When they finally get to the roof, Chrono 
asks, "So how did you find us anyhow, Vector?" "Well, Topaz gets an alert whenever a 
cop asks for backup. I simply followed them from above to the location and saw you 
guys scampering into the alley. Well, I wasn't sure if it was really you three til I got in 
closer and saw you hide behind the dumpster. So let's try and get you home, shall we?" 
Penta nods; "Our car is located nearby. Getting there by rooftop shouldn’t be a problem, 
but getting away may be a little harder." "First off, then, take off your mask. Next, let's 
just keep on going and see where it leads us. I don't want to get too involved helping you 
guys out, or I'll get in trouble if the others find out somehow." 

They reach the end of the roof, so Vector floats them across one by one. The supers soon 
get to the building of which their car is parked in front. "Now's the hard part" says Fly 
Guy, "The cops are mostly two blocks away, but there may be more. It will seem strange 
if they see a bunch of kids climbing down the building." He takes his sneakers and socks 
off. "I’ll go first, and then tell you if it's safe." Fly Guy heads off the side of the building, 
and runs down the wall, his feet keeping him secure to its surface. He easily reaches the 
ground and puts his footwear back on, then moves to the front of the building by the car. 
He waves to the roof. "All clear" says Penta, "Let's go." Vector creates a small wind and 
carries the three of them down to the ground. When they land, she turns to them and says, 
"Well, this is where I get off. Later." She walks north, in the opposite direction, and 
Chrono and Penta meet up with Fly Guy. They get into the car and drive away from the 
detention hall and the police cars strewn all about, heading west. Fly Guy sits in the 
driver seat with Penta at his side and Chrono in the back. For about five minutes all is 
well, but after they turn a few corners and find themselves free from any possible 
interference from the law, the car suddenly stops working. Fly Guy presses down hard on 
the accelerator, but the car stays in place, and its wheels spin rapidly. He gives up, puts 
the car into park, and gets out to check under the hood. Before he gets a chance to open 
the hood, however, something strikes him from behind and he falls to the ground. Penta 
and Chrono immediately get out of the car, unprepared for what might stand before them. 
They see nothing, so Penta rushes to Fly Guy's side, hoping that he's alive and well. She, 
too, is struck, and we see that it is a rock that hits her in the side of her head. Penta falls 
unconscious as well and Chrono begins to sweat, racked with anxiety as she is unsure 
what she can possibly do. 

"Up here, child" says a voice from above. Chrono looks up and sees Nexus floating in the 
air, a few rocks in his hand. "Why are you doing this?!" she yells at him, "What do you 
seek to achieve?!" Nexus chuckles. "Relax, Chrono, this has nothing to do with you - you 
are merely an unfortunate byproduct. This is revenge for the fact that The Family tried to 
take away Elsie from us." "Revenge?" Chrono asks, "How is this revenge?" "It's...more of 



a warning. The Family Villa better start watching itself. I saw Vector help you guys out - 
we all get the alert back at Topaz, after all - but the rest of us won’t be so merciful. Let 
the rest of your Villa know that things will be rocky from here on out." Nexus starts to 
float away, and Chrono grabs one of the rocks on the ground. She throws it at Nexus, but 
he halts it before the rock has a chance to strike him. He quickly flings it back and it hits 
Chrono in the jaw. "Don’t be foolish, child. I'm sparing you - consider it a gift." Nexus 
flies away and Chrono drags Fly Guy and Penta to the back of the car. She drives back to 
the Villa as quickly as she can, with too much adrenaline running through her to think 
things through properly. The break between the Villas seems so sudden to her - Chrono 
only had such a short time after joining before all this happened. 

When she arrives at the Villa, she runs through the door to find the first villain she can. 
She sees Grotesk leaving the cafeteria and rushes toward him, explaining that Fly Guy 
and Penta are out cold in the car. They go back and retrieve their unconscious bodies, 
ultimately bringing them to the third floor lounge for rest. Grotesk goes to find Incarnate 
just in case they need some medical attention while Chrono stays behind. All she feels 
like doing is crying. "I don’t understand, I keep messing up. I know I have an incredible 
power, so why am I not using it to its fullest degree? What is preventing me from being 
the strongest I can be? Is it merely that I haven't had a chance to show myself off yet? Or 
is something deeper holding me back? I thought that I became stronger mentally after 
leaving the black hole; maybe it was just the revelation of the situation that gave me a 
short boost, and I'm just as helpless and controlled as I ever was. No, I need to listen to 
Lucy and contribute with what I can. I must simply work harder at being a villain, and the 
rewards will pay off in the time. This is the only way to gain my freedom." 



Chapter 38: The Schism 


Chrono is sitting in the lounge and sobbing over Penta and Fly Guy when Grotesk and 
Incarnate walk in. Incarnate walks over to the two unconscious bodies, not too concerned, 
knowing that Nexus isn't one to harm a bunch of teenagers, even if they are villains and 
even if they have kills under their names. He checks their pulses, then does an overall 
physical check of their bodies for any harmful injuries they may have sustained, showing 
particular attention to the areas where they were struck by the rocks. Aside from some 
minor bleeding, they appear to be okay, and Incarnate gives a thumbs-up to the others. 
Seeing this, Grotesk turns to Chrono and says, "See, no harm done. You need to relax a 
little. Being a villain means getting a bit scathed once in a while. It's nothing you can't 
handle. Remember, you have all of us to lean on when you need help. So don't feel too 
proud to stand tall alone." Chrono's crying grows stronger and she hugs Grotesk. "Thank 
you for saying that. I feel so weak right now. I just want to prove to everyone that I can 
be a good, if not great, villain." "Believe me, you are" responds Grotesk, "Hell, you killed 
the future Xeno in your first fight, and you weren’t even trying then. You're just new to 
everything, and it's still unfamiliar and scary. Just give it some time. Now, if you think 
you're up to it, can you tell me what happen to these two?" "Well" Chrono starts, "It all 
began when I wanted to raid the detention hall I was placed in to destroy every record of 
my being there. I got Penta and Fly Guy to go with me. It all went fine, and thanks to 
Vector, we got away from the cops. But then Nexus showed up and attacked them, 
leaving me behind since I didn’t partake in the attack on Elsie. After he left, I 
immediately rushed back here for help." Grotesk puts his hand to his chin and thi nk s. 
"Hmm, Nexus didn’t bring them in...I wonder why. Maybe he didn’t want them going to 
prison at such an age, but that may have straightened them out. Could it simply have been 
mercy? In any event, this poses trouble for us. We must certainly be careful now, if we 
weren't before. Nexus is unlikely to be the only one form Topaz to be thinking like this. I 
would not be surprised if the whole Villa is preparing an attack against us." He then turns 
to Incarnate and says, "Yo, Inky, you done with them?" "More or less. They'll be fine. 
What's up?" "Can you help me gather the rest of the gang? We need to have a meeting 
about what has happened to Chrono today. It appears to be of the utmost importance." 

They spend the next fifteen minutes going through the Villa and knocking on doors, and, 
after finding various rooms empty, relegating to phone calls. The meeting is called for 8 
PM when all the villains can make it. In the meantime, Chrono takes a nap, hoping a rest 
will ease her mind a little and take away the anxiety. She dreams of warping the space 
around her as bullets fly by from all directions, as she becomes immortal in her attackers' 
eyes. When she wakes for dinner, she already feels better. Lumbering down to the 
cafeteria, Chrono can't help but wonder if the other villains felt like this when they first 
started and if they, too, had such trials. From what she knew of Seethe, he seemed to have 
it pretty easy; was he merely hiding his true feelings? Arriving in the cafeteria, she is 
surprised to see Fly Guy and Penta awake already, eating at their usual table. Chrono 
decides to sit down with Grotesk, Incarnate, and Leopard, not willing to take chances at 
what the others might do - perhaps reprimand and scold her for what she has done to 



them. Yet Chrono senses no negative energy from them nor do they shoot her any 
scowling looks, so she feels relieved. The time until the meeting passes by fairly quickly, 
in which Chrono tries to make amends with Fly Guy and, more importantly, Penta, who 
seemed more affected by the events of the day. She walks over to their table and, 
motioning to Fly Guy and Penta, says with humility, "Can I talk to you to for a minute?" 
"Sure." They get up and move to an empty table where no one else can hear them. "Look, 
I know I've been screwing up a lot lately, and I mean a lot, but I'm going to try my best 
from here on in. I just want to know if you guys are alright with me after today." Fly Guy 
nods, "Yeah, we're cool. It's not the first time a hero has knocked me out or anything. 
Don't worry about it." Penta is a little less certain, but still confirms, saying "I guess we're 
okay. You are new to this, after all. Just try not to make too many mistakes." Afterward, 
the three go to the lounge to kill the time until the meeting. 

At eight, it starts, and all the villains gather to talk about what has happened. "It seems to 
me" starts Strongarm, "That Topaz has decided to declare war on us, if only in gesture. 
And I say, we declare right back with action. If they want to fight us, so be it. It’s why we 
exist, is it not?" Bombshell smirks and agrees. "Indeed, the very purposes of a hero are to 
provide peace and inspire the masses, while the purposes of a villain are to provide chaos 
and also inspire the masses, albeit for them to create more chaos. One side cannot live 
without the other, for there is no peace without chaos and no chaos without peace. It’s the 
ultimate dichotomy of life, beside life and death, of course." "That sounded annoyingly 
academic" says Grotesk, "Not that I disagree. I say we send them a message right back. 
Nothing too bad, just a few dead bodies at their doorstep. That should get our point 
across." "That seems a little harsh, Grotesk" replies Bombshell, "But it would really drive 
things home. I'll agree to that, provided we find suitable victims." "Does no one else find 
this all a bit weird?" interjects Claire, suddenly involving herself in the Villa's affairs after 
a few weeks on her own. "Topaz has never done this before, and despite what Vector may 
have said about things breaking up, it still seems off. Or was the whole Elsie thing really 
that serious?" "Well, a lot of bystanders died" answers Chrono, "Xeno and I barely made 
it out alive. I guess that's part of it all." "So it's settled then?" asks Leopard, "Because we 
can't stay up all night talking. I mean, we can, but I don't like it." "Fine, fine" says 
Strongarm, "You take care of the message, Grotesk. Report back if you don't die." "Wow, 
some faith." 

At two in the morning, Grotesk and Leopard go out hunting. They travel via the van to 
the red light district of the city, sleazy even for the sleazy. They find themselves at a bar 
called "The Purple Pendulum" and enter it. All around, they see characters of ill-repute, 
pimps with their hookers, drug dealers, mobsters, and overall scum. Grotesk draws his 
sword and shouts, "Excuse me everyone, if I can have your attention for just a second." 
They all look to him and immediately notice the sword, as well as a clad Leopard. "We 
need a few volunteers, three or four, to come with us. That is all." The denizens go back 
to their drinking and gabbing, unfazed by his badly worded request. Grotesk sighs and 
goes over to one of the dealers by a pool table. "You know, cocaine is bad for your health. 
Like so." He swings down his sword and chops off the dealer's right hand. The man 
screams in agony and his three customers draw out their weapons. Grotesk quickly slices 
away at them, removing their guns and limbs. He finishes off by decapitating the three, 



and then kills the dealer as well. The other customers back away, swallowing and 
trembling in fear. Grotesk piles the three customers’ bodies onto Leopard’s hands and 
picks up the dealer. They carry them to the van, and a faint sense of nonnalcy returns to 
the bar. Grotesk suddenly reenters and the people stop. He bends and picks up one of the 
heads. "Just a little something for the road." They drive over and place the corpses by the 
entrance of the Topaz Villa with a message written in blood that reads "Bring it on." 
Satisfied, they return to the Villa, take quick showers, and head to their quarters for some 
sleep. 

In the morning at the Topaz Villa, Dread leaves for her plainclothes job and almost 
stumbles over the dead bodies. She rushes back in upon seeing them and locks the door 
behind her. She runs to the cafeteria, as most of the heroes are still at breakfast, and calls 
to their attention the corpses. "Four of them, three decapitated, just like that. There can be 
no doubt this was the work of the Family. No one else would be so audacious." Cubes 
inspects the bodies and finds the written message. "They want us to ’Bring it on', eh? That 
should provide no trouble." Vector throws up at the sight of the bodies. "Do they really 
just kill that easily? That’s disgusting. I'm glad Surge got out of there." "So what do you 
want to do, deary?" Dread asks of Cubes, "Do we dare take up their challenge?" "I don’t 
think there's much of a choice" says Volta, "If we don’t attack first, I think they will, 
considering the evidence before us." "Volta is right" agrees Nexus, "Beside, it's too late to 
turn back. Let's show them that we aren’t to be taken so lightly. That we can't just be 
attacked and expected to do nothing about it. Let us make them taste fear for once." "Yes" 
replies Cubes, "It is time for some just desserts. It's Monday now, so we all have things to 
do, but I will let the Family know. On Saturday, we will fight. Not at their Villa and not at 
ours, where there may be innocent victims, but at the vacant lot near the park where they 
play ball sometimes. We’ll just get the place cleared." "How odd" ponders Nexus out 
loud, causing the others to turn to him, "A scheduled battle between good and evil. It just 
seems so inappropriate, like such things should never be planned. But there's no other 
way to take the fight away from innocent people. I just hope the supervillains agree to 
this all. It sucks that Serenity has been feeling especially out of it recently. And that 
Misha’el and Mr. Body are still on their quest; seriously, they sure are taking their sweet 
time." 

Nexus, with Seeker in his astral form just in case, travel over to the Family Villa. Nexus 
quickly tucks an envelope under the door, and is surprised to hear someone pick it up so 
soon. The door opens and Incarnate shows his face. "Hey, Nexus, what's this?" "Our 
answer. I think you'll be pleasantly in agreement with the contents." "Oh, I do believe that 
will be the case. We’re itching for a battle over here. Good day, good sir." Incarnate closes 
the door and goes up to Strongarm's room, reading the reply on the way. "So what does it 
say?" asks Strongarm, when Incarnate finally arrives. "They want a full-on battle, to take 
place on Saturday, at noon, at the vacant lot at the park. Heh, it's like a play date, only we 
get to kill. This should be fun." The message is passed along to the rest of the Villa and 
the week is spent in preparation for the fight. Fly Guy spars with Seethe while his wings 
regenerate, Leopard works out with Grotesk and Strongarm, Bombshell works on some 
bombs just in case, Incarnate is in the subbasement working on what he calls a "defense 
system," Bodave helps Chrono improve her abilities by fighting, Penta practices her 



spells until she tires from exhaustion, and Claire and Crusher do nothing out of the 
ordinary. When the day finally arrives, one can feel the pressure in the air. Although the 
supervillains are excited at the prospect of attacking the superheroes, in it comes the risk 
of death, higher than ever before. With so many supers fighting in such a place, anything 
can happen. They gather together at the front of the Villa. "So, Incarnate" says Strongarm, 
"Are you sure you want to stay behind to watch Crusher? I'm sure you can come along if 
you want." "Nah, who knows what he could get himself into. He's at that age, y'know? 
You kids have fun." "Alright then. And Claire, you won't be joining us, I assume? You 
didn't seem to prepare over the week." "I have better things to do than have a war over a 
matter I didn’t agree to. This whole thing seems pointless - it'll just get everyone killed." 
"Whatever you say, Claire. I'll try to bring back a nice souvenir." 

The villains drive off to the vacant lot. At the Topaz Villa, a similar situation goes down, 
as Seeker stays to babysit Elsie while her parents and the others all go to face the 
supervillains, although they have a disadvantage, as the supervillains have two more over 
them, even though Surge agreed to fight. "Man, we could really use Misha’el and Mr. 
Body for this, and definitely Serenity. Maybe we can work out some kind of lottery 
where one villain is left out of the battle or something. That would be really sweet, 
although I doubt they would ever agree to such an idea." Once the superheroes leave, 
Serenity shows up at the Topaz Villa and goes up to the lounge where Seeker and Elsie 
wait. She sets Elsie down in front of a TV and plays a movie for her. "I hope you know 
you're doing, Seeker, going into the hornet's nest." "I'll be fine. Thanks again for covering 
up for me, even at the risk of hurting the team." "Eh, I’m sure they'll be fine. The two 
sides need each other to live. Call me if anything goes wrong." Seeker then drives over to 
the Family Villa. Meanwhile, Incarnate turns to Claire and says, "Claire, I know you've 
been secretly meeting with Seeker, and I know why. It can't keep on going like this - 
you're a villain, and he's a hero. We must stay separate, even if our lives do overlap at 
times. I also know that he's coming over here to meet with you. This is what's going to 
happen..." 

At the lot, the skirmish begins, with the heroes on one side and the villains on the other. 
Any citizen there has fled, knowing they best not be around for what may come next, 
especially given what happened the last time. Every super there has a sense of dread, 
hoping that they won’t be attacked while fighting their opponent. It's a nice day out, one 
that seems wrong for such a high-scale event, yet to the supers it is but the eye of the 
storm. Strongarm starts by picking up a rock and hurling it at Cubes, his unwritten but 
kn own opponent to all. Cubes easily blocks the rock. "What is he doing, testing me? Or 
playing some kind of psychological game? No matter. Everyone, attack!" The heroes rush 
forth. Vector lifts herself and Dread into the air and they fly toward the villains. Dread 
releases an aura of fear all around her, and Vector struggles not to be affected by it while 
fear permeates through the sturdy resolves of the villains. They split up, going every 
which way to avoid it. Fly Guy zooms up at Vector and knocks right into her, sending her 
sprawling as Fly Guy is affected by the recoil. Dread is dropped to the ground, and Vector 
regains her composure and attacks Fly Guy by changing the wind patterns around him, 
causing him to flutter out of control. He spits saliva at her right before he crashes into a 
pole and gets knocked out. The saliva lands on Vector's chest and starts to burn through 



her clothes, and she tries her best to get it off. 


Meanwhile, Grotesk runs toward Surge. "Well, my lovely, perhaps I will get a chance to 
consume you after all." Surge takes out a knife and stabs herself in her left shoulder, 
causing a red mist to emit. "Ah!" She suddenly moves too quickly for him to react and 
kicks his right arm, breaking it off his body. Grotesk pulls out his sword with his left hand 
in time to block a second kick and then slices her across the chest. He stoops and recovers 
his right arm with his mouth and jumps several paces backward to gain some distance. 
The added injury fuels Surge as a mist around her torso grows, making her event 
stronger. Seeing this, Grotesk chomps down on his right arm, devouring the flesh and 
bone, as his right arm then reforms from his body, although noticeably smaller. Surge 
runs at him at a blinding speed and knocks right into him, causing him to soar through the 
air and land on his back. Surge pounces and almost lands on him, but Grotesk rolls out of 
the way in time. He cuts through the air and nicks her Achilles' tendon, causing her to fall 
onto her right knee. Surge, feeling the pain starting to overwhelm her, runs back to the 
hero side to recover. 

The different fights start to take shape, as Strongarm and Cubes exchange attacks, Volta 
takes on the combined efforts of Penta and Seethe, Dread goes on to fight Bodave, 
Leopard is tied up with Vector, Nexus faces Bombshell, Xeno is pitted against Chrono, 
and Surge and Grotesk recover for a moment. Near the lot, in the park, lies a small man 
with graying hair and gold-shaded attire. He looks up into the sky and inhales. "Ah, so 
young, so angry. Do they not know they need each other to live, or are they so blind to 
the truth, to the threats that grow before them? It appears I will have to show them the 
way." He closes his eyes for a few moments, and when he opens them, we see that a 
seventh of his irises are colored violet. 



Chapter 39: Jukebox 


The battles continue to rage onward. A sudden explosion is seen as Penta and Seethe 
jump backward from a large lightning bolt that has hit the ground, shattering the asphalt 
and sending clumps everywhere. Cubes puts his palm up to stop Strongarm for a moment, 
and he unexpectedly acquiesces. "Try not to kill us all Volta" he states, then returns to his 
own fight. Volta throws a bolt at Seethe, but Penta quickly casts a shielding spell to dispel 
the attack and reflect it to Nexus, who is opposing Bombshell nearby. The lightning 
misses and strikes one of Bombshell's smoke bombs instead. "Hey, c’mon Penta!" she 
yells, "What the hell?!" The smoke fills the "arena" making it impossible for most of the 
supers to fight. Leopard, however, has no trouble hearing their movements and silently 
moves toward Vector, striking her in the back of her head and causing her to fall. The 
smoke suddenly clears up, and we see Vector in the air, causing the wind to scatter the 
smoke. Leopard does a double take, then looks down to see Bombshell unconscious on 
the floor. "Aw crap, she's gonna be pissed when she wakes" is all he can manage to say. 

He chooses a random bomb and throws it at Vector. It hits her, and the bomb opens up to 
reveal four steel tentacles, which pierce through Vector’s skin. She falls down to the 
ground, and Nexus slows her descend to avoid injury. Meanwhile, Dread and Bodave are 
involved in hand-to-hand combat. She releases a small aura of fear, locking only Bodave 
within it this time, and his movements become sloppier and slower. She sweeps him, but 
he lands on his hands and rolls back, away from the aura. Finding the pieces of asphalt 
from Volta's blast, he begins hurling them at Dread, causing her to go on the defensive. 

Cubes runs at Strongarm, slowly covering himself with solidified air as he approaches, 
enough to strengthen his defense but weak enough to remain mobile. When he reaches 
him, Cubes punches with both fists, covering them both with a dense casing. The strikes 
land, and Strongarm stumbles a bit, then grabs Cubes' hands and swings him around, 
ultimately tossing him away. Cubes creates a sideways platform, lands on it, then uses the 
momentum to haphazardly push himself off and tumble into Penta, just as she prepares to 
attack Volta. Her spell get cuts off as she reacts with an "Oof!" and she falls onto the 
ground and scrapes her side. Seethe immediately rushes to her side and starts kicking 
Cubes, but causes no damage. "Move aside, boy" says a determined Strongarm, as he 
picks up Cubes above his shoulders. Xeno, who had been deadlocked with Chrono the 
whole time, decides it's his turn to shine. He concentrates hard, giving Chrono the 
advantage while she pummels him, until two hands appear from his chest and grab hers. 
She resorts to kicking, but two more hands arise from Xeno's right thigh, grabbing 
Chrono's leg and lifting it, so that she balances on only one foot. With that, the two sets of 
hands emerge to reveal two future Xenos, and they now hold a very vulnerable Chrono. 
"Yeah, that's right" exclaims Xeno, smiling at a gaping Chrono, "I can call two now!" He 
kicks her, and she goes flying back. "It's too bad Serenity was too depressed to fight, or 
else we would be doing a lot better by now." 

Nexus and Volta momentarily team up to fend off Leopard and a slightly tired Grotesk. 
Volta throws a bolt at Grotesk, but he blocks it with his sword, which, unfortunately for 



him, is made of titanium. The electricity courses through his body and momentarily 
paralyzes him. Leopard runs savagely on all fours toward Volta, but Nexus lifts him into 
the air and tosses him into Strongarm, who accidentally lets go of Cubes. Cubes lands on 
his feet and backs away, joining Nexus and Volta. Dread shrugs, says "What the hell," 
and runs at Strongarm, Seethe, and Penta from behind, disregarding Bodave. He chases 
afterward, but the two future Xenos chase after him. Dread casts her fear tremendously 
upon the entire area, causing everyone to shiver and shudder, and some to even fall to 
fetal positions. Leopard feels little fear, and runs at her. He jumps, but pauses in midair. 
Out of the blue, we can hear somebody singing pleasantly, his golden pipes matching the 
clothes he wears as he approaches the lot. 

In One Piece 

"Moving so swiftly, always running, 

I see you moving, always gunning 
For the finish line, is it really so cunning? 

You miss what you flash past, 

Is it fear that makes you dash fast? 

But you’ll spin and crash last! 

So stop the hurries and take it slowly, 

Forget the worries and don't feel lowly, 

Give up the scurries and walk along wholly, 

Inert, but together." 

Leopard drops to the floor and Dread releases her aura as normalcy returns. "And just 
who the hell are you?" asks Leopard. "Oh, some people call me ’Maurice’" - a wolf 
whistle is heard - "But I prefer the name Maestro. More importantly, what is going on 
here, Mr. Leopard?" "What does it look like, old man? We’re clearly in the midst of a 
melee, which you suddenly decided to interrupt. Are you that desperate to die?" 
"Heavens, no" Maestro replies, "I merely wish to help you all." "Thanks, but we don’t 
need that kind of help" answers Leopard, and he runs at Maestro, who only smiles. He 
repeats the verses and Leopard is frozen once again, released only when the singing 
stops. "Relax, Mr. Leopard, and slow it down. We’ve got all kinds of time." Leopard 
bends his knees and rests his hands on them, sulking that he can’t do anything against 
Maestro. 

Penta thinks about the situation and figures that magic can work against just whatever it 
is Maestro is doing. "He may have stopped Leo, but that doesn’t mean that he can stop a 
spiritual attack." Penta floats up into the air and starts to cast a spell. "Jadu, yule i 
hodazan, uvay —" is as far as she gets, the magic from her hands subsiding, as Maestro 
interrupts her, proclaiming: 

Speechless 

"These sealed lips stay unbroken, 

The word of the wise never so spoken, 

The demons of whispers have been chokin’. 

The silence surrounding gives only token, 



That the visionary now has no ken. 

Her solitude knows fear but no kin, 

Til time comes that she has awoken." 

A spell shoots out from his index linger as soon as he speaks and strikes Penta's mouth, 
sealing it shut and making her unable to cast her magic. She falls down to the floor, 
useless. Dread, though glad of what Maestro is doing, cannot help but wonder what his 
true intentions are. Are they really to help the supers, or to "help" them for his own 
ulterior motives? So far, he has attacked the villains, but only because they have attacked 
him first. It does not stand to reason that he is on the heroes' side, although it is certain 
that attacking him will gamer an immediate counterattack. Dread looks to Cubes for 
direction, but he only shrugs at what to do. She decides that the only way to know what to 
do is to try, so she unleashes a bout of dread and captures Maestro within it. He falls to 
his knees, and he put his hands to his head, struggling to fight with the demons inside and 
his own darkness within. He finds himself unable to handle it and lets out a wail. Maestro 
then proceeds to sing in an off-key tune: 

Against Myself 

The darkness within is the root of all sin, 

And the darkness without is the second bout. 

The only way to win, to free it from your skin, 

Is to survive this drought of mirth. 

Fight on, fight on, oh child of fear, 

The sun will shine soon, the light will be here! 

But before that breath of life will invade you, 

Feel your own truths, the ones that evade you! 

For the hopeless pain that you hold as your bane, 

And the hopeless pleasure of which you so treasure, 

Are the same type of strain that makes a heart wane, 

And they are the measure of worth." 

Dread becomes affected by her own power, and the netherworld of her mind rises up, 
swelling within her like a balloon. She relives all the horrible and horrifying moments of 
her past, unable to move and escape from them, the demons engulfing her and consuming 
every last bit of happiness. She collapses to the ground and her body trembles, as tears 
run down her pallid face. She gasps, struggling not for air, but for life, and she clutches 
herself. Cubes cannot take it anymore. He forms a lance made of air, and being about 
twenty feet away, runs toward Maestro with the intention of killing him. Maestro opens 
his mouth to the heavens and belches out another tune: 

Collapse 

"Dissolution is the only solution, 

Breaking you into pieces is my resolution. 

Yours walls are quickly coming apart, 

The beats of your heart are pulsing off the chart. 

Let me liberate you, let me eviscerate you, 



Let me surround and completely obliterate you. 

What, pray tell, is the matter? 

What, pray tell, did I shatter? 

Has your mask already faded, your expectations jaded, 

Your confidence raided? 

Fall away, fall away, until the night, 

Until that time comes, just delight in the light." 

The solidified air creating the lance starts to break apart as soon as Maestro sings, and 
pieces of it fall down, slowly evaporating into the air around it. It is completely gone by 
the time Cubes reaches Maestro, so he tackles him instead and starts shaking him. "Just 
what is it that you want dammit, what?!" Cubes shouts, trying to understand the 
confusion that lies before him. Maestro chuckles a bit and lets out a little ditty: 

Follow Me 

"All I wish for is a way to help, 

To answer the call, to quell the yelp. 

All I wish is to care for the whelp, 

And lead you though the dark." 

Cubes barks at Maestro, "What does that mean!?" Maestro laughs. "What do you think it 
means, Cubes? I'm here to help you plain and simple." "Yeah, well you're doing a bang 
up job" counters Cubes, "So far you've taken down my wife and two supervillains. I 
question your words." "Believe what you want, as that is the law of the world, but it will 
not change the truth of things." Cubes gets frustrated and throws the old man back, then 
returns to Dread to make sure she's okay. Chrono looks at all the other supers, noting how 
bewildered they have become. She remembers Grotesk's words, that "You have all of us 
to lean on when you need help." "Perhaps" she thinks, "It is the opposite now, and I am to 
be the one to save them. She goes in to tackle Maestro, and he begins to sing. Chrono 
slows down the time in her radii, affecting the sound waves as well, then warps her space 
so that the sound travels around her, leaving her unaffected. She tackles Maestro and 
raises a fist to strike him, but he sings once more, and at such a close range, Chrono has 
no time to react. 

The Haughty 

"I see you on your knees once more, 

Nothing has changed from time before. 

Running from me and running from you, 

Your strong resolve is simply untrue. 

You claim to know the path to success, 

Blindly guided by the need to impress. 

Take away your breath, and what do you have, 

A racing pulse and tired calves. 

I love you, see this and understand, 

Sometimes we all need a helping hand." 



Chrono's arm hangs loose as she struggles to inhale. She grasps her chest as she feels her 
lungs emptying. "Just let it go" says Maestro, "Relax and let your body do the breathing 
for you. You may fail and feel useless at times, but if you try too hard you can still fail. 
Instead, sometimes all you need to do is merely sit back and let things happen on their 
own. Relax." Chrono takes his words to heart and stops trying to breathe. For a few 
moments, nothing happens and breath grows shorter and shorter, but soon enough her 
breathing restores to nonnal and her lungs fill up once again. She sits down and 
contemplates his words. 

Meanwhile, back at the Villa, Claire sits on the stoop of the building, waiting patiently for 
Seeker to arrive. She looks up, ecstatic yet mournful, when she finally sees him drive up 
to the apartment. He gets approaches her, noting her facial expression. "Is something 
wrong, Claire? I'm not late, am I?" "No, no, nothing like that" she answers, "It's just that, 
well, come with me and we’ll discuss it." They enter the apartment and go down to the 
subbasement, entering the left of its two rooms. The room is spotless, with no windows, 
and steel walls encompass it. Claire walks to the middle of the room, and Seeker follows. 
"What is it, lovely? What's the matter?" Claire sheds a tear. "I hate to say this, but we 
can’t see each other anymore. Incarnate has found out about us, about our trysts." Seeker 
looks down at the floor, his head hanging, with a forlorn expression. "Crap. I knew this 
would happen eventually, but I didn’t want Incarnate of all people to know. Maybe your 
mother, or someone who wouldn’t be so hard to conform to the idea of our relationship. I, 
I'm not sure what to do now. Everyone will know very soon, provided they haven’t 
massacred each other yet. What do you think, Claire?" "I think that this was all too good 
to be true" she replies, "Like you said, this was bound to occur. I just wish we had more 
time together, more time to live a little." "So what do we do now?" 

The door to the room opens and Incarnate appears. "What do we do, indeed? There is 
only one solution as far as I am concerned. A hero-villain love can never be, for there’d be 
too much volatility. Neither side would be able to function properly with something at 
stake on the other half. That is why heroes must be with heroes, and villains with 
villains." Seeker gets enraged and shouts, "You can’t dictate how we live our lives, 
Incarnate! We are beings of free will as well, and we can choose to live as we feel we 
must. Good and evil be damned!" Seeker doubles in size and walks toward Incarnate, but 
Claire stands in his way. "No, he's right, Seeker, our love cannot be. It would cause too 
many problems for the Villas. Maybe when we’re older we can live together, but for now, 
we are still young and we need to take the welfare of others into account. I'm sorry." 
Claire walks to Incarnate and takes his hand. "Don’t fear the reaper" says Incarnate, a 
look of psychosis upon his face. As they walk to the door, Claire looks back at Seeker, 
and bids him farewell. "Goodbye." Seeker cannot fathom what has just happened. "She 
has become like they are" he thinks to himself, but he remains unable to accept the fact. 
He rushes to the door, but it's locked. He pulls and pulls but the door doesn’t move. 
Suddenly, he hears a grinding noise as the outer side wall begins to move, closing in on 
Seeker with the implication to crush him. Seeker runs around, trying to find anything that 
might switch it off, but sees nothing at all, figuring the switch must be outside the room. 
He then tries to push back the wall from moving, but it shows itself to be more powerful 



and he gets pushed back into the other wall behind him. As the walls slowly begin to 
crush him, with a look of utter terror on his face, he repeatedly screams, "Claire!" 



Chapter 40: Together 


Back at the lot, most of the supers are unsure what to do, while Vector, Bombshell, and 
Fly Guy still remain unconscious. The supers stare at Maestro, trying to figure out why 
he’s there to help. "Was a schism not eventually going to happen?" thinks Volta, "And 
especially so with the emergence of Elsie's powers? Perhaps this man is truly after her 
just as Strongarm was. But why attack us and not go for Elsie when she's only with 
Seeker? Of course, he may not know she's back at the Villa, and might have thought she’d 
be here with us. But Maestro should know better by now. Yet he does not distinguish 
between hero and villain. This suggests he is a danger, after all. Even if this is not true, 
can we take such a risk? I would think not." She hurls a bolt at him, and with such a 
distance between them, Maestro just barely avoids it. He quickly sings: 

Lift Me Up 

"Let me hover above the clouds, 

And flutter away from guttered crowds. 

I want to flee from darkened shrouds, 

And leam the joy of feeling proud. 

Let me fly among the birds, 

And flutter away like uttered words. 

I want to flee from grazing herds, 

And leam to soar, undeterred." 

Maestro lifts up into the air, the wind below his arms and legs, as the breeze scoops him 
up. It carries him away from the scene, toward the lake in the park. Volta shouts to Nexus, 
"C'mon, let's go get him!" "Roger that. I want to see what this guy really knows. He 
seems to be holding something back from us." Nexus gets behind Volta and holds her, 
with his arms around her stomach. He raises them both, and Volta accelerates their 
movements by shooting out lightning from both her hands, using them to steer direction 
as well. Volta calls back to the others, "Just...do whatever you want. Try not to get too 
murdered!" They soar in the sky as they scan the space around them for Maestro, looking 
for anything that might seem out of the ordinary, especially the odd outfit of gold clothes. 
"You know, if not for the fact that we’re hunting someone" notes Nexus, "This is actually 
pretty romantic. Imagine flying through the sky as the sun sets, the brilliant colors 
radiating off our bodies. The sun's yellow and red reflecting my eyes and yours. I just 
think it's rather nice, don't you?" Volta, meanwhile, has been paying more attention to 
finding Maestro and hasn’t heard much of what Nexus was spouting, but answers him 
anyway with a non-definitive "Sure" which appears to satisfy Nexus enough to keep him 
quiet. After some time, they spot him over a small forest by the lake. Volta stops using 
her lightning and the two fall to the earth as Nexus slows the descent. They hover over 
the trees and Volta readies a bolt to fire at Maestro, hearing him continue to hum the 
words to stay aloft. She throws it at him, and it hits him in the arm, causing him to break 
concentration and fall through the trees. Maestro tumbles over the branches and leaves, 
breaking his fall as he eventually comes to a stop when he lands on the ground. He 



struggles to get up, but the electricity runs through his body, temporarily paralyzing him. 
"That one" he thinks, "She’s truly one to look out for." Nexus and Volta land in the forest 
and search for Maestro as he lies on the ground, thinking. "Let's see, what can we use? 
Maybe that'll work? Let's try it out." He sings softly, hoping the supers won't hear him 
over the rustling of the leaves. 

To Wonder And Wander 

How did I come to a place like this? 

Why didn’t I know better to resist? 

Where have I fallen, where am I now? 

What have I done, so shameful that I bow? 

Whom did I hurt, with my words so well said? 

When did this happen? But the answers I dread! 

The fright that I am seeing, the pain I am fleeing, 

I wish to start over, and be a complete being! 

I didn't know the difficulty of being alive, 

The tests and trials that life would contrive. 

So let me begin again and start anew, 

Let's return to the source, I bid you adieu! 

Volta and Nexus can discern Maestro's voice above the wind and follow the trail to his 
body, but by the time they get to him his body disintegrates at the air, and he appears near 
the lot once more, far enough from it so that none of the supers can find him. He rests 
there as time goes by, while Incarnate and Claire head to the lot to join the battle. Claire 
cannot help but wonder why it came to be this way. "The world will always welcome 
lovers, yet Seeker and I can't be? That I need him and he need me, is that not enough? Is 
Incarnate truly right in these matters, that a hero-villain relationship will ruin things? 

How is he to know what might happen? The future remains unknown to all but the gifted, 
and even then it can still be changed. And what happens to Seeker now? Do we leave him 
in the Villa all locked up? Perhaps his fate will be decided by Dad, or maybe by a vote. I 
pray they have mercy on him." They drive onward, unsure of what to expect in the park. 

At the lot, the remaining villains have taken it upon them to continue the fight, mostly 
because there's nothing else to do. They fight in a more lax manner and easygoing 
attitude, with their spirits dampened a bit by Maestro's songs. Xeno and his two future 
selves surround Bodave and close in on him. One future Xeno jumps forward and latches 
onto Bodave, but he falls backward, and the two land onto the ground. Bodave elbows 
him again and again, but the other two Xenos pull Bodave away, and, holding his arms, 
allow the third Xeno to pummel Bodave. In desperation, Bodave swings himself upward, 
grabs onto the third Xeno's head with his legs, and boxes his ears, momentarily stunning 
him. Bodave lands back down and jumps up a bit, landing each of his feet on the feet of 
the first two Xenos, squashing them. They yelp out in pain, and Bodave spins, sweeping 
them both. He stomps on the stomachs of the three heroes, causing the future selves to 
disappear and leaving the original Xeno to be defeated. Bodave himself is exhausted and 
sits down on the sidelines. 



Grotesk assesses the situation and notes that now, even more villains than heroes are 
present, what with Volta and Nexus gone. He approaches Surge once more, but she lifts 
her hand toward him. "Just a minute, I need more time." "Time? This is a battle, a war, 
even. There's no such thing as a timeout in those situations, and neither should there be 
here, even if the others are feeling a little dispirited because of the old man. Prepare 
yourself, Surge." He runs at her, but Cubes forms a cast around his ankle and he falls to 
the asphalt, knocking his chin against it. Surge gets up from her position and trots toward 
Grotesk, unsure of how to handle such a creature. Strongarm runs toward Cubes and 
dives into him. Cubes quickly fonns a shield around him, but Strongarm, with his fists 
out, breaks through and tackles Cubes to the ground. The two roll around on the tarmac, 
each struggling to gain the upper hand. Cubes takes a deep breath, then freezes them both 
in a very dense casing where they cannot move. The other supers stare, while Surge takes 
the opportunity to jump onto Grotesk. He rolls out of the way, and stumbles onto his feet. 
Surge stabs two fingers at her chest wound, causing excruciating pain, releasing even 
more adrenaline. She pounces at him at an astonishing speed, knocking him to the ground 
once more. She quickly grabs his sword and throws it to the side, then punches him in the 
face, dislocating his jaw, and finally retreating to a safe distance. The casing breaks and 
Cubes rolls off of Strongarm. The two huff and inhale deeply, refilling their depleted air 
supply. "Truce for now?" asks Cubes. "Sure, I'm too tired to fight anyhow. Man, I am not 
as young as I used to be." Now, the only capable hero left is Dread, while the villains 
count a muted Penta, Seethe, Chrono, and Leopard among them. The four of them near 
her slightly, knowing her predicament. She attempts to terrify them into submission, but 
can only hold them back for a short bit before Seethe spits some acid in her direction as 
he attempts to break the fear. Dread dodges it, but then Penta runs up and punches her in 
the gut with both of her fists. Leopard goes forth to finish her off, when a familiar voice 
fills the air: 

Wish For Calm 

"Time is standing still like a frozen lake, 

Your mind is sleeping, your legs won’t wake. 

Stay a little while, sit back, don't touch that dial. 

Relax, enjoy a smile, rest that churning bile. 

Your melancholy will soon be smoothed over, 

As you he peacefully in fields of clover." 

The villains can't move from their positions as Maestro nears the lot. "Relax everyone, 
blood must not be shed today. For now, just heed my words. I come only to help, I swear 
this." "So when are you going to start helping then?" asks a snide Seethe, "You running 
away didn’t help us except to draw away Nexus and Volta. Thanks for that, by the way." 
Seethe looks into the sky. "Speaking of which, here they come." The two heroes return 
and touch ground, noticing the villains around Dread. "Jeez, we go away for a little while, 
and this is what happens? I guess things were more fragile then we thought." "You must 
remember, Volta" responds Nexus, "That we were down to begin with. When we left, it 
tilted the ratio even further. In a way, we are responsible for Dread’s precarious situation." 
"One might argue this is Maestro's fault. He ruined a perfectly good battle." "Man, and I 



didn't even get to do anything" says a voice behind them. They look to find a newly 
awakened Bombshell, refreshed from her sleep. "Damn, my head kills. What the hell 
happened to me?" Leopard whistles innocently, and tries to change the subject. "So, 
Maestro, what is it you've been trying to help us with?" "I'm glad somebody has finally 
let me have the floor. Well, as you all know, some time ago, however long it's been 
already, the daughter of Nexus and Volta, the one named Elsie, started to develop very 
strong powers. How do I kn ow this? Believe me, that stunt with the black hole got our 
attention. And by 'our', I mean just about every other super in the area. From there, the 
information spread to the whole country, perhaps beyond. But it looks like we have some 
more company." 

Claire and Incarnate arrive at the scene, the former worrisome while the latter with a 
confident smile on his face. "Great" whispers Dread, "More supervillains. This is killing 
us." "Excuse me" says Strongarm, "But where is Crusher, if not with you? Don't tell me 
you left him all alone." "Well, I wouldn't say he's alone" answers Incarnate, "But he is by 
himself. Don’t worry, how much damage can he possibly do?" "I'm more worried about 
what will happen to him, not about what he will do to others. He's just a kid. And what do 
you mean he isn’t alone, but by himself? What can that possibly mean?" Claire answers, 
"It means, Dad, that Seeker is locked up in the Villa, in 'that' room." "What?!" shouts 
Strongarm, "What was he even doing there in the first place? Don’t tell me you two 
managed to capture him." "It seems Seeker came to us" Incarnate responds. "He had 
intentions of seeing Claire. Intentions to meet with her. It appears they 'like' each other." 
All the supers gape at this remark. "They like each other?!" exclaims Bombshell, 

"That’s...so weird. Couldn’t you find a nice villain, Claire, like maybe Seethe?" Seethe 
looks expectantly at Claire but she shakes her head. "One does not choose who they like, 
Mom, it simply happens on its own. They say that when a soul descends to the Earth, it 
splits into its two halves, the masculine and feminine, and they inhabit different bodies. 
And if the soul is lucky, the two halves will meet up once more and be united together. 
Who's to say that this isn't my destiny? I cannot deny the possibility!" "I guess...but a 
hero? That'll take some getting used to." "Wait a minute" interjects Incarnate, "You’re not 
mad? She hooked up with our enemy! She could have told her any of our secrets, like 
'that room' as she decided to reveal for all to hear." "That’s not too bad" says Strongarm, 
"Since Seeker knows of it now. He might have even known it earlier, what with his astral 
ability, but who knows?" "Oh, I don’t think Seeker will be telling anyone" responds 
Incarnate, not for a long, long, time. That being forever." "Wait, what did you do to him?" 
inquires Claire, "I thought we just locked him in there." "That’s because you don’t know 
the full functions of that room, Claire. Seeker is dead." 

"What?!" Claire shrieks, "What the hell did you do. Incarnate?! Tell me!" "I flicked a 
little switch and the room no longer could be called a 'room'. Let's stop revealing secrets." 
Claire sets herself on fire and turns to Incarnate. "Tell me you didn't kill him, that this is 
some sick joke, and I'll spare your life!" "This is no joke, child" Incarnate replies, "And 
Seeker is dead, unless by some miracle he survived." Claire prepares to kill Incarnate, but 
Maestro interferes with another song. "I better make this count" he thinks, "My throat is 
getting pretty sore." 



Engulf 

"Within my soul, the monsters harken. 

My emotions darken and evils bark in. 

Cut into pieces, shed of my fleeces, 

I am tom from myself, and lost of life's leases. 

I am drowning, my head thrust beneath the water, 

As I struggle against the monstrous forces. 

My head never crowning, a lamb to the slaughter, 

The terror inside me laughs as it courses. 

Never again to arise like the sun, 

Horror has won with its penchant to stun. 

I no longer bound to the lighthearted sound, 

Of the musical songs all around." 

All the gathered supers are thrust into an illusion, and terrifying images create a hysteria 
among them. Horrific monsters with diabolic designs crowd around each one, filling 
them with an endless torment. The supers scream out to the skies as they live through the 
frightful intentions. Soon enough, the effects wear off and things return to normal, but the 
supers have a new found sense of humility among them and Claire cannot bear to attack 
anyone, let alone Incarnate. Maestro walks to the center of the lot. "Now, if you'll finally 
hear me out, such is the case. It stands to reason that —" Maestro starts to say, when a loud 
roar interrupts him. The supers turn to see a large, purple creature bounding toward them. 
"That isn't one of mine" says Maestro. He calls out to the being: 

A way With Ye 

"One of unkindness, dissipate from my sight, 

Thing of malice, back into the night. 

I have no need for your morbid desire, 

So leave me now, and spare me your ire!" 

The lyrics, however, have no effect on the beast and he continues to rampage forth. The 
creature, seeing Incarnate, runs toward him until he stops, towering over the villain. "I 
should kill you where you stand, Incarnate!" Claire gasps. "Seeker, is that you?" 
"Impossible!" says Incarnate, "No one could get out of that room alive." "But I did" says 
Seeker, "And I will make sure you never harm another living soul." "But...how did you 
get out? And why do you look so bloody strange?" "It's fusion" answers Seeker, "Right 
when I was about to die, I was given a fourth superpower, the emotional one. It seems it 
allows me to fuse my different powers together, in this case, my physical doubling and 
my astral self." "That would explain why my song didn't work" says Maestro, "Music 
doesn't affect the astral being." "Wait, who's this guy?" "Oh, I'm Maestro, and I've been 
trying to save you all from yourselves, but I keep getting cut off. Can you save your 
grudges for now, Claire and Seeker? Because it's very important." "Fair enough. Speak 
your peace." 



"As I have said, Elsie's powers are now known to just about every super in the land; no 
sighs or mysteries, she lay golden in the sun. Because of that, some wish to take her 
powers and use them for their own motives, just as Strongarm had. Therefore, she is in 
danger, and being around her, so are the rest of you, hero and villain alike. You must learn 
to work together when it comes time to defend her. Not doing so will result in all of your 
deaths. I cannot tell you when they may start striking but I urge you to heed my words 
and reconcile with each other. That means all of you. The more supers in the Villas, the 
better chance of surviving it all. I bid you all farewell." "Hold on!" shouts Seeker, who 
has now returned to his normal fonn, "Why can't you stay and help us?" "Yeah" agrees 
Volta, "You're clearly capable of fighting evil. So why would you leave?" "I'm not 
supposed to. Simply put, my mission was to help unite the Villas once more, and that's it. 

I have other tasks to fulfill, ones that do not involve Eisenstadt." "And who gave you this 
'mission', exactly?" asks Strongarm, "The big guy?" "I'm afraid I cannot reveal my 
source. It makes no difference, however. Focus on your own task and let the world unfold 
as it will." 


End Volume II 



Volume III: Eduction 


Chapter 41: Cabal 


Some months have passed and things have cooled down in Eisenstadt. Maestro's message 
still remained in the supers’ hearts but the heroes and villains generally focused on their 
daily activities, taking a small break from fighting most of the time. There was still a lot 
to sort out now that they were supposed to be working together and none had that settled 
in them beside Seeker and Claire. There was, of course, the friendship between 
Strongarm and Cubes, but that had never gotten to the point of being on the same side in 
a fight, at least not until Maestro came along. And what of Seeker and Claire? It was 
difficult for any member of the two Villas to truly understand it. No one could tell if they 
really meant it, or it was simply puppy love like that between Vector and Aquano. 
Meanwhile, the two, young lovers, each now nearing eighteen, believed in their hearts 
that their love was true, that they would live and die for one another and that they could 
exist even through any schism. Crusher was particularly affected by this, struggling to 
understand Claire's actions. She was a villain yet was with a hero? How could that make 
sense? How could one reconcile the two? As far as he knew, life was black and white, 
and compromises, the virtue between the vices, could not exist. Bombshell had sat him 
down several times in attempts to quell his confusion, but even she was unsure of what to 
say - if only Seeker were a villain instead. In her heart, she had hoped that Claire would 
turn Seeker to their side, but feared he might do the same to her. Strongarm was 
somewhat glad inside: as he and Cubes shared a bond, so did their children. Strongarm 
did not necessarily approve of the form of their bond and was often unsure of how to 
view it, but all in all, was pleased that the two families were closer. Penta seemed to be 
neutral about it. Indeed, even being so close to Claire in age, she felt no jealousy, envy, or 
disdain, but stood aside as if seeing the events from behind a glass wall, uninvolved in the 
matter. Cubes and Dread were more precarious about the situation. On the one hand, 
Seeker might turn Claire good, but on the other hand, villains showed less restraint than 
heroes. If Seeker spent more time at the Family Villa, who knows what might eventually 
happen to him? At least Claire was relatively safe at Topaz - there was an unspoken 
agreement not to bring in Claire for any of her previous kills as a sign of goodwill toward 
the strange relationship. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Body and Misha’el had finally returned from their so-called "quest." 

They soon learned about all the events that had transpired since they left: about Aquano 
and Sim’s deaths, the revelations of Maestro, and the tryst between Seeker and Claire. 
Most alarming was what Maestro had discussed about future threats and the need to 
protect Elsie from outsiders. In fact, only a few days after they return, Misha’el calls a 
meeting between several of the supers. On a clear and cool Tuesday night, Misha’el, Mr. 
Body, Seeker, Claire, Penta, Bodave, and Fly Guy meet on the roof of a warehouse where 



hopefully no one will overhear what they are about to discuss. The seven assemble in a 
circle and Misha’el motions that he will begin. "First of all, I thank each of you for 
coming here tonight. It must be strange being together with your enemies, but this matter 
trumps the animosity - it is about overcoming a common opponent, someone who is far 
stronger than any one of us can handle." "Is that why you were gone for so long?" asks 
Seeker, "To find more about him...or her?" "No, that is not an issue" replies Misha’el, "I 
learned about him years ago, but the time was never right to go on my quest. You may be 
wondering why I waited so long. The simple truth is that I have been looking for the 
answer for a very long time, before I even knew about him." Claire asks in a confused 
manner, "How can the answer come before the question? That is, if you didn’t know 
about him at one point, how could you have looked for this ’answer?’" 

"Ah, yes" he responds, "I looked for it for other reasons. I cannot reveal to you what it is, 
as I shall soon explain. I finally found the answer somewhere in Ethiopia, and believe me, 
it was very difficult to track down. You see, the answer is more than just a weapon, but a 
object of truth as well, a very sacred truth, so it was hidden away many centuries ago and 
entrusted only to its guardians. I had to reveal to them why I needed it which is why I am 
here before you today. There is a grave threat to Eisenstadt and it pains me to reveal that 
it is my fault. An old enemy of my family is out to get me after what they have done to 
him. You must remember, however, that my family had acted in defense, for they were 
attacked first. But that matters not to him, for he will hunt me and my family down until 
the ends of the earth." "Hold on!" Penta interrupts, "You have a family? How come I've 
never seen them?" "They live in a separate building" says Mr. Body, "Right by the Topaz 
Villa, so Misha’el can live with them, but also be with the Villa when necessary, and leave 
his family out of harm’s way. And, no, none of them possess any powers." "Indeed, my 
power cannot be passed on" says Misha’el, "Rather, it must be acquired by one's own 
sheer determination. In fact, there are requirements for using the form of Kabbalah I 
practice, and age and marriage are two of them. Without a family, one will not truly 
understand life, and without age, one has no experience in life, so both are necessary. But, 
back to what I was saying." 

"This opponent - who is called 'Phournos' - was one of the Greek soldiers that attacked 
the Holy Temple in Jerusalem over two thousand years ago." "Two thousand years!" cries 
Seeker, "Not even Serenity has lived that long." "Nor has Phoumos. He was cast alive by 
the Maccabees into Sheol, the seventh level of Gehenna, which would suffice to be 
translated as ’Hell’. They, too, had the answer, and it was through the answer that they 
expelled him, but it obviously was not enough. Phournos fought the demons in Sheol, and 
slowly overcame them. As he was still alive, Phoumos was able to obtain superpowers. 
On Earth, he already had the ability to superheat his body, either entirely or in any given 
spot. I received word from a trusted prophet that Phoumos gained five more in Sheol, but 
their natures are unknown to me. What I do know is that Phoumos recently defeated the 
king of demons, who proceeded to give Phournos three gifts: his spiritual superpower, a 
release from Sheol, and a panoply of demonic armor. I must admit that Maestro's words 
frighten me even if they concern Elsie and not me. I fear that, left alone, Phournos will 
tmly destroy me, but with others we have the potential to defeat him. The 'answer' has to 
be used at the right time, and with just heroes that will be almost impossible to occur." 



"So why us?" asks Bodave, "What makes us special, and not the rest of the Villas' 
supers?" "Perhaps I am wrong in choosing you four, but you seemed to be the best 
options. You are all young and not yet steadfast in evil ways, but like clay that may still 
be molded. My intention is not that you all turn good but that you empathize with my 
situation and assist me in my task. Additionally, while Cubes and Strongarm are friends, a 
truce such as this may be crossing the line. Maestro may have warned about a threat but it 
still not easy to enforce a union. I am hoping that the relationship between Seeker and 
Claire will be enough to ensure your cooperation. Next, Penta is very close to Claire, and 
while they may not agree on everything, I am sure she will agree to this secret treaty. 
Bodave and Fly Guy - unlike Seethe and what I’ve heard of Chrono - are far more calm 
and restrained in their tempers, but I cannot say for sure if they will agree to working 
together. Lastly, due to Seeker's presence, I am also hoping that none of you will attack us 
now for Claire's sake." "As you said" responds Claire, "I wholeheartedly agree to your 
proposal. If Phoumos is as powerful as you say, then I must acquiesce, or Seeker may 
die." "I'm mostly neutral to the whole deal" replies Penta, "But I do think that, based on 
what Maestro said, this could be a good trial run for the real thing. You have my word." 
"Excellent" says Misha’el, "Bodave, Fly Guy, what about you?" "I suppose" begins 
Bodave, "That this is part of my mission of control. Phoumos will be like a wild beast 
when he arrives, and we must tame him lest he bring forth wanton destruction." "Frankly" 
says Fly Guy, "I have no reason to submit. There is nothing for me to truly gain in it. 
However, if my friends are in agreement, and if the Family wishes to fight, I will abide." 

"Okay" resolves Misha'el, "That settles that. Now, Penta, you are the key piece. I need 
your power right after this meeting ends. As I have said, I cannot reveal to you what the 
answer is. I cannot risk anyone knowing it, lest it spread, as its power is tremendous. It 
has been rumored that Phournos can read minds, but it is unclear how reliable the source 
is. Regardless, I have told you everything else about Phournos, and even that knowledge 
is dangerous. Therefore, Penta, I ask of you to use your magic to attempt to achieve 
something which you have likely never done: cryptophrenesis." "Cryptophrenesis?" Penta 
repeats, "Like memory seals?" "Precisely. I need you to cast a spell that will lock up the 
memory of the answer in my unconscious where no one else will find it." "But if you 
can’t remember it, how will you use it?" asks Seeker. "Simple" responds Mr. Body, in his 
usually deep tone, "My brain is long gone, and all information is retained within my soul, 
so my mind cannot be read. When the time comes to use the answer, I will give it to 
Misha’el, along with a cue to make him remember all about the answer." "It is also 
important that when I plead for the Family's aid, the four of you must step forth and offer 
your support. We must convince Strongarm you fight along with Topaz, for alone, we 
cannot defeat Phournos. Are you ready, Penta?" 

"I guess so. Okay, I strip you of the answer. But how can I do that without knowing what 
the answer is?" "Just focus on the thought that I hold 'The Answer', and not any old 
answer. If that's not enough, I'll tell you." "Okay, then." Penta focuses all her energy on 
the task, and her hands glow indigo. She presses her palms to Misha’el's head and lets out 
a string of archaic and arcane words. "Lo ezan i ezan, lo ezas i ezas." The light passes to 
him and engulfs his skull, and his head becomes iridescent for a short bit. When the glow 



settles and fades away, Penta asks, "So, Misha’el, can you tell me what the answer is?" 
"The answer to what, exactly?" he replies. "Well, that worked well...I guess we should 
head back now before anyone gets suspicious." "Exactly how did you get out in the first 
place?" asks Seeker, "If you don’t mind me asking." "Just the usual" answers Penta, "Fly 
Guy and I are hanging out in the sky, Bodave's on a random errand, and Claire's on a date 
with you. You have to admit, it's all true. Well, I have studying to do. School tomorrow, 
y'know?" "Yeah, I think I have to get up early tomorrow for...something." "I think I'll get 
some books from the library, if it's still open this late." "C’mon, Mish, Seeker, let's go 
home." Fly Guy just stares at the open sky. "It's nice out, I think I'll lie down and watch 
the stars for a while." 

At the Topaz Villa, Mr. Body and Misha’el discuss what had happened. "Really, Bo, what 
are you hiding? I feel there's something you're not telling me." "Ah, don’t worry about it 
Mish, don’t worry about it. They'll be plenty of time for that soon enough." "What does 
that mean?" "Oh, nothing, nothing at all, I hope. Just relax, your life is busy enough as it 
is and your family is very happy to see you home. As for me, I think I’ll walk the streets. 
It's late, but I want to get a feel for the city at such an hour. I haven't had a stroll in 
forever, anyhow." Mr. Body goes outside and begins to walk down the block. Although 
he's a hero, people are still scared of his demeanor and physical welfare, and at such a 
late hour even the night owls are freaked out and try to avoid him. Mr. Body pretends not 
to notice and saunters about through the neighborhood, staring at the different buildings 
and their still-lit rooms. 

He eventually comes across a drug dealing in an alley, and walks toward the druggies, 
who don't notice him until his height blocks out the light from the streetlamps. "Excuse 
me, gentlemen, I couldn’t help but notice your exchange of narcotics. Might I recommend 
spending the money on loved ones, or perhaps saving it for a rainy day?" "Holy crap, it's 
Body. Fisten, man, we don't want any trouble. Just let us be and walk away, ’kay?" "I'm 
afraid that won't do. Please hand over the drugs. I won’t bring you in if you do so." The 
dealer is a little less frightened than the customers and pulls out a gun. "Feave now, if you 
know what's best for you." "Please" brags Mr. Body, "That thing can't kill me. Put it away 
before someone innocent gets hurt." The dealer shoots him several times, and the bullets 
pass through his body, causing some liquid to spill out, but the holes quickly reform. "I 
warned you" says Mr. Body in a stem voice. He takes off his left arm and swings it 
around, hitting the dealer many times over, until he lies unconscious on the floor. "I 
recommend the rest of you leave." The clients flee the scene and Mr. Body reinserts his 
arm into the socket as the suit melds together. He picks up the bags of drugs and empties 
the contents into the sewer. "Kids these days. He doesn’t look a minute more than sixteen, 
yet he has a gun." As Mr. Body walks back to the Villa, a slight fear grows over him. 

"One of those bullets went through part of my spine. How much longer does my body 
have left before I must leave this world? I've outstayed my time already, but there's still 
so much more I want to accomplish. I guess whatever happens, happens. One should not 
be afraid of fate." 



Chapter 42: Probably 


Lucky Lucas enters the Chebyshev Casino, looking as confident as always. His nickname 
was out of irony: Lucas always played until he lost all the cash that he brought in, and the 
casino employees are more than happy to see him. "This time" he thinks, "Things will be 
different. No longer will I be called ’Lucky Lucas', but they will instead know me 
as...hmm, well, I'll still be 'Lucky Lucas', but they won’t make fun of me for it." He sits 
down at a blackjack table using two decks with four other players and the dealer, and gets 
dealt a six of spades and a six of diamonds. He flips them and says, "I'll split." "Are you 
sure?" asks the dealer, sporting a face-up ten of hearts. "Absolutely" Lucas confirms, 
astonishing the other players. The dealer gives him two cards, a jack of spades for one 
six, and a king of clubs for the second. "That's sixteen even, Lucky." The rest of the table 
play their hands, two busting, one getting to twenty-one, and the last sticking at eighteen. 
The dealer flips his card to produce a third six, forcing him to hit again. He deals again, 
and busts at twenty-two with a fourth six. "Well how about that, Lucky, looks like it's 
really your night, after all." The rest of the night proceeds similarly, as Lucas continues to 
win hand after hand until the casino forcibly ejects him, suspecting he's been cheating, 
although there's no evidence to prove so. Lucas walks out into the night, wondering what 
to do. "I guess I better go back home. I wonder if they'll let me return tomorrow." 

* 

The next day does not prove as fortuitous, as the casino manager has still called to bar 
Lucas’ entry, afraid of losing even more money. As he walks back to his apartment, which 
is not too far from the casino, he is aware that someone is following him. "I believe he 
played at my table last night" Lucas thinks, and he begins to walk at a brisk pace. The 
man continues to track Lucas and moves more quickly, causing Lucas to break into a run. 
He flees two blocks, and then makes a left, crossing the street. He narrowly avoids 
getting hit by a turning car but continues without looking back. Lucas makes a right 
immediately after touching the sidewalk, crossing the intersection once more, and 
continues for half a block before turning into an alley. His luck runs out, however, when 
he sees a fence up ahead. He rushes to it and attempts to climb it but the stalker catches 
up and grabs him from the chain-links, tossing him to the ground. "Give me all your 
money! I know you won a ton at the casino last night!" He kicks Lucas in the ribs, who 
lets out a groan. "Man, I don’t have it on me. Who would carry such a large amount?" The 
man pulls out a switchblade. "Then lead me to it, Lucky, or you won't be playing any 
cards for a long time." Lucas looks up at the man, wide-eyed - the mugger gets annoyed. 
"Well, are you deaf or - " is all he gets out before a falling brick lands on his foot, 
crushing it. The mugger shouts out in pain, cursing for his life, while Lucas jumps up and 
runs away. He doesn't stop until he gets to his apartment building, not even to look back. 
"Was that really a fluke, then, what happened on Wednesday, or did something more 
meaningful occur?" 

Lucas thinks back to that day and recalls driving along a narrow road, perched above a 



small valley. He had been coming back from a tournament in Kolmogorov City after 
having lost his seat in only the first round. Upon entering the narrow road, it started to 
rain, and the driving became more difficult. The road began to twist and turn, and after 
one particular curve, Lucas found himself heading straight on into a drunk driver heading 
down the wrong side. Lucas quickly swerved to the left, only to crash into the railing and 
tumble down into the valley below, as the car flipped over and over again. The last thing 
he remembered was seeing the trees from an upside down position. Some time later, to 
which the authorities estimated at a half an hour, Lucas was found and freed by a rescue 
unit while being informed that the drunk driver also ran over the railing, only to hit a tall 
tree and immediately die upon impact. The workers were bewildered once they 
discovered Lucas was without any injuries, not even a concussion. "Must be your lucky 
day" said one of them. "Yeah, maybe." Lucas considered that event to be just a 
coincidence, but since that day, things had started to look up for him. He was reimbursed 
for the car because of the insurance, and so was able to pay his rent for the month without 
the worry of being kicked out, along with getting a new car, even if it was a bit smaller. 
And then there was the night at the casino and the brick that just saved him. "Could such 
a string of events really be just good luck?" In his apartment, he lies down on the couch 
and thinks about it all for a while, eventually falling asleep. In his dream he sees a large 
circle cut up into various sections with such titles as "Birth," "Death," "Rich," "Poor," 
"Happiness," "Sadness," and so on. A dial on one section slowly switches from "Cursed" 
to "Blessed." Lucas regards this as the turning of the wheel of life, that his fate now is not 
to suffer, but to achieve, and that destiny is on his side. When he wakes up, he says to no 
one, "I guess there's only one way to find out for sure." 

He goes to the local convenience store and picks up a lottery ticket. That night, when they 
call out the numbers, his ticket matches them all, except for the last one. "Maybe there’s a 
limit on my luck?" he wonders, "Maybe I should try something else." In the middle of the 
night, when most of Eisenstadt is asleep, Lucas heads over to the Eisenstadt Museum of 
Natural History, finds a side door providentially unlocked, and whisks his way in. He 
passes by the crafts of the Middle Ages, and soon finds himself in front of a large prize: A 
golden statuette of two dolphins, engraved with the initials "A.U.," a smith from the small 
village of Black Crown. The dolphins, named She’ala and Teshuva, are, according to the 
museum plaque, said to represent the balance of questions and answers. "Well" Lucas 
thinks, "Let’s put it to the test, shall we?" He takes out a glass-cutting knife and proceeds 
to incise a circle in the side of the casing. Then, Lucas carefully sticks the kn ife into a 
part of the cut, presses down, and pulls toward him, so that the glass falls right into his 
gloved hands. He sets the glass piece down and reaches into the box, retrieving the 
dolphins. He leaves as quickly as he can, not knowing that the pressure sensor under the 
dolphins was broken and was scheduled to be repaired the next day. When tomorrow 
comes, the museum is in an uproar over the lost artifact. The security cameras are active 
but only show the back of Lucas' head, not nearly enough to identify him, and authorities 
are desperate for any clues, finding only the glass circle near the exhibit's plaque. "Who 
would do such a thing?" asks the beguiled curator. "Who wouldn’t? The dolphins were 
made of solid gold. They'd fetch a nice price in the black market." Lucas, however, has 
thought nothing of the sort and merely wished to test his luck. But seeing how easy it was 
to steal the statuette, Lucas decides to up the ante. 



Once again, at night, he drives over to a nicer part of the city where a mansion 
overshadows an enclosed and gated lawn. "Ah, Modar's place. I should find something of 
value here." He sneaks up to the gate, and noting the security guard to be asleep, climbs 
over with a silent haste. He trots up the slightly uphill driveway, wearing a hat this time 
to hide his face, just in case. Lucas arrives by the front door but realizes that would really 
be pushing his luck. Instead, he shifts to one of the nearby windows but finds them 
bolted. However, he spots a tall tree by the mansion and climbs it, then leaps onto the 
roof of the dwelling. He crawls along the tarred roof, hoping his landing didn’t awaken 
the hosts, but one of the guard dogs sleeping outside starts to stir. Lucas lowers himself 
down the chimney, keeping his back at one end and his feet and the other, descending 
with one step at a time. By the time he gets to the bottom, he's covered in soot and 
muffles a cough that sprays some over the carpet. He lightly trudges around the home 
until he finds what looks like an expensive painting labeled "Solace" and unhooks it from 
the wall. Lucas then goes toward a window and opens it, then climbs through and arrives 
once more at the gate. He first passes the painting through the bars, then begins to climb 
over, when he suddenly hears barking in the distance. He speeds up, making a racket as 
he escapes, and slides down once he reaches the top. The security guard wakes from his 
slumber and shouts "Hey, stop!" but Lucas snatches up the painting and makes a run for 
it. The guard chases after him with a gun, and demands that Lucas freeze, but Lucas 
keeps on going. The guard fires at him but misses every shot, and chases after him in 
desperation. Lucas makes it to his car and drives away, painting in tow. 

In the morning, the police discover a single clue in this emerging case of the unknown 
bandit: his footprints, left in the soot. Unfortunately for Lucas, he had bought new shoes 
before the car crash, and the police track down his size and style of shoe to one of three 
locations around the city, and look for customers who bought a pair in the last three 
months. They make their way through the list, splitting up into many different groups. 
Meanwhile, Lucas, hearing news of the robbery on the news, is terrified that he might be 
identified by the guard and decides to skip town, packing up his belongings along with 
the stolen goods as he wishes not to press his luck. As he speeds off, a pair of detectives 
arrives at his building, his name being the last on the list. When they break open his door 
and find the apartment desolated, they report via walkie-talkie that Lucas is the most 
likely suspect and put out a warrant for his arrest. An alert goes to Topaz and Vector 
answers the call, getting Serenity to join her. Vector flies them both into the sky where 
they look for Lucas, presumed by the cops to be in his newly registered car. Soaring 
above the city, they spot him racing away without any red lights to slow him down, 
although other cars prove to be a small challenge. Nearing the end of the city, Vector 
launches Serenity and she lands on the hood of the car, crushing through it and creating 
much more than just a dent. The airbags deploy and Lucas hit his head hard, dazing him. 
He gets out and flees from Serenity on foot while she is climbing out of the small hole 
she has made in the ground. Vector sees this and dives down at him, increasing her speed 
by doing so. She tackles him and the two hit the ground, tumbling until they fall in a river 
which feeds the lake at Hypatia park. The two get dragged down by the current as Vector 



struggles to lift herself out of it, while Serenity runs the length of the river, following 
them as she calls for backup. 

As they near the lake, Lucas suddenly feels movement below him. As unlikely as it 
seems, he can only realize that a school of trout is below him. The fish act as one and 
carry him to the edges of the water while Vector is pushed by the river to the center of the 
lake and Serenity is struggling to keep up. Lucas stands on top of the fishes and runs off 
onto the land, streaming past the confused onlookers as the fish pour onto the shore. 
Vector and Serenity meet up, both exhausted, but continue anyway. Lucas keeps on 
running from the park but a car soon pulls up and Misha’el gets out. Seeing Lucas, he 
quotes, saying, "Vayomru hava nivneh lanu ir, umigdal virosho bashamayim, vina'aseh 
lanu shem, pen nafutz al pinei kol ha'aretz." ("And they said, 'Come let us build a city, 
and a tower with its top in heaven, and let us make a name, lest we be scattered abroad 
upon the face of the whole earth.'") Brick walls fall out of the sky, towering many feet, 
and surround Lucas, and he contemplates what to do as Vector and Serenity catch up to 
Misha’el. "You know, I was in the middle of a class when you called me, ladies." "Sorry 
about that. This guy's a tricky one." Lucas, still inside, finally decides on a course of 
action. "I seriously doubt this will work, given the failed lottery ticket, but I can only 
hope." He takes a deep breath and exhales, then walks slowly to the wall. Upon reaching 
it, his body disappears and reappears on the other side. He looks back and sees the wall. 
"Hell, yeah! Luck don’t fail me now." He runs toward the lot by the park and the three 
heroes soon notice he is out of the trap. "He got out? Wow, this guy is something else. 
Let's go, ladies." They chases after him on foot since there are no roads by the lot and 
Misha’el realizes that the two heroines don’t have enough energy to catch them. "Oh, I 
guess I have no choice in the matter." He takes a vial of D'yo ink and pours some on his 
left palm, then switches the vial over to his left hand and douses his right palm. Misha’el 
proceeds to wipe the ink on eight other parts of his body while he chants, "Keter, Bina, 
Da'at, Gedula, Gevurah, Tiferet, Nesach, Hod, Yisod, Malchut." An indigo glow 
surrounds his body. "Are you two ready?" Vector stares blankly at him. "I...guess so?" she 
answers, but Serenity simply nods. "K'fisat haderech!" ("Jumping of the path!") They 
suddenly feel themselves hurtling through the space in front of them and appear right 
behind Lucas, the glow disappearing. Misha’el easily grabs him from behind and Serenity 
hits him in the gut for good measure. They bring him back to Misha’el's car and wait for 
the police arrive. "What are we supposed to do with that thing?" asks Serenity, pointing to 
the structure that momentarily held Lucas. "Who cares?" replies Vector, "They can tear it 
down if they want." The cops come and cuff Lucas, dragging him to the car as Vector 
shouts back, "So long, and thanks for all the fish!" 

* 

At the end of the day, all is well. The statuettes and painting are returned,and Lucas is 
sent to Kraftbrecher. As he sleeps that night he dreams once more of the wheel of life, but 
this time the dial goes from "Blessed" to "Cursed." "Maybe" he thinks, "I was meant to 
use my power for good, not evil. Perhaps that is why I didn’t win the lottery, since it 
would prove to be too much, but I did walk through that wall, since I was given the 
opportunity to turn myself in. I must learn from my mistakes." The heroes return back to 



the Villa, earning a well-deserved rest, but Misha’el remains awake and bothered. "How 
did he get out of the trap? I can’t figure it out...oh, forget it. Even when things go horribly 
wrong, one must believe they are actually going horribly right." 



Chapter 43: Certainly 


On a particular Wednesday, the superheroes are gathered for supper in the cafeteria and 
discussing their usual lives with each other, those mundane masks they wear before the 
public. Seeker, who had finished an early supper, had gone up to one of the lounges to do 
his homework while watching the news. The door to the cafeteria bursts open as Seeker 
rushes in, and the other are bewildered at his actions. "What's the matter Seeker?" asks 
Cubes, "You seem perturbed." "There was a robbery at the jewelry store a few blocks 
away." "So?" huffs Volta, "That kind of thing happens all the time for some reason. Did 
the cops get the guy?" "Nope, and that's the weird thing" Seeker replies, "The cashier had 
pressed the silent alarm yet the robber realized it, according to the owner, but the robber 
left after being there for only a few minutes and left most of the jewelry at the store. He 
took only the more expensive items." "That sounds pretty reasonable" says Vector, "It 
would take too much time to take it all, not to mention it would create a better chance of 
getting caught." "But how did the guy know the alarm was pressed? They said his back 
was to the counter when the cashier pressed it." "He probably just assumed there was 
some kind of an alarm" answers Nexus, "I wouldn’t worry about it too much." "Still..." 
Dread has trouble falling asleep that night, after what had happened in the jewelry store. 
"Do you think" she starts to ask of Cubes, "That Seeker's wondering is something to be 
concerned about? That he may have been more than just a robber?" "Relax, no one steals 
jewelry for any other purpose. He probably needed to get some quick cash and thought 
that he’d sell the jewelry to make it. But if you're talking about the alarm thing, perhaps 
he once worked there...although I guess the owner would have said something about that. 
Of course, the owner might have been in cahoots with him, getting some kind of 
insurance money while having the jewelry turned into cash. But Ochkam's Razor tells us 
not to complicate matters beyond necessity." 

* 

The next day, Seeker is walking home from school, choosing to get some exercise instead 
of taking the bus, given that the school is less than a mile from his house, and as a super 
he’s very active to begin with. As he passes a bank, he hears commotion inside and, 
acting cautiously, ducks into a nearby alley where he quickly removes his clothes, 
revealing his suit, and dons his mask. Taking his book bag with him just in case, he enters 
the bank to find a man taking an employee hostage. "He looks like the man in the police 
sketch that they showed" thinks Seeker, "That must be the jewelry thief." "Ah!" exclaims 
the man, "Seeker has arrived! Now we may begin. "What the heck?" thinks Seeker, "He 
said that as if he knew I'd be here. Does he want to get caught?" The man shoots at 
Seeker, only for the bullets to get lodged in Seeker's suit. Seeker doubles in size and 
rampages toward the thief, but the man puts his hand in front of him. "Uh-uh, don't be a 
fool. Get too close and I'll start killing people. Now that you’re here, things have become 
more complicated, but the plan stays the same. The cops will be here in about five 
minutes so we have to move fast." He points his gun to the hostage and demands, "Now 
go be a good girl and get those bags of money from the other workers." The woman 



retrieves the money and returns to the man. "Good. The two of us and Mr. Hero here have 
some work ahead of us. Let's all go, shall we?" 


The three exit the bank and walk straight into the middle of the street. "Seeker, lift that 
sewer plate, will you?" Seeker acquiesces and the hostage, followed by the man, go into 
the sewer. "Descend" he calls up, "Or I will kill the woman." He reluctantly agrees and 
joins the two after shrinking down to his normal size. As they walk through the sewer 
they hear police sirens ahead of them but the cops have no way of tracking them 
underground, which is exactly what the robber had in mind. "In the event that you don’t 
mind, what's your name?" asks Seeker. "Yeah, like I'd tell you that. You can call me 
'Adivino' if you wish." "Okay, Adivino, how's this supposed to play out? With me by your 
side, do you really plan on getting away?" "We’ll see what happens, okay? You're in no 
rush and neither am I." The three continue onward, getting farther and farther from where 
they started until anyone entering would have no chance of finding them. After a half 
hour of walking, Adivino looks up and says, "Well, here we are. Let's go." Seeker can 
only wonder how Adivino knows where to go. "Have you traveled through the sewers 
before?" "Oh, on occasion. They make a great escape if you know your way around. 
Enough chitchat." This time, Seeker goes up first and lifts the grate, as he steps onto a 
one-way street located in the west of the city. As Adivino climbs up, he yells to Seeker, 
"Don’t even think about hitting me with that as I climb above ground." Seeker had been 
planning to do it, but is now just confused. "How did he know that? Or was it such an 
obvious move? Too many strange things seem to be happening around this man. He ran 
out of the jewelry store so quickly, and he seemed to expect me at the bank before. Now 
he predicts my next move? These are too coincidental." The woman joins them and 
Seeker replaces the plate. As he bends back up, he swings his arm to attack the man, but 
Adivino steps away, completely dodging it. "Don’t be stupid, Seeker, or I will really kill 
the woman. Now, run east and return to the Villa. Tell them what you saw. And don’t turn 
back or the woman dies. Don't worry, I won’t kill her unless it becomes obvious that you 
will fail to meet my demands. And it will be obvious." Seeker sighs and turns to the 
woman, apologizing, "Sorry miss, I don’t know what else to do." He runs away from the 
scene and takes a bus back home. 

At the Villa, he tells the other superheroes what happened, how Adivino easily 
maneuvered him through the sewers using the hostage and got away from the authorities. 
"I think there's a lot more to him" concludes Seeker, "And that we're really overlooking 
that he may be a super." "Did you check his eyes?" asks Dread, "Or is this all a guess?" 
"It's an educated guess. You'd understand if you were there. He seemed to know his way 
through the sewers a little too well." "Maybe I should be there" says Dread, "I would just 
need to find him." "I can help" says Vector, "I can fly you around the city looking for him 
next. Of course, who knows when he might show up." "I would count on it" replies 
Seeker, "He's had two crimes in such a short time. He seems to be pretty active right 
now." "It's settled then. On Saturday, Vector and I will fly around, looking for this 
Adivino. "Did you know" starts Mr. Body, "That 'Adivino' means 'Seer'? Perhaps he 
really is a super if he chose such a name. And perhaps he can see more than we suspect." 
"Are you saying he's a prophet?" asks Volta, "That’s rather presumptuous." "Maybe, 
maybe not. Prophets are rare, but not extinct. I'm just saying that we shouldn’t overlook 



this as a possibility. Most prophets are good, but some abuse their powers." Seeker sits 
back, reflecting on everything. "Maybe he is a prophet. That would explain a lot. But is 
he so petty to steal jewelry and cash with such powers? He could be doing so much more. 
Then again, for all we know he is. Maybe these crimes are just a plan for something 
bigger." "Don't overthink it" says Nexus, "The answer will reveal itself in time." 

* 

Nothing happens the next day, a Friday, until Seeker is relaxing in the lounge at about 
6:30 PM when the alert goes off. He's given a report about a lone gunman taking hostages 
at an art exhibit. With no way of getting inside, the cops don't know who's behind it all, 
and Seeker cannot know for sure but he senses that it's Adivino's hand that lies behind the 
crime. He rushes to his mother's room. "Mom, Mom! It's Adivino! Now's your chance!" 
She immediately comes out and goes to Vector's room. "Hey, Vector!" she shouts, 
knocking furiously on her door, "We have work to do. Adivino's at it again!" Vector 
comes out, a little tired from a nap but ready to go. "It's happening right now at an art 
exhibit in the Lovecraft Showroom" Seeker explains, "I guess he's still looking for more 
valuables." "Jeez, he’d make great friends with Lucas" sighs Vector, "Alright, let's go." 
"What about our suits?" asks Dread, "I don’t have mine on under my clothes. I was just 
getting ready for yoga." "No time!" shouts Vector, "C’mon!" The three fly toward the 
museum and make their way to the showroom where a line of cops are ready to take 
action. "Good, some supers. About time you guys came. Are you ready for some action?" 
"Aw, crap" exclaims Dread, "I need to use the ladies room. Wait up for me!" She runs off 
into the distance and leaves Vector and Seeker alone with the officers. Suddenly the door 
to the showroom opens slightly and a young man, his skin a ghostly white, sticks his head 
out. "He demands that the police leave at once and he is prepared to kill hostages. "Tell 
him 'No dice’" responds the captain. "As you wish" says a voice. A shot goes off and the 
young man falls to the floor, as blood pools from the bullet to his head. "Damn it!" yells 
the captain, "What do you want?!" "I want you to leave and the supers to enter. Now!" 
"Very well" says the captain, turning to the heroes. "Try to save as many as you can, got 
it?" "But what about my —" Seeker tries to ask. "Just go!" Seeker and Vector enter the 
showroom, and find twenty-something guests frightened for their lives. "Ah, Seeker, we 
meet again. How predictable." "Wait, what did you just say?" "Nothing, nothing at all. 
Vector, I am charmed to meet you. You do look lovely in that suit." Vector, annoyed at the 
predicament of the hostage set before her, decides to act without thinking as she speeds 
through the air toward Adivino. Midway through, Adivino shoots at her, hitting her in the 
shoulder and causing Vector to veer off her path and into a wall. While this is happening, 
Seeker's emotions cause him to fuse powers and he turns into the large, purple monster 
once more. He bounds toward the criminal, but Adivino rolls through Seeker's legs, 
shooting him in the groin as he passes through. The suit protects Seeker, of course, but he 
still feels the pain and grabs his crotch as he falls to his knees, howling. Adivino wastes 
no time and flees the showroom, taking a pile of art pieces with him. 

Meanwhile, Dread has finished up in the bathroom and leaves, when she sees Adivino 
running toward her. "That must be Adivino" she thinks. "If he really is a prophet, I better 
not plan on doing anything just yet. Let's see how things play out." She walks toward 



Adivino, not sure of what she will do, although that can only help her. Adivino, seeing 
Dread, whips out his gun at points it at her. "Let's go, lady, no time to lose." Dread puts 
her hands up and follows his every wish. The two find themselves out of the museum 
through an emergency exit and Adivino drives off with Dread. "You know" she says, "I've 
been watching your case since it began. You're very impressive." "Thanks. What did you 
say your name was?" "Oh, my name is June, June Halbert." "Well, here’s the deal, June. 
I'm not that bad. I don't plan on killing you, so I'll let you go. Where is it that you live?" 

"I live on 901 Cauchy Lane." "Cauchy, eh? Isn't that a commercial area?" "I live with my 
mother who runs a dry cleaner there. The apartment is right above the store." "Sounds 
good to me." Adivino continues on, driving this way and that, where few cops seem to be, 
if any, which starts to convince Dread that he really is a prophet. Adivino drops off Dread 
and hands her a piece of paper. "Here's my number, if you become interested. Let me 
know soon though, because I’ll be leaving Eisenstadt in a few days." "Will do" answers 
Dread, winking at him. She walks up to the shop and enters. "Hello, Mother." A small, 
old woman turns around and warmly asks, "Are you really done with Chris, my dear 
June?" Adivino can't hear the conversation, but, seeing the woman acting kindly toward 
Dread, he presumes her to be honest about her living arrangements and drives away. In 
the store, Dread answers, "Nah, this is just a ruse, so please play along. The guy in the car 
is actually a criminal who thinks I live with you. Would it be a problem if I stayed with 
you for a short time, maybe a week?" "You are always welcome, June" replies Mother. 
"Thanks." Mother, as it were, ran the store but also cleaned the suits of the heroes and 
villains. For that, she was well respected by the Villas. Additionally, Mother herself used 
to be a super before her power inexplicably disappeared. Like Seeker, she sought to 
become a demigod but one day lost her power, something she never actually clarified for 
them. Although they pressed her for information, all she would say was, "Things just 
happen sometimes." 

* 

The next morning, Dread returns to the Villa and reveals everything that had happened 
between her and Adivino. "So he’s a prophet for sure, then?" asks Seeker, "Because he 
got me and Vector really easily." "But he didn’t know I was a super" recounts Dread, "So 
maybe he isn’t one. Or maybe he's a limited prophet. Do they exist, Misha’el?" Misha’el, 
on his day off, was called to the Villa for his help. "It's possible, Dread. I've never 
encountered a limited one before. I don’t know if I’d call it limited, however. Most 
prophets only see the distant future, while this Adivino appears to see the near future. 
Otherwise, he would have seen you return to the Villa. "Maybe he can only see what 
happens around his surrounding area?" posits Vector, "If so, what would happen if he 
were asleep?" "What, indeed?" asks Dread, putting her hand to her chin. "I don’t like that 
look" Cubes reacts, asking, "What are you thinking, Dread?" "Perhaps, and I emphasize 
'perhaps', there is a way to defeat him after all. Adivino gave me his number. What if I 
were to call him up and seduce him? And what if I got him to fall asleep? Then we'd have 
in right where we wanted." "And how would you do that?" asks Cubes, "He wouldn’t fall 
asleep for no reason and he’d predict any drugging if he really is a prophet." "There is a 
way" says Dread, "I sleep with him. After sex, a man’s constitution is greatly drained and 
he gets sleepy." "No way!" shouts Cubes, "Beside, couldn’t you just wait until he fell 



asleep?" "He wouldn’t invite me over if he didn't think he could 'get some’. What man 
would? This is the best way." "I agree" interjects Volta, "As unpleasant as it may seem, 
that's the best way to do it. And anyway, Cubes, Dread’s going through it, not you, so 
don’t worry so much and have a little faith, okay?" "Ugh, this really sti nk s. Just try not to 
enjoy it, okay?" "I think I'll have to fake it, at least" answers Dread, "He needs to be 
fooled completely or he’ll sense something is very, very wrong." "I don't approve of this 
either" says Misha’el, "But I can't actually stop you. I can only advise that you choose 
another method." 

Dread returns back to Mother's and gets herself dolled up. She calls up Adivino, and the 
two go out on a date. They spend it watching a movie, then go to a bar where they loosen 
up a little. "So tell me, June, how come you never got married?" "Oh, I did" she answers, 
showing her wedding ring, "But my husband was killed in a car crash. I vowed not to 
remove my ring until I found love once again. It's been a pretty long wait." He puts his 
hand over hers. "Well, let's hope it won’t be much longer." The night follows like any 
date, and soon after they leave the bar Adivino invites Dread to his apartment. "Sure, I’d 
love to go. I haven’t been on such a good date in a long time." At his home, a middle class 
apartment save for the paintings that we can see, Adivino pours them both another drink 
and the two become quite tipsy, but Dread never forgets her mission. Her speech slurred, 
she begins to her best to seduce while feeling guilty all along. Adivino takes to it quite 
easily and falls under her spell. Soon, the two are making out like a bunch of hormone 
driven teenagers and things start to move toward the bedroom. They start to undress each 
other as they kiss, and soon enough they are laying face up after a bout of intercourse. 
They cuddle for a short bit, and then Adivino falls asleep as planned. Dread gets up, goes 
to the bathroom, and takes a quick shower to cleanse herself of the violation. She goes 
back to the bedroom and gets dressed, then calls the Villa and tells them where to find her 
and Adivino. Vector and Nexus arrive by air so as not to make any noise and they silently 
enter the apartment, left unlocked by Dread. Nexus closes in on Adivino and handcuffs 
him. The tight feeling immediately awakens him, and he finds himself in his most feared 
predicament. "You bitch, you sold me out!" he yells at Dread. She puts her hand to his 
forehead and fills him with fear. "Child, you were playing on an uneven field to begin 
with. Can you see what happens next?" 



Chapter 44: Feed 


She was sick of rats. Sick of the sound their little feet made when clattering across the 
stone slabs that acted as a walkway in the sewers. Sick of their incessant squeaking 
resonating throughout the tunnels all day and all night. Sick of the fact that they were 
now her main contact with intelligence and that she hadn’t a friend in the world. But 
mostly, she was sick of their taste. At least food wasn’t a problem - there were countless 
rats. Hunting them was very simple for her, having grown adept at the skill over the 
years. Her mother, a woman named Sandra, was a homeless citizen of Eisenstadt, having 
been impregnated as a result of a one-time prostitution of her body for some quick cash. 
She had been driven to the sewers from the burning heat of the summer and found it so 
pleasant that she decided to stay. With the occasional item received by rummaging 
through trash cans, Sandra had managed to set up a nice camp underground. When her 
baby was born, it was in the sewers, without even the help of a midwife. But Sandra was 
happy and the baby was healthy. She named her daughter "Torch," in hopes she would 
lead them to the light at the end of the tunnel. Torch was essentially blind from birth, 
having so few sources of light to accustom her eyes to. And while her hearing was fine, 
sound would rebound along the tunnels of the sewer, making it difficult to make out the 
origin of the noise. Nevertheless, Sandra took good care of her, and the two subsided on 
rats for five years. Torch learned a basic amount of English and could communicate to the 
extent of any other child of her age, and Sandra had clothed her from whatever she could 
glean from the world above. 

When she turned five, Torch's superpower kicked in. Sandra discovered it one day as she 
laid with her, feeding Torch a dead rat. The girl decided that a carcass was no longer 
appetizing and that she longed for something more. Spotting a live rat across the 
waterway of the sewer, Torch suddenly and very quickly latched onto the vermin. But she 
didn't eat it. Rather, the soul of the rat became absorbed by her, until it ran out after only a 
few seconds. Sandra watched this with interest, unsure of what to make of it. But she 
concluded that she was happy as Torch was no longer helpless. And so, time progressed 
another five years, wherein Torch became better and better at hunting. But she was sick 
of rats. Torch always knew of the surface level, having been told about it by her mother, 
but she had never gone up before. She longed to see it but Sandra was adamant, refusing 
to allow her to go up until Torch would be ready. This inevitably caused a rift to form 
between the two of them. Day after day, Torch dreamed of the other world and she 
became more and more impatient. On her tenth birthday, when her only wish was to 
ascend, Sandra merely reiterated the prohibition. Torch was not pleased to hear this. She 
leaped at Sandra and the girl's body melted into a thin layer which engulfed Sandra and 
covered her from head to toe. Sandra was no longer Sandra. It was still her body, to be 
sure, but it was now Torch's mind. Torch was feeding off her mother's soul, and Sandra's 
body showed it, for the body and soul are attached to each other, and without a soul, 
without a life, the body will deteriorate. Torch was horrified, having killed her own 
mother, but something scared her even worse: she liked the taste. It was far better than 
the rats. She found that she was stuck on her mothers body until it became just a shell of a 



body, and Torch soon regained her nonnal form. She tried earnestly to return to 
consuming the rats but the taste of a human soul proved too great. She wanted more. She 
wanted more so much that she lost her reservations about murdering others and resolved 
to go up to the surface. 

The day has finally come - or rather, the night - and she decides it is simply time, having 
nothing to lose. Torch climbs up the rungs of the ladder and lifts the stonn drain cover, 
easily sliding it aside. She raises her head up out of the sewer and, hearing no sounds, 
climbs up until her feet feel the asphalt below. She continues along the seemingly 
deserted street in search for absolutely anything in hopes that it would illuminate her 
murky quest. A car comes speeding down the rode from behind. He is not speeding nor is 
he drunk, but he still can't stop entirely by the time he finally sees her. The vehicle bumps 
the girl and Torch falls to the ground. The man rushes to her side immediately and asks, 
"Are you okay?" The girl turns her face to the man, and the headlights shine upon her 
image, causing the man to gasp in fright at her filthiness. He is unsure what to do in a 
moment of hesitation but it makes no difference. The girl, injured, grabs onto him tightly 
and her body wraps around his, absorbing his soul through his skin. Torch fully consumes 
the spirit, and when she is done, she becomes herself once more with no wounds, and 
puts her clothes back on. She crawls back into the sewer and goes to sleep. The man is 
obviously found, and the police are called onto the case. There is little blood outside of 
the man’s body, but there are foot prints leading to the sewer and fingerprints on the storm 
drain cover. They start a search underground, but in such a labyrinth there is little that 
they can find when Torch can outsmart them on her home turf. Moreover, her fingerprints 
don't even show up in the system, so the police resort to asking the heroes for help. 

Mr. Body and Volta are on the case as they scour through the tunnels. Seeker would be 
better for the mystery, being able to search astrally, but he is currently busy with Claire 
and the heroes decide not to disturb his youthful ventures. Volta lights up the way with 
Mr. Body behind her and they look around for a good hour before they finally give up for 
the time being. "There's little we can actually do" says Volta, "The killer can be anywhere 
in the sewer, or anywhere else by now. There's a thousand places he could have escaped 
to at this point, and if we didn't find him in the sewer there's a possibility that he is above 
ground by now, hiding somewhere else." Mr. Body agrees with her, and the two climb up 
to the surface. They report back to the police and agree to keep an eye out on things, but 
when Seeker finally gets back, not even he can find anything in the sewers, leading them 
to believe that the killer is no longer there. Torch, it turns out, had fled to an alley. She 
reasoned that after being awakened by the sounds of human footsteps in the sewer she 
was no longer safe in her home. Now, her senses of sound and touch are all she has, 
having to leave behind her knowledge of the sewer system for she kn ows not when the 
cops might return to the underground. Torch stumbles a little over a broken umbrella and 
picks it up, feeling it's structure. She breaks off the runner, so that only the shaft and 
handle remain, fashioning a makeshift walking stick. She then taps it against the ground 
and more fully comprehends her surroundings using echolocation. Satisfied, Torch goes 
on her way and searches for clean water. While walking through the city, an old woman 
comes upon the girl and nearly shrieks at her dirty condition before she notices that Torch 
is blind. "Child, do you need help? You look something awful!" Torch looks in her 



direction and answers, quite nervously, "I, I need a bath, p-please." "Of course! Please 
come with me!" Despite the sliminess of Torch's body, the old woman takes her by the 
hand and brings her home. She removes Torch’s clothes, gets her into a bath, and 
proceeds to scrub her down with her strongest body wash. "So what is your name, little 
one?" "My name is Torch. What's yours?" "That's a strange name for a little girl. But I am 
Sandra, or Sandy if you like." Torch quivers at the sound of her mother's name. She is 
reminded of how she murdered her own flesh and blood and fed upon her life force, and 
worries if she will do the same to this Sandra. But, Torch says nothing and hopes that all 
will end well. Sandra clothes the newly clean super and allows her to sleep in her bed 
while Sandra herself takes the couch. Torch wallows in the luxurious fibers and threads of 
the sheet and blanket, and easily passes out from the warmth. 

* 

In the morning, Sandra gives Torch a breakfast consisting of some cereal and milk. Torch 
eats it, but the taste is nothing compared to a soul which can fulfill her needs of survival 
better than any tangible diet. Afterward, Sandra decides to take Torch to the doctor to see 
if any medical services are needed. Having no record, the doctor settles on taking some 
blood for a few tests. But as he brings out a needle, Torch grows nervous. Sandra tries to 
soothe the girl, but she starts to cry without fail. A nurse is brought in and Sandra assists 
in holding down Torch, and the doctor brings the needle closer and closer to the vein in 
her forearm. Torch becomes hysterical, shrieks, and her body becomes a blur, ultimately 
latching onto the doctor's body. She drains his soul, and although she feels satisfied she 
attacks the nurse and kills her as well. Sandra backs away as Torch returns to a human 
form and tries to understand the predicament she’s in. "Torch...what are you?" "What do 
you mean?" "What do I mean? You just, I don't know what you did. What was that?" 

Torch looks at Sandra quizzically and answers, "I just ate them. Can’t you do that?" "N- 
no, no one can...except for the supers. Torch, come here a moment." Sandra is terrified, 
but she doesn’t know what else to do. Although she just killed two people and trusts 
Sandra little after the needle incident, she slowly walks over to her guardian. Sandra 
looks in Torch's clouded eyes and sees that the irises are one-seventh indigo. She gasps at 
the observation and says, "It's true, you're one of them." "One of who?" "You're a super. 
You have a power that makes you different from everyone else. We must get you to safety 
before anyone else is hurt." She takes Torch's hand and they turn to leave the examination 
room when they hear loud voices on the other side telling them to come out. Sandra 
hesitates and can’t figure out what to do. A few seconds go by and the door is kicked 
down, followed by two cops. They raise their weapons at Sandra and Torch, and the elder 
female lets out a scream. She hugs Torch to protect her and one of the cops immediately 
shoots Sandra in the back. Sandra gurgles for a second, then blood dribbles from her 
mouth and she drops dead. Torch looks at the corpse in horror and turns her focus on the 
cop who killed Sandra. She quickly springs onto his body and drains him, and his partner 
shoots at Torch, but the bullets pass through her and his partner is killed instead. 
Subsequently, Torch latches onto the remaining cop and devours his soul, coming away 
without any injuries. She flees the doctor's office and runs down the sidewalk, 
desperately hoping to avoid more tragedy. 



But more cop cars show up to the crime scene, and get a description of a young girl 
running away. A single car trails the direction the witnesses saw Torch run in and soon 
catches up to her. One of the officers gets out while the other keeps tabs in the cruiser, 
and the cop chasing Torch on the sidewalk follows her into an alley which tenninates in a 
dead end. The policeman raises his weapon and orders Torch to stop and she turns 
around, about fifteen feet from the man, ensuing in a standoff. Mr. Body and Volta, 
having been informed by the police, show up just in time to see the two frozen in their 
spots. The cop turns his head for a split second and sees the heroes arrive. "Glad you guys 
got here. This girl killed four at a pediatrician's office, including the doctor himself." "A 
little girl did all that?" asks Volta, "And unarmed at that? I smell a super." "Exactly why 
you were called. She's very dangerous, so take caution." Volta creates a lightning bolt and 
raises it toward Torch, whose eyes widen in the revelation that she's not the only one 
who's different. "Settle down, little one" Volta calmly begins, "Tell us your name." "I'm 
Torch. But they killed Sandra!" Volta turns to the officer; "What's that about?" "This 
woman acted when our weapons were raised. We had no idea if she or the girl killed the 
others, so this Sandra was shot and instantly died. We had little choice in the matter." 
"Hmm, people like to say that...doesn’t mean it's true. Torch, you didn’t want to kill them, 
did you?" "I-I have to. Either they try to hurt me, or I get so hungry." "Hungry? What the 
hell..." "The bodies were said to be untouched" the cop mentions, "Aside from bullet 
wounds. I have no clue what's she's talking about." "Torch" asks Volta, "What do you 
mean by 'getting hungry?’" "I don’t know!" she yells, "But I need to eat them. And every 
time I do, I want more!" 

She pounces on the officer, who lets out a shot, but it passes through the blur of the girl. 
She encompasses his body and feeds on him. Volta throws the bolt but it only shocks the 
cop. Torch’s face suddenly appears over the policeman’s and she raises the gun at Volta. 
"Aren't you like me? Why would you hurt me?!" "Because you are hurting him, Torch." 
"Because he was hurting me!" answers the child, "Because I hurt his friends because they 
hurt Sandra because I hurt the doctor who tried to hurt me! I am only trying to be safe. 
Don't you hear?" The cop’s body falls down and Torch removes herself from the body. 

She inches closer to Volta. "All want is to live. Is that too much?" Volta hesitates for a 
moment and Torch springs toward her, but Mr. Body's hand quickly reaches out instead. 
"Huh" quips Volta, "I forgot you were even here." Torch spreads over Mr. Body's suit and 
attempts to drain his soul. But it is bound to what remains of his body in a connection 
stronger than what most people have, and Torch cannot consume it. Additionally, she 
finds herself unable to get off of him and her body is in a state of quasi-intangibility, 
partially glued to his soul and partially stuck to his suit. "It would seem" states Mr. Body, 
feeling Torch's entity, "That she can eat souls, but must fuse with them to do so. Failing to 
eat it means the connection cannot be broken, until, I would guess, she dies from 
malnourishment, although of what kind is hard to say..." Torch cries out in pain, and Mr. 
Body and Volta leave the scene and go back to the Villa. 

They ask Misha’el for assistance, but despite his efforts he is unable to extract Torch's 
self. They can do nothing and Torch grows weaker and weaker, her cries withering away 
until there is silence. "Torch said she wanted to eat more and more each time she took in 
a soul" ponders Mr. Body, "Perhaps she became so dependent on the souls that without 



access to another her death was inevitably quickened. She wanted life, but needed to kill 
for it. How would we fair any better?" Noticing the grim mood, Volta changes the subject 
a bit. "I wonder where this girl came from. She was hiding in the sewer at one point, if 
not actually living there." "She was from the sewer after all" answers My. Body, "I 
understood this when our souls connected. She was this way for five years, living off rats, 
before she came to the surface. I wonder how she didn’t show up in Nightmare's dream." 
"Maybe, being in the sewer, his signal never reached her. Unfortunate, really, for if she 
showed up perhaps we could have helped her." "Help is relative." 



Chapter 45: Kismet 


On an apparent Sunday, symbolized by the abundance of people walking around the city 
of Eisenstadt, Nexus, Volta, and Elsie go out for a drive. Specifically, they are traveling 
north out of the city, taking Birch Street to Route 121. They pass along many storefronts 
and customers, and Elsie continuously stares at all the busybodies of the locale. At the 
tender age of 7, she is particularly quiet for her age and usually just likes to watch and 
observe her surroundings. It is not a problem that she has, rather she is of a meek nature, 
except, perhaps, when it comes to fighting. At the point to where she is threatened, Elsie 
has inherited a bit of Volta's zeal and can overreact just a bit. But for the most part, Elsie 
enjoys losing her mind to the world around her, paying attention yet not paying attention 
at the same time. She is, as they say, a dreamer. And so now, while they are driving up to 
a woman named Hekli, Elsie is lost to the scenery. Nexus and Volta are far more aware of 
things, however, and speak quietly even though Elsie can still hear them somewhat. "You 
know, we probably should have gone to her a while ago, Volta" says Nexus, his eyes 
steadily on the road, "Like when Elsie's powers were first revealed." "Well, I kind of 
forgot about Hekli. I've only met her once before, and that was for Seeker's reading, not 
my own. Frankly, I can’t remember why I was even there at the time." "I think Dread was 
too busy to go along. What did Hekli say then, anyhow?" "She said that Seeker would 
find his future intertwined with his past, as vague as that sounds. To me, given his 
relationship with Claire, it implies that they'll be together just like their parents are 
friends. Whether they'll stay together remains to be seen." 

They continue along the highway, eventually reaching a place somewhere between 
Eisenstadt and Clarkeston, where Nexus turns off down a dirt road and parks the car. The 
three of them get out and Volta leads them up a small mountain. Elsie gives out a small 
whimper and Nexus turns around. "Oh, come on, Elsie, it's just a little hike. Besides, the 
exercise is good for you. It'll be good for all of us. We haven’t been out much lately since 
things have been quiet between the Villas." Elsie gives in and climbs up the incline, 
catching up to her parents. They take their time given that it's a long walk, even though 
there's nothing to really look at all the while. Around noon, they reach the summit and 
find double metal doors in the rocky hillside. Volta approaches the doors, and they 
automatically swing open. "Oh yeah" she says, turning to her husband and daughter, "I 
actually called ahead of time." "She has a phone connection? In these parts?" "Well, yeah, 
it's the 21 st century. Jeez, Nexus, keep up with the times." They walk through the doors 
which shut behind them, leaving them in complete darkness for a few seconds before 
lights turn on and illuminate the area. Before them is Hekli, a woman draped in black. 

Her face is veiled by a mask and leaves only her eyes visible. She sits on a purple 
armchair and a similarly-colored couch separates her from the heroes. "Come in, I've 
been expecting you...you did call, after all." They sit down with Elsie in the middle. "This 
must be Elsie" Hekli starts, "I'm what they call a diviner, something like a prophet only I 
use an emotional power and not a spiritual one to tell the future. It's called 'Aphimancy'. 
Now, let us begin." Hekli takes Elsie's hands with her own, and concentrates. Orange 
energy flows from the woman to the girl and covers her entirely, obscuring Elsie from 



view. After a little while, the energy dissipates and returns to Hekli. She looks at them 
and says, "Elsie's role in life is far more important than you realize. You said that she's a 
demigod but she is more than that, although even I cannot tell you what she is as it is 
hidden from my perception. Nevertheless, you should return to Eisenstadt. Removing 
Elsie from the protection of the Villa is very dangerous at the moment, given that many 
may be after her. I sense a great gloom coming to both Villas, suggesting loss of various 
kinds, but I also sense a glory beyond our wildest conceivability. It is difficult to explain 
this except to say that it is all for the best. Now, take heed and go back from whence you 
came." Hekli shows them out and the metal doors swing shut. "I hope they are prepared 
for what's in store for them" she thinks, "Because true pain will show itself." She turns 
the lights off and returns to her hermitage in the dark. 

Volta, Nexus, and Elsie leave the peak, slowly trotting down the mountain, stumbling 
over the occasional rock. Despite gravity, it seems harder going down, possibly because 
they are tired or perhaps because of the steepness and lack of resistance in the loose dirt. 
They get most of the way down when Elsie lets out a whine, so Nexus picks her up and 
holds her at both ends, dipping her midsection a bit as she wraps her left arm around the 
back of his neck. They continue like this until they reach the bottom. Elsie has fallen 
asleep at this point and Nexus sighs, both at the sleeping Elsie and at what Hekli said. 
"What do you think about it all, Volta? Are you worried?" "I don’t think I’d be rational if I 
weren't, Nexus. Hekli, though vague, is still a good predictor of events. There’s no telling 
just what might happen to us from here on in." They see the car and make way for it, but 
about thirty feet beforehand, they see four individuals, all obviously dressed as supers. 
Actually, one of them is questionable, but he, or perhaps "it," stands out from all the 
others. A woman wearing dark green stands in front of the other three, and speaks to the 
three heroes of Eisenstadt. "Ah, Elsie! Volta! Nexus!" she begins, "How wonderful to 
finally meet you! We've been most expectant of your inevitable presence. I see little Elsie 
is asleep, but that is only a pleasantry as she looks beautiful. How do you do?" "...Fine, I 
guess" answers Volta, "Just...who are you?" "More importantly" adds Nexus, "Why are 
you here and how did you know we’d even be here?" "Good questions, indeed" answers 
the woman, "All to be answered. For the first question, my name is Hemlock, and I am 
clearly a super by that right. My power is that of poison, which I can release into my 
opponent's body if I manage to scratch or bite into him" - she shows them her fangs - 
"and these are my associates: Yaw, who can redirect attacks away from himself; Jezebell, 
who isn’t actually a super but uses enchanted bells, hence her name; and Roulette, an 
Ubermensch, who, as you an see is a stick figure, and whose power is that he can become 
a randomly selected fighting game character - I know, it's ridiculously specific. For the 
second question, we are here to take Elsie away from you. As you have just been to Hekli 
to get Elsie read, I am sure that Hekli has told you of the dangers to the little one and we 
are here to acknowledge that danger. Her power, after all, is rather irresistible. For the 
third question, we all had Hekli read us. She told us that we would be involved in Elsie's 
life somehow and that she would even be coming within a few days, so we simply 
camped out in one of the recesses of the mountain, waiting for the time to strike. Does 
that settle matters?" "Not quite" replies Nexus, "Why are you bothering to tell us this? 
And how did you come to decide that you'd be an evil presence in Elsie's life and not a 
good one?" "Both are simple to answer" responds Hemlock, "Firstly, we feel it is proper 



to acknowledge our opponents before fighting them as a sign of respect. Secondly, Hekli 
spoke of danger, so we chose to be that danger. Now, one might argue that that is a 
Macbethian kind of way of looking at things, but you must decide on some path in the 
end and this one seemed to be more fun. Besides, my power is in poison. I must have 
been meant as a villain, correct? Now, enough with etiquette as it is time to do battle!" 

Hemlock and Roulette pair up against Nexus while Volta faces Jezebell and Yaw. Nexus 
lays Elsie down and props her against a tree while his opponents wait as a matter of 
honor. When he approaches them, Roulette attacks first and Hemlock chooses to watch. 
Roulette runs at Nexus, who lets out a punch to the villain's face, or at least what could be 
the face, as Roulette's head is a completely black sphere. Roulette doesn’t even try to 
block the punch, and Nexus' fist strikes the not-flesh, causing him to recoil in pain. 

"Ouch! What the heck are you?" "An Ubermensch, as Hemlock had said" answers 
Roulette in a genderless voice, "I won’t bore you with the details, but let's just say that I'm 
strong." Roulette's body flashes images of many video game characters very rapidly, 
eventually settling on Ling Xiaoyu from Tekken. Roulette roundhouses Nexus into the 
air, causing a red glow to emit from the hero's body while the villain spins as it grunts 
from its fake mouth. Nexus nearly hits the ground but levitates in the air and lowers 
himself to the earth below. He then uses his telekinesis to shove Roulette into a nearby 
tree, causing the perennial to nearly break in half and at least stunning the villain for the 
time being, turning Roulette back into its usual self. Hemlock pounces onto Nexus and 
tries to scratch him with her nails, but finds his suit to be too thick to penetrate. Nexus 
fights back, punching at her sides, but also doing little damage. They roll about, trading 
hits, each mostly tiring the other out until Hemlock bites into Nexus' exposed neck and 
releases some poison into his veins. Nexus shouts out in pain, but Volta is too 
preoccupied with her fight to help, so he bites down on Hemlock's ear in retaliation. She 
shrieks and stumbles off of him. "You dare bite in a fight, and a woman at that? How 
insolent! How shameful!" "It's two-on-one, and my daughter is at stake. What did you 
expect?" Nexus stands proud, but he begins to feel the effect of the poison as a slight 
feeling of vertigo overtakes him and he wobbles a bit. Hemlock clearly takes notice and 
jumps at him once more, but Nexus is in enough control to defend. He forces her into the 
same tree that Roulette crashed into and she is out cold. Roulette stumbles out of the 
mess and Nexus looks at it strangely. "Aw man, I'm really getting woozy now..." 

Meanwhile, Jezebell and Yaw have decided to attack Volta at the same time regardless of 
any type of protocol that Hemlock may have suggested. It appears that only she is the 
true upholder of any type of honor in fighting. Immediately, Yaw runs at Volta, who 
throws a bolt of lightning at him. It reflects off of him, somewhere to the side, and is a 
useless endeavor. It nearly hits Jezebell, however, who shouts angrily, "Hey, watch it!" 
"Sorry, Bell, I can't control it, you know." Yaw strikes Volta in the midsection, causing 
her to fall, jumps over her, and then turns around to face her. Volta quickly gets back up 
and, flanked on both fronts by her opponents, throws a bolt at each one. Yaw doesn't even 
try to dodge, as the electricity simply goes around him, while the other bolt hits one of 
Jezebell's trinkets, shocking her greatly. She yells in pain, and responds by shouting "Re!" 
while clanging her bells at Volta, causing a great shockwave to hit the heroine and casting 
her many feet away, leaving Yaw unaffected. Volta slows herself by shooting out 



lightning in the opposite direction and comes to a halt. She then uses the lightning to 
speed her movement back to the fight and attempts to slam into Yaw, but she somehow 
misses him and and flies right into an even stronger shockwave sent by Jezebell, this time 
causing Volta to tumble into the side of the mountain. Nevertheless, Volta still gets up and 
shoots out bolt after bolt toward Jezebell. Yaw jumps in the way, reflecting and refracting 
every single bolt in a variety of directions. Several strike the mountain and the trees, 
others travel harmlessly into the sky, and one even hits Roulette, doing no visible 
damage, but two hit Jezebell and electrocute her, causing the bells to drop. But she stands 
her ground, retrieves the bells, and sends out another shockwave, yelling "Mi", when 
Roulette slams into her, sent by Nexus. In that moment, the shockwave hits Roulette 
instead, catapulting it many feet vertically. Ah the others watch as it soars into the air, 
reaches the top of the arc, and falls rapidly until it slams into the ground, creating a small 
hole. It slowly crawls out of it and apparently faints after merely saying "Ugh." 

Jezebell looks and sees Volta quickly approaching, using her lightning to increase her 
velocity. Jezebell shakes her bells once more, this time screaming "Fa!" but Volta jumps 
and the lightning throws her over the waves. Volta lands on Jezebell and knocks her out 
as well, leaving only Yaw behind. He rubs his hands together and smiles. "It looks like 
I'm the last one. I guess I get ah the glory, then." Nexus takes no chances and raises Yaw 
up thirty feet in the air, a distance high enough to kill. He lets Yaw fall, but the villain 
simply continues to smile. When he reaches the ground, Yaw's body, swoops and curls 
back upward, as if he has reversed gravity, reaching a lower height of only ten feet. This 
happens once more, until Yaw is able to land safely without risk of death or broken 
bones. "I'm sorry to tell you this, but you can’t defeat me. My control over control is 
absolute, without any true weakness to my power. My body is shielded from external 
forces, creating a barrier around me that causes ah attacks to go around or away from me. 
Besides, I can see how tired the two of you are. You, Nexus, from the poison Hemlock 
inflicted upon you, and you, Volta, from the damage that Jezebell caused. Don’t worry: I 
won't kill either of you. I'll just knock you two out and take Elsie, then retrieve my 
friends. It would be best, however, if you would simply give up and avoid any more 
injuries. What do you say?" "External forces? A barrier around you?" asks Nexus, "This 
is your power, right? Then you do have a weakness, Yaw. You can't control what happens 
inside your body." "And how would you propose you get into my body, dear Nexus?" 
questions Yaw, "I don’t suppose you can use your telekinesis on my insides..." Nexus 
begins to flow a faint yellow which Volta takes notice to. "Suppose nothing, expect 
everything." Nexus concentrates and a painful expression is soon seen on Yaw's face. He 
clutches his heart but it does nothing and Yaw falls to the ground. "Relax, he's still alive" 
says Nexus, the yellow fading away to nothing, "I stopped his heart for a very short 
amount of time, and gave him a minor heart attack. He, as well as the others, should be 
fine." "And what was that yellow glow?" "Just an aftereffect of my power. Nothing to be 
strained about. C’mon, let's go home." Volta picks up Elsie and they go back to the car. 
Nexus collapses in the passenger seat, so Volta drives them back to the Villa, where they 
tell Cubes what happened. He states that perhaps they cannot necessarily rely on 
everyone who comes their way and should be more careful in the future. Volta mentions 
the yellow glow surrounding Nexus. "It's probably just an aftereffect, like he said. Or, 
maybe his power is improving. We ah are." 



Chapter 46: Look Ahead 


Matt Debini is a mild-mannered man, for the most part, and a manager at the local car 
dealership. His weeks run in a blur as they are all fairly similar, with little difference from 
one to the next. On a standard day, he wakes from his apartment - empty save for his 
lonesome self - and dresses, makes himself a quick breakfast, and is out on his neutral 
way. He drives his car down Holly Road and zigzags along the different streets until he 
finally arrives at the dealership. A meeting is held at the beginning of each Monday to 
discuss the number of cars sold the previous week and the week ends with another 
meeting at the end of each Friday to prepare for the next week. Aside from these two 
meetings, Matt keeps himself overseeing the sales reps, assisting them when necessary. 

It's a boring life but he's used to it, and has no true complaints. That is, of course, except 
the one about his parents, who occasionally phone to find out if he’s met anyone yet. At 
30, Matt is no slouch, but he's not rushing to find his true love either. On some nights, he 
prefers to go down to the Chrysanthemum, a local bar in the area for all the middle- 
classers, where they can go and hook up, if only for the night. Matt has had his fair share 
of one night stands and can be quite the charmer when he wants to. 

On this particular Friday, Matt is feeling rather dreary for some reason, something he 
attributes to the recent moody weather. The meeting goes as slowly as possible, and he 
can almost swear he saw the clock run backward for a second, but explains it away with 
the utterly dull void his mind has entered into. This particular meeting is not energizing 
him at all and he can feel the cells in his body aging away and multiplying. Finally glad 
when the work week is over, he drives on down to the Chrysanthemum, but the car gets a 
flat half way there, so he goes to the nearest car repair shop,where the owner assures Matt 
that he can retrieve the car by noon the next day, as the shop is open six days a week. 

Matt grumbles and walks the rest of the way, getting rather drunk and talkative, his true 
personality showing through his usual mask. He fails to hit it off with a pretty 
twentysomething and obnoxiously turns down a comely thirtysomething, only to spend 
the next hour in a corner, drinking by himself and watching the nightlife of the bar. 
Eventually he leaves, and realizing himself to be drunk, Matt decides that walking home 
would be good for his intoxication even though he lives about a mile away from the area. 
He passes by an alley and hears a thu nk followed by a thud. Normally, Matt wouldn’t dare 
mind others' business, but the alcohol has made him feel a little brave and he walks on 
into the alley. As he proceeds, he realizes that it's not so much an alley as it is a small, 
outdoor hallway, situated between a warehouse and another building which looks to be a 
bank. Matt cannot see ahead of him past four feet as the alley is minimized by the two 
large buildings on its sides, casting their shadows over it and entrenching it in almost 
complete darkness. 

A black cat scurries by Matt but he presses onward, his drunk self overcoming any fear. 
"C’mon, keep going" he thinks to himself, "Maybe you'll have a chance to be a hero and 
get the girl! At worst, it was just the cat knocking over a garbage can. What have you go 
to lose?" And so he continues forward until the truth of the matter is settled before him. 



On the ground lies a dark-haired woman, unconscious but breathing. Before her stands a 
man, dressed in a long trench coat and hat, his face obfuscated by the shadows from 
above. The man holds a gun and points it at Matt and gestures with it at Matt's pocket. 
Matt pulls out his wallet, the very wallet is father gave to him for his twenty-fifth 
birthday and a rather expensive one at that. He hands the wallet over to the mugger who 
takes it with his free hand. As he does so, Matt bravely, or perhaps foolishly, kicks the 
gun out of the man's hand. The mugger kicks back and into Matt's chest, who falls down; 
the man looks around for the gun in a a futile effort, then turns from the scene and runs 
through the side door of the warehouse. Matt spies the gun near the woman and snatches 
it up, proceeding to chase after the robber. "That bastard took my wallet!" he thinks, "My 
awesome, leather wallet, and with all that cash inside. There's no way I'm letting him get 
away with that! Plus, who knows what he was going to do to that girl - maybe he was 
planning on raping her. This is my chance to do something meaningful!" 

Matt rushes into the warehouse and immediately feels lost: it is huge, with large crates 
lying all around and stacked upon each other. The lights are off, making it harder to find 
one's way around, and the only illumination are the streetlights that shine in from the 
windows that make up the top portion of the walls. Matt stumbles around for a minute 
before he hears running on the other side of a row of crates, and then a loud crash. He 
flanks around a crate and sees the mugger on the floor, and hurries over. The man gets up 
and the wallet is visibly hanging from his right hand. Matt shouts "Stop right there!" and 
the robber jumps in surprise, then stiffens when Matt jabs the gun in the man's back. The 
criminal instinctively tries to hit away the gun with his left arm, spinning a little to get 
better movement, but Matt accidentally pulls the trigger and the bullet shoots through the 
man's heart, and he falls to the floor. Matt, who is now as sober as day, is horrified at 
what he has done and quickly grabs his wallet which has slipped from the man’s grip. As 
he runs past, the robber looks up and thinks to himself "I, I guess things aren't so bad. If 
this was my intended destiny, so be it. If fate has drawn my name, if providence has 
designated my death, I can understand. Things feel peaceful." Moments later, his heart 
stops beating. 

Unfortunately for Matt, a schoolteacher living in an apartment across the street from the 
warehouse has heard the gunshot and immediately calls the police and informs them - 
he’ll be popular at school the next day but he’ll claim he was just trying to be a proper 
citizen. Matt is running from the scene when he hears the police coming. He ducks into 
an alley as they pass, then continues on his way. With his own apartment so far away, 
Matt doesn’t want to get risk getting caught so he crosses the street and heads down an 
intersecting road to the house of a friend, who just so happens to be Serenity. In truth, 
Serenity wasn't really his friend but he accidentally hit her with his car some months back 
while she was running across the street when trying to stop a crime. Obviously she was 
unharmed, but his car was totaled. His insurance easily covered the damage, but she 
insisted that she pay him back somehow so Matt asked for a favor to be called some time 
in the future. "Well, I hope she agrees to this" he thinks, as he approaches her door. 
Meanwhile, at the scene, the cops survey the area, taking pictures and examining the 
bodies. The woman was merely knocked out, and upon awakening reveals herself to be 
Miss Pearl Porter, who was to lock up at the warehouse that night. The man, unidentified 



for the moment, is found dead. "No wallet or any sort of ID" wonders the detective, "But 
how did he come to be shot in the back? Miss Porter was kn ocked unconscious 
immediately and didn’t even see his face, let alone another person. Let's hope someone 
saw something." 

Back at Serenity's house, she wearily opens the door to an exhausted Matt, who ditched 
the gun in the sewer along the way. "Matt Debini, do you realize how late it is? What do 
you want?" "It is more than what I want, Serenity, but what I need. May I please stay by 
you for the night? I promise to be out in the morning." "Fine, fine" she relents, "Come 
inside, won't you?" Matt enters, to be astonished by a large parrot in the corner. "Oh, 
that's Darcy, don’t worry about her. She can't even talk. Just make yourself at home, I 
suppose." Matt takes a shower and eats a yogurt for a quick supper. He sleeps on the 
couch, or at least attempts to, as his worries keep him up most of the night. "What if I 
killed that man? What if I died? What if the woman died? What if some combination of 
us died? Why can't I stop thinking of death and get some sleep for a change?!" The night 
passes slowly from the dark silence until the wee hours of the birds chirping, and Matt 
has gotten less than four hours of sleep. In the morning, as Serenity is cooking some 
breakfast, Matt watches the local news as he dresses, "...and lived her days in a cabana. In 
darker, more serious news, a man was found dead in Warehouse 13 late last night, killed 
by an apparent shot through the heart. We have Tim Williams at the scene. Tim?" "Paul, 
with me is Officer Borden, who has filled me in on the ongoing investigation. What can 
you tell our viewers, officer?" "It's a simple murder, Tim, as clear as can be. The only 
person one can even consider a witness to the crime, a Miss Porter, was hit unconscious 
before seeing the criminal, but from the presence of a corpse inside the warehouse we 
stand next to, it is obvious that something unlawful is going on. The main question, 
besides who the man is, is why the man was even found inside the warehouse, as Miss 
Porter was the only one inside before she was attacked." "You heard it straight from the 
source, folks. Back to you, Paul." Matt sweats at the thought of being caught. "I was just 
trying to help -1 didn't even mean to pull the trigger! But they'll never believe me...I 
need to get out of here and he low for a while." He shuts off the TV and shouts to 
Serenity, "I'm out of here Serenity, thank you for your hospitality. Live long and...wait a 
second, never mind." Matt runs out of the house and Serenity enters the room, mixing 
some kind of concoction in a bowl. "I wonder what that was about" she says to herself, 
"But I though I heard something about a murder..." 

Matt runs as fast as he can, stopping only when he can feels his heart beating without 
even touching his chest. Breathing heavily, he stops at a local shop and gets himself some 
breakfast. He eyes the owner, the only other one currently in the shop, suspiciously, but 
has no true reason for doing so. Matt gobbles down the stack of pancakes and gulps his 
coffee, and then leaves after paying for the food. He continues to run along to the bus 
station, hoping to skip town. The shop owner turns the TV on to pass the time and catches 
a glimpse of the corpse, whose picture has been aired in hopes of being identified. "This 
is why i hate working Saturdays" he thinks to himself, "But the wife won’t have it. Why 
can't I live in a normal city?" On his way to the station, Matt continues to spy at others 
cautiously, wondering if each one knows he's the murderer. He spots a mother and child 
and for a second the child stares back at him. His pulse quickens in response and he tries 



to shake it off. When he finally gets to the bus station, he hears police cars heading his 
way. "Are they after me?" he ponders, "But how do they know where I am? I bet it was 
that kid...in any event, I better get out of here quickly." He runs into the station and he 
starts to head over to the ticket booth, but notices the cops entering and turns the other 
way, heading through an "Employees Only" door. As he passes through the entrance a 
patron points him out to the police, so Matt rushes down a hallway, bounds down some 
stairs to the basement, and enters a door labeled "Do Not Enter." Inside, he finds a boiler 
room, and having no choice, opens the only other door in the room which happens to be a 
closet. He goes inside and hides, hoping no one will find him. Meanwhile, the cops have 
split up and follow different doors. Officer Lee and his partner Officer Watts have chosen 
the basement and look around, wondering where Matt has gone. They see the "Do Not 
Enter" sign and conclude that he must have gone through there, for who can resist such a 
warning? They search the boiler room and find it empty but Lee spots the second door. 

He really wishes no one will die today, as his wife just gave birth two days before and 
hopes not to negate that with a death. "C'mon out, we know you're in their. We just want 
to talk to you." "Like hell you do" thi nk s Matt, "I'm dead the second that door opens." He 
feels his heart racing faster and faster as sweat drips down all over. "What a fine mess 
I've gotten into." Lee points his gun at the door, and Watts pulls it open. As he does, Lee 
sees Matt, who dematerializes right before his eyes. He drops his gun, not knowing what 
to think. 

Matt appears right back in the closet, but this time the cops aren't there. "What the hell 
just happened?" he wonders, but he's happy all the same. He pulls out his cell phone, and 
notes the date. "What? It’s Friday, at 9:09? That means I traveled back in time! That 
means I can stop the murder!" He runs to the employees' lounge and grabs a trench coat 
and hat from a coat rack. He continues out of the station and makes his way to the 
warehouse although it is a long distance. He gets there at about ten, and enters the 
warehouse from the side. "I better stay away from my past self, lest some kind of 
'Timecop' reaction occur." The lights are on but he remains hidden behind the different 
crates. Eventually, he sees Pearl and waits around for her to lock up. After about another 
twenty minutes he sees that she is starting to leave and tries to position himself in the 
same row where he accidentally killed the criminal. Pearl leaves and turns out the lights, 
and she is about to lock up when she feels a gun to her back. She walks a few feet and 
then the robber knocks her out. Matt listens to the sounds outsides and prepares for the 
moment of truth. The robber flees inside the darkened warehouse and weaves through the 
different crates, trying to lose the other Matt. But the current, or future Matt as it may be, 
spots him turning into the row and then sneaking down it slowly. Matt runs up behind 
him and jump kicks into the robber, causing him to crash into a crate just ahead and drop 
the wallet. The mugger gets right up and socks Matt in the nose, breaking it. He then 
takes off into the night. Matt reaches down a picks up the wallet, looking this way and 
that as he tries to find the man. He has little time to do so as the past Matt shouts "Stop 
right there!" Matt jumps in surprise - this was not how he had planned things. The past 
Matt digs the gun into his back and Matt automatically tries to hit it away, but this causes 
the past Matt to accidentally pull the trigger. The bullet passes through Matt's heart and 
he falls to the ground. 



Chapter 4 7 : Hero Worship 


Despite the various recent event, things go on as usual in the Topaz Villa. Some days after 
Matt Debini's death a rumor circulates around about a boy who can merge with other 
beings and objects while still retaining his own individual functions. Naturally, the heroes 
are interested in adding him to their band, both as another tool to fight and as to deprive 
the Family from another villain. Cubes goes out one day, along with Nexus and Vector, as 
they circle the sky around the boy's school, waiting for him to emerge. They see Leopard 
on the grounds and Fly Guy in the air as well. Fly Guy keeps a safe distance but makes 
sure to look for the boy, too. When the bell rings and school is dismissed, dozens of 
students come rushing out to the buses that are before them, eager to get home and really 
start their days. Nexus spots the boy coming down the steps: he's thin but not athletic, 
distinguished by the bright yellow t-shirt and pants he wears. Despite the seeming faux 
pas in fashion, he is surrounded by friends, male and female alike. "I see him" speaks 
Nexus into a mouthpiece, "Damn, he's popular. He's that yellow guy." "Hold on" says 
Vector, "If you know what he looks like, why didn’t we wait until he was more isolated?" 
"Can’t risk the Family getting to him first" answers Cubes, "The earlier we track him the 
better. Let's follow his bus, number eight." 

The three of them, as well as the two villains, stay on the trail of the bus as it makes its 
stops around the city, with Leopard latching onto the roof. After a half hour or so, the boy 
finally gets off with two others: the first is a boy his age who soon separates after waving 
good bye, and the second is a younger boy. "His brother?" suggests Cubes. "Beats me. I 
didn’t get that much information on him, and I've only seen him once before." "Again" 
interrupts Vector, "Why did we wait until now to get him?" "We didn’t" replies Nexus, "I 
tried to make contact with him before, but he was never alone. I'm hoping this won’t be a 
bust either. We may have to attack the villains, by the way." Vector smiles. "I'm sure Fly 
Guy will want revenge on me for beating his ass last time." They gradually lower 
themselves to the roof of the house, unseen by the two boys who now enter their home. 
Fly Guy lands on the other side of the roof while Leopard climbs up a nearby tree to gain 
access to the top. The five face off, although on a triangular rooftop there isn’t much that 
can be done. "So, what do you propose we do?" Fly Guy asks Leopard, "We’re 
outnumbered." "True" says Leopard, "But they're more tired. Nexus probably used a lot 
of his mental energy to get here, ditto Vector in flying both herself and Cubes, since 
Cubes couldn't keep up with the bus otherwise. But let’s see if we can convince this 
Kevin kid to go with us first without getting into a mess." They approach the heroes who 
immediately go into defensive stances. "Don’t worry" says Leopard, attempting to mollify 
the situation, "We don’t want to fight. I suggest we ask the kid directly if he wants to 
join." "And what about his brother?" asks Cubes, "Although I guess he’d find out one 
way or another. And then there are his parents to consider..." "Let’s get a reading on the 
kid first, then worry about the others." 

The five descend to the ground, the heroes doing so begrudgingly, and Cubes knocks on 
the door. Kevin, the one in the yellow clothes, answers the door. He looks at them and 



says, "I guess you've all heard. There really isn’t much you can keep from the Villas, is 
there? Come on in, if you want." The five enter, making themselves at home in the living 
room. Kevin's younger brother comes down the stairs to see who it is and is shocked to 
find not one, but five supers in his very home. "Holy crap! This is awesome!" he shouts, 
and quickly bounds back up the stairs. Moments later, after a lot of shuffling is heard, he 
runs back down to the living room holding a camera. "Can I get a picture with you guys? 
My friends would never believe me otherwise." "Eh..." responds Nexus, "It would be 
weird if you got a picture with both heroes and villains in it. We try to keep our distance, 
but sometimes the situation requires cooperation." "What if I got you guys - and girl - 
separately? Is that okay?" he asks excitedly, his hands trembling. "Ah, what the hell" says 
Leopard, "Why not? You seem too obsessed to turn down so you'd probably get our 
pictures whether or not we realize it." After going through with the pictures, Kevin finally 
slumps down on the couch next to Nexus and states, "You know, my parents probably 
won't let me go, seeing as I'm only 16. Heck, I can’t even legally drive yet." "You never 
know" responds Cubes, "Vector here joined when she was much younger." "Yeah, I also 
didn't have parents to make the choice for me. So what's your name...and your brother's, 
while we're at it?" "I'm Kevin, and this is Evan. I do have an older sister but she's in an 
out-of-state college. And just so you know, my mom will probably be home soon. As for 
my dad, he’ll be home a little later - he works a lot." Time passes until Kevin's mother 
finally arrives, only for her to find five supers in her house. She screeches and yells for 
her two sons to get away from them until she notices that several of them are heroes. 

"Just what is it that you want?" she questions, "My husband won’t be home until six." 
"This concerns both you and your husband, Mrs...Kevin's mother" says Cubes. "It's Tiller. 
I'd think you'd know at least that much. So what is this about, then?" Kevin turns to his 
mother. "They want me to join them. Mom. I've got a superpower." "What?!" exclaims 
Evan, "That’s not fair. I'm the fanatic in the family. What crap!" "Watch your tone, young 
man. Kevin, you know how I feel about danger. But I also know that those with powers 
are mean for a higher purpose. Do what you feel is right. I realize this is a lot to dump on 
you at such a young age, but I do so only because I feel you are ready to decide. I can't 
speak for your father, howev...hold on! What do you mean, 'join them’? Only some are 
heroes!" "Just as you said" responds Nexus, "We’d like for Kevin to decide by which side 
he’d reside. Hee, hee, wordplay is fun. But seriously, we don't want to force anything on 
Kevin, although of course, I would like for him to join Topaz." "I don’t think he should 
become a villain" says Mrs. Tiller, "That just seems like outright bad parenting to me. 
Kevin, I strongly advise you to become a hero if you so choose to join one of the Villas." 
Kevin looks at his brother for any possible advice, but Evan simply gives him a thumbs- 
up, apparently happy no matter what Kevin chooses. "Think about it for a while" says 
Leopard, "The villains wouldn’t want to have to kill yet a child. It does happen from time 
to time, you know. Besides, it's much more fun being a villain. No, 'funner' - see, you 
don't have to follow the rules once you're one of us." Kevin ponders this for a while. "I'll 
get back to you." 

The next day, Evan has already spread the word and Kevin's closest friends know all 
about it: Abby, his girlfriend; Beth, his lab partner; Calvin, his best friend; Dan, his 
neighbor who he shares the ride home with; Flora, the girl he tutors on a twice-weekly 
basis; and Gary, his friend with whom he can share any secret, his "blood brother." The 



six of them, plus Evan, comprise Kevin's circle of trust even though he has many other 
friends at school. His sharp mind and gracious attitude endear him to his peers, giving 
Kevin few, if any, enemies, as well as an abundance of popularity with any type of 
student. When school ends, Kevin and Evan ditch the bus and make their way to the 
Topaz Villa. Kevin taps lightly on the door but Evan rolls his eyes and raps loudly on the 
metal door, bringing attention to the heroes inside. The door opens and Cubes is revealed, 
with a smile on his face. "Come in, come in. Unfortunately, Evan, you'll have to stay 
outside. I hope you understand. "Man, I won’t get to meet all the other heroes. Ah, well." 
Kevin enters while Evan stays, strumming his thumbs. "So what made you decide Topaz, 
Kevin? Was it the glory, or just the satisfaction of helping your fellow man?" "Both, I 
guess, but it's also that's I have no idea where the other Villa is located." Cubes chuckles. 
"Yeah, that's another advantage we have. So how'd your father take the news?" "He 
seemed okay with it. He fought in the Gulf War so he's pretty hardened, and I suppose he 
wanted me to become tough like him. So, do I have to live here now or can I still be at 
home?" "Whatever you want. Supers need to have private lives, too." Kevin opens the 
door and approaches Evan. "I know what you're gonna say, but I have to ask you anyway. 
Should I live at home or here?" "Pfft, you really had to be sure? Here, man! Get all the 
gossip on the supers, heroes and villains alike. I want to know everything!" 

* 

Kevin's first week goes by without any problems. Most of the crime is dealt with by the 
more experienced heroes and Kevin soon gets bored. He takes the issue up with Cubes, 
who replies, "Come with us on the next crime, then. I want to see you in action anyhow. 
Have you decided on a name yet?" "Nah. I've been thinking about it a lot but haven't 
settled on any particular one." That night, Kevin gets his chance when the alarm goes off. 
The intel states that it's a simple convenience store robbery, so Cubes takes Kevin along 
with him and they drive to the mart. Kevin is noticeably sweating and Cubes attempts to 
calm him. "Relax, the first time is the worst. Once you get the hang of things it gets 
easier. Just stay close if you feel afraid." They get to the store and Cubes parks, and they 
rush up to the automatic door which opens at their presence. Inside lies a dead man on the 
floor, a shaken clerk behind the counter, two men in ski masks, and a frightened woman 
with a gun pointed to her temple. "I'll say it one more time, give us the cash or the woman 
will die. You don't want two deaths on your hands, do you?" "N-No sir. I’ll do as you 
say." The clerk sees the heroes out of the comer of his eye and sighs in relief. One of the 
robbers registers this and turns to see the two superheroes. He begins shooting at them, 
but Cubes creates a wall which blocks all the bullets. Cubes turns to Kevin and says, 

"This is where things get fun." He runs toward the robbers as the wall moves with him. 
The men continue to shoot to no avail and the wall hits them and the woman, knocking 
all three to the ground. Cubes quickly dissolves the wall and grabs the weapons, pointing 
them at the two men. "Ooh, a dead guy. You guys are going away for a long time. Was it 
really worth the cash?" Kevin nears Cubes, much less afraid now. He stares down at the 
criminals, dressed in his new suit, hoping to strike some fear into their eyes and at least 
contribute something. One of the robbers kicks his legs open between Cubes’ legs, 
causing the hero to do a semi-split, and Cubes drops the guns as he attempts to catch 
himself. The other man grabs one of the guns and raises it but Kevin sees his chance and 



puts his hand to the barrel of the gun. His hand melds together with the gun, turning his 
arm into stainless steel. The man fires, but at the bullet hits metal it explodes on impact 
and severely injures him. Kevin simply separates his hand from the weapon and is 
unharmed. "Who are you?" asks the other robber. "Me? I'm Fuse." 

The next day at school, Kevin recounts his suspenseful tale to his friends and word 
spreads throughout the school about his dance with danger. Most of the kids are very 
happy for him, feeling that he deserves the honor for everything he has done for them, 
superhero or not. A few of the students, however, grow jealous of Kevin and his 
newfound status. They begin to conspire against him in order to bring him down a few 
pegs. "All we need to do is show him in a compromising act and that’ll get him off his 
pedestal." "And how do we do that, Tyler? He's not exactly villain material. Kevin 
wouldn't voluntarily do something wrong unless he had to." "Then maybe, Ian, we’ll just 
have to show the city that he's not such a powerful guy. A weak hero is no hero at all, just 
someone to be pitied." "I don't kn ow if I like the sound of what you're getting at." "Just 
bear with me, Dawn, and things will go fine." The three scatter when a teacher nears and 
they go off to their classes. When school ends, Kevin bids farewell to his friends and 
walks to the Villa. The students follow him, and Tyler, their leader, carries a bat with him 
as well as a baseball, both taken from the gym. Several blocks from the Villa, Tyler takes 
aim and flings the ball at Kevin, hitting him square in the shoulder and causing him to fall 
forward. He lands on his knees and clutches the injury, rubbing it. "Ah, what was that?! It 
felt like a rock." 

Kevin looks over his shoulder, sees the three students approach him, and gets up. "What 
is it that you want, Tyler? You do realize you could've asked me straight out instead of 
hitting me?" "Ask? I have nothing to ask you except this: how does it feel to be Mr. 
Perfect, to be loved by everyone at school?" "I'm hardly perfect" Kevin answers, "What's 
this all about? Are you sour because of my power? Well you shouldn’t be, because it's a 
responsibility, not a game." "Like hell it is!" shouts Tyler, striking Kevin with the bat. 
Kevin merges with the bat and Tyler's attack is nullified. He throws a quick punch to 
Kevin's face, but Kevin catches it with his left hand, and then grabs the bat from himself, 
removing the connection. He kicks Tyler in the stomach and Tyler doubles over. "Don't 
be stupid, Tyler. If you have a problem, discuss it. That’s the only way to have true 
peace." Kevin turns around and continues toward the Villa. Tyler, feeling his anger boil 
up within him, races after Kevin. Kevin hears him running and turns around but Ian leaps 
onto him. Kevin merges his body with Tyler’s but Tyler delivers a headbutt to Kevin, 
knocking away the connection. Still stunned, Kevin feels around for the bat but Tyler 
takes it first. Tyler slams it down on Kevin’s back, causing him to scream in agony. A car 
stops and a citizen gets out but Tyler continues to beat Kevin with the bat until he no 
longer responds. The citizen nears the two but Tyler turns to him and shrieks, "You want 
some of this?! Get the hell out of here!" The man runs back to his car, but calls the cops 
on his cell phone. Within minutes, the police arrive and Tyler is taken away while Ian and 
Dawn have already fled the scene. Kevin is taken to the hospital but is pronounced dead 
only minutes after arriving as his internal injuries are far too great. Mrs. Tiller gets the 
call and she breaks down in tears. But Evan is hit the hardest, as Kevin, his idol, is gone, 
even with a superpower. He no longer knows what to believe, if supers are to be looked 



up to or are just the same as everyone else, vulnerable in all the wrong ways. He feels 
angry at Cubes for not protecting Kevin when he needed it most but also angry at himself 
for not walking with Kevin to the Villa. Most of all, he feels angry at Kevin for not being 
able to defend himself. "If I had his power" he thinks, "That never would have happened. 
Oh, what am I thinking?! My brother is dead! Is that not enough already?" 

The school learns of the news the next day and a memorial service is held. Kevin's closest 
friends are devastated but Ian and Dawn are nowhere to be seen. Cubes doesn’t show up, 
knowing he can’t possibly say anything to lift their spirits. As the leader of the heroes, 
only he can take responsibility for what has happened. But Evan demands an answer and 
goes to the Villa after school. He pounds on the door until someone answers. Nexus 
opens the door and Evan rushes past him, looking for Cubes. Knowing of the situation, 
Nexus lead him to Cubes' room where Dread is trying to comfort him, but failing. "Who 
do you think you are?" cries Evan, "You weren’t even there when he needed you. What 
the hell, man! I worshiped you!" Cubes looks at him with tears in his eyes. "Even heroes 
fail sometimes. I know that I am at fault here for not protecting Kevin. I'm sorry." Evan’s 
eyes well up. "I just wish, I just wish that Kevin was stronger, better. How could a punk 
like Tyler even take him down?" "There was a witness" says Nexus, "Kevin was walking 
away from a potential fight and Tyler got him from behind. The witness also stated that 
two others were present with Tyler. I think Kevin was trying to do the right thing, to 
avoid evil, but ended up being swallowed by it instead." "Well then, at least he died a true 
hero, powers or no powers." 



Chapter 48: Ushpizin 


After chewing out Cubes, Evan begins to walk to the bus stop from the Topaz Villa, but 
Fly Guy, up in the sky, intercepts him on the way. "I heard about your brother" Fly Guy 
says, swooping down, "It's a shame, really. He would've made a great super, hero or 
villain. The power to merge is extremely versatile - he could have been great." "Is there a 
point to all this, Fly Guy, or are you just trying to make me feel worse?" "I have no 
intentions for the latter, Evan. But I do have a proposition for you." Evan’s eyes light up. 
"A proposition? What are you offering, exactly?" "To bring back the dead, that has been 
done many times before, but the results are...let's just say 'unstable'. There is another, 
more interesting method that can be done. The short version is this: as someone close 
enough to Kevin, you can receive his power of fusion and fission. All it takes is accepting 
a part of his soul." Evan stops walking and thinks about it for a minute. "So what's the 
catch? Do I have to pay with my soul or something?" "That's close" answers Fly Guy, 
"But the actual cost goes to Kevin. By accepting part of his soul, Kevin will lose it until 
the day you die, and as such, will not be allowed his full share in the afterlife until that 
time. But since the afterlife is supposedly infinite, it doesn’t seem like much of a cost, 
does it?" Evan looks up at the sky and ponders what Kevin might do if the situation were 
reversed. "I guess that sounds alright. I'll only live for so long, which is nothing in 
proportionate to the infinitely long. I'll do it." "Excellent" replies Fly Guy, "I'll tell Penta 
of your decision immediately. Here, let me give you a lift home." He picks Evan up and 
takes off, zigzagging in the air above the streets until he reaches Evan’s house. "Meet us 
at the heroes' graveyard by Kevin's plot at 10 PM tonight." 

Evan enters his house as Fly Guy leaves and sees his mother mindlessly watching TV 
while his father has yet to be home. "Mom, I'm going to go over to Dan's house tonight. 
He's going to help me with my geometry homework." Mrs. Tiller barely responds. "'Kay 
hon, don't be gone long." Affected greatly by Kevin's murder, she doesn’t even have the 
energy to pay attention to what Evan does although that should be her first priority. Evan 
goes over to Dan's house and knocks. Dan answers, a bit surprised at Evan’s presence, but 
lets him in anyway and the two go up to Dan’s room. Evan explains Fly Guy's proposition 
to him and Dan immediately wants to be a part of it. "I don't know, another person?" 
wonders Evan aloud, "How would that affect the process? I guess if I’m getting only part 
of Kevin’s soul, the same would be for you so Kevin would still be left with something. 
Can I trust you with it?" "Definitely" answers Dan, "Kevin was like a brother to me...with 
all due respect. I want to carry on his spirit, even if that means carrying his spirit within 
me as well." "But I do wonder what this will mean for Kevin. If he has to part with even 
more of his soul, how will that affect his afterlife? No, I'm sure this is what Kevin would 
want. This way his death is not in vain." Dan takes out his cellphone. "How about 
spreading the word once more?" 

At the graveyard, Kevin's circle of trust, the seven closest to him, stand around his grave 
as Fly Guy and Penta stay nearby. The friends all hold hands together to surround the 



grave and Penta levitates herself, eventually setting herself in the middle of the circle 
right above the plot. She raises her hands outward and recites: 


"We call upon the fallen Kevin, 

To give your sordid soul relief. 

And if we rise by this leaven, 

Will lift your self beyond belief. 

For before you stand the seven, 

Your brother, Evan, the chief. 

So now, descend from Heaven, 

And grant thee to the thief." 

Nothing happens for a little while and the trusted seven begin to murmur among 
themselves but Fly Guy hisses to keep them quiet. Then, looking upward, they see 
Kevin's soul, an indigo glow in the form of a man, slowly make its way downward from 
the sky. The soul is outlined into five pieces and one section splits into seven parts with 
each part entering a different member of the pact. Their bodies convulse with the 
additional spirits until their irises each become one seventh red. Penta rises once more 
and lands outside the circle. "It is done" she declares, "You may now go home. But know 
that a superpower is both a blessing and a curse. You may use it to do whatever you wish 
but there will always be those against you unless you stay out of the fighting altogether. 
That is the nature of power." "So we each have the ability to merge now?" asks Calvin, 
"Awesome!" "I must warn you" says Penta, "That because of how this particular spell 
works, you only have part of his power. This is not to say that your power level is limited, 
since merging cannot be reduced like a power such as strength. However, it means that 
since there are seven of you, you'll split the power and you will each possess the power to 
merge on a different day of the week. In other words, only one of you can merge right 
now - the rest of you are the same until it is your turn." "That's...a little crappy" responds 
Evan. "Well, no one said to bring all these other people" replies Fly Guy, "Live with it." 
"So does this mean that we’re like Horcruxes or something?" "You read too much 
fantasy" answers Penta, "Get your head in the real world." 

It is discovered that it is Evan’s turn, but at midnight it becomes Flora's, and although she 
has the power for the day she is timid in nature, preferring to be more of a wallflower. 

She does experiments in the library however, in fusing with different books of hers, 
feeling her hands and arms slowly turning into paper and back into flesh. She lets the 
letters run over skin, i nk ed as if by tattoos. Evan watches her from a distance in secret, 
and all he can think is that she's wasting her power. "She could be using that power to 
avenge Kevin and she wastes her time with books? I must approach her on the matter!" 
Evan nears Flora and begins by saying, "You know, there are some things you can be 
doing right now besides playing with books, Flora. Like fighting crime...or committing a 
crime. Yet you stand there like a newborn." Flora whispers back, barely audible, "I am 
not yet used to the world of supers. I figured I would take things one step at a time. I 
don't want to run into chaos and lose myself in an instant." Evan can tell she is referring 
to Kevin's death, and the way she does it so subtly angers him but he holds it inside. 
"Whatever" he manages to eke out, and walks away, immediately plotting what he’ll do 



when the power is his own in six days. On the next day, Gary uses his new ability to give 
a show to the other students, charging them for some easy cash as he performs feats such 
as seemingly running through a wall - simple fusion/fission - and synthesizing with a 
small flame to become a man of fire. The students go wild over his antics but Evan is not 
impressed. "He's not wasting the power like Flora but he's making light of it as if to spit 
on Kevin's grave. Am I the only one who feels pain over Kevin's death?" Evan decides to 
invite himself over to Gary's house by telling him he has something very secretive to 
share, knowing Gary will be unable to contain himself with joy. When they get to Gary's 
house, Evan leads him to the backyard and spots a hose. "Perfect" he thinks, "Let's try a 
show of our own." "So what's this about, Evan? What was so important that you had to 
tell me here, where no eyes - or ears - pry?" "Just a sec" Evan replies, throwing him a 
lighter, "Can you do that fire trick again?" "Sure." Gary becomes one with the flame but 
soon realizes he's burning the grass beneath him. As he walks toward the backyard’s 
patio, he notices Evan turning on the hose and putting out the flames on the grass. 
Suddenly Evan turns the hose onto Gary, and Gary screams as parts of him whisk away in 
the smoke. He attempts to separate from the fire but different body parts are missing, 
causing him to scream even louder. He falls to the ground, struggling to keep alive as 
blood leaks out from all over his body. Evan turns the hose off and walks away, 
eventually finding himself home. Over the evening news, Gary's death is confirmed by 
the police, who are still looking into a list of possible suspects. 

Although it is still Gary's day, Abby finds herself accidentally fusing with her brush as 
she straightens her hair and is confused until she hears about Gary's death. "With Gary 
gone, that leaves six of us. Seven days into six people would give a greater share to each 
of us if that's how it works. By why didn’t Gary's piece of Kevin's soul return to its 
source? Is it possible that as long as someone with part of Kevin's soul lives, Kevin 
cannot return to Heaven? If so, he will be missing out on one-fifth of the afterlife until all 
seven of us die. I have a really bad feeling about this..." The next day is a Saturday and 
it's still Abby's turn at the wheel. After hearing about Gary, she becomes more reserved 
than her usual carefree self, choosing to play it safe as the day whisks away as she stays 
in her house the whole time. She discovers, however, through experimentation, that her 
power runs out at approximately 8 PM. "Hmm, there are 168 hours in a week, and with 
six people, each would get 28.1 had the power for about 20 today, so that means that 
Gary died at around 4 PM yesterday, which coincides with the news report. If I'm not 
mistaken, Beth will therefore have the power until tomorrow at midnight, barring some 
unforeseen event, although given Gary's questionable death I guess nothing can be 
considered unforeseen." 

On Sunday, Evan takes a bus early in the morning at 9 AM to the west side of the city, 
and after getting off at Spruce Lane he walks two blocks north to Beth's apartment 
building. Beth buzzes him in, confused at the early hour but glad to have Evan to talk to. 
"Surely, Evan" she thinks, "Will have more insight as he knew Gary, and obviously 
Kevin, much better than 1.1 wonder what he'll be able to tell me?" Evan makes his way 
up to the sixth floor and enters her apartment. Beth's parents are busy in their own way as 
her father is reading the Sunday paper and her mother is out visiting a relative. When 
Beth greets him, he whispers to her so that her father won't hear, "We need to talk." Beth 



nods and the two go to her room, and she closes the door behind them. They sit down on 
her bed and Beth begins. "I've been feeling horrible lately. With Kevin gone, I just felt 
empty inside. And now that Gary's dead, I worry for my own safety. Yesterday was just 
an awful day -1 was paranoid the whole time. How do you deal with it, Evan?" "I just 
keep reminding myself with what Penta said, that 'There will always be those against you' 
because of the superpower we hold. Some will really try to kill us simply because we are 
special. That's why I came here, Beth. I think we should join Topaz. We'll be safer that 
way. I mean, Kevin wasn't, but he was a bit careless. We should get the others to join as 
well." "That makes sense" Beth answers, "We have a better chance to surviving if we 
stick together, especially if we're also surrounded by other heroes. Okay, let's go. I am 
curious though, why did you come to me first?" "Because we all know you're the smartest 
among us" Evan replies, "So I thought that if you were to join me, the others certainly 
would." The two start toward the elevator, but Evan has other plans. "Err, let's take the 
stairs. It's more open. I don’t want to be confined in a little box where some stranger 
could come in and attack us. Sorry, I guess I'm a bit paranoid myself." "That’s alright, I’ll 
protect you, ha ha. Okay, let's use the stairs." They bound down the flights, and at the 
third floor as Beth is about to step down, Evan pushes her from behind. She tumbles 
down the stairs and her neck snaps toward the bottom, the sound quite audible. Evan 
rushes to the elevator, frantically pressing the down button. When it finally comes, he 
enters, descends, and leaves the building, hoping no one sees him. 

"Just two more until it's my turn" Evan thinks, "And then I can have my revenge on 
Cubes for not saving Kevin. It's been easy so far but I doubt I could kill Cubes, the leader 
of the heroes, without at least a power of my own." He gets on the bus once more, calling 
Calvin as he rides. "Hey Cal, we haven't hung out for the longest time. I know things 
have been weird given Gary's death but we should still be able to have some fun, right?" 
Cal answers somewhat demurely, "Okay. We were never too close but I guess I should get 
to kn ow you more now that we share Kevin's ability. What do you want to do?" Evan 
thinks about it for a short bit. "How about the theater at the mall? I haven't seen a good 
movie in a while." "Alright, that sounds good to me." Evan gets off by the mall and waits 
for a good twenty minutes, during which he spends the time thinking of how to kill 
Calvin, before he calls Calvin again to see where he is. Calvin responds that he’ll be there 
in another five minutes so Evan spends the time by going to the kitchenware section of 
The Abode, a store for housing goods. He quickly finds a knife suitable for his needs and 
buys it, immediately removing the tag and sticking the weapon in his pocket. He rushes 
back to the entrance and sees Calvin walking through the parking lot. Evan waves to 
catch his attention and the two meet up. "So, what are we seeing?" asks Calvin "I need a 
good escape from reality." "How about The Alchemist?" Evan offers, "I heard it's 
supposed to be 'riveting', whatever that means." "Fine by me." The two get to the theaters 
and enter the one that plays their movie after purchasing the tickets. Evan suggests 
getting seats all the way up where the view is best and not too overwhelming like lower 
seats. Calvin agrees and the two make their way to the top just as the previews start. In its 
fourth week already, The Alchemist draws a small crowd, something Evan had been 
relying on. During the immersing action on the screen, Evan deftly pulls out the knife 
from his pocket and waits a little more. When a particularly loud scene erupts, he leans 
over and slices Calvin's jugular in one, swift motion. Calvin sits there, gurgling, as he 



tries to keep the blood from gushing out. "It's too bad he doesn’t know about Beth's recent 
death" Evan thinks, "Or he could just fuse himself with his hand to stop the bleeding." 
Calvin dies before the scene is up, and Evan wipes the knife on Calvin's clothes, and then 
makes his way out of the theater with the knife back in his pocket. "This might prove to 
be very useful. I might as well keep it for now although it could always be used to tie me 
to Cal's murder." 

A tenant of Beth's apartment building finds her at the bottom of the stairs between the 
third and fourth floor. She lets out a shriek and immediately calls 911, and then goes 
down to the body to check if Beth is still alive but finds no pulse. The police soon arrive 
and deem it an accident, but question Beth's father who informs them of Evan's presence 
earlier in the day, putting Evan right at the top of the list of suspects. Still, there is no 
proof that Evan was involved with Beth's tragic end so they decide to track him down and 
question him for an alibi instead. Evan, in the meantime, has chosen to pay Dan a visit so 
he can finally get his turn with the power. He takes the bus home and walks to Dan's 
house. He knocks on the door and Dan answers, weary-eyed, by an apparent lack of 
sleep. Evan, feigning distress, closes the door and quickly embraces Dan, as he starts to 
cry. "Oh, Dan! Did you hear? Beth is dead!" Dan is shocked at the news. "But isn’t today 
her day? How could she die with her power?" "I don't Evan, man. I heard she died in an 
accident, but they won’t say how. It must have happened too quickly for her to react, I 
guess. Oh, this is horrible!" Dan continues to embrace Evan, thinking him to be very 
vulnerable at the moment, but wondering at the same time if Beth was really murdered. 
"Certainly, if Gary was murdered so was Beth. This can't be a coincidence of deaths. I 
must look into it." At this moment however, Evan takes out the knife while they are still 
hugging and stabs him in the back of the neck until Dan collapses onto the floor. Evan 
stabs him a few more times in the heart just to make sure Dan is dead, then rushes back 
home. He sneaks inside so that his parents don't hear him come in, then dumps his bloody 
clothes and the knife in his hamper, burying it under other soiled laundry. "Finally!" he 
thinks, "If my understanding is correct, the power should now be mine. And since there 
are only three of us left, I should have plenty of time to get Cubes and then find asylum at 
the Family Villa." 

Abby calls up Calvin to discuss what might have happened to Gary but gets no answer. 
She tries Dan, but finds no response either. Lastly she calls Beth, only for Beth's father to 
answer. He sobs into the phone about how Beth is dead and the police are looking into 
her so-called "accidental" demise. Abby gives her most sincere apology and tries to 
comfort him. After the call, she can only decide that someone is killing off her circle of 
friends. "It must be someone who wants it bad enough to kill, and it must be one of us 
since no one else could gain Kevin's power. Let me try the others first." She calls up Flora 
and the two get together at the food court in the mall where there are plenty of witnesses, 
just in case Flora tries anything. "Flora is likely to be innocent" Abby ponder, "Being so 
meek. But perhaps she is just showing a front right now so I better be careful. If she is 
innocent, however, that leaves Evan, who is much more likely to want the power after 
Kevin's murder, seeing as he took up the offer to take part of Kevin's soul." At first, 
conversation is light and the two try to keep things limited, but the talking soon turns to 
Gary's death. Abby reveals what she learned about Beth and Flora is aghast. "We must 



find help!" she squeals, causing a few passersby to turn their heads. "Not so loud!" Abby 
reproaches, "I think that Evan is the one behind their deaths. Calvin and Dan didn’t 
answer my calls and if they're dead, too, then it's Evan's turns to use the power and he’ll 
have over two days unless he wants more and decides to kill the two of us as well. We 
better go to Topaz." Flora agrees to the plan and the two drive to the Villa. When she 
knocks, Cubes answers the door but recognizes neither of them. Abby insists that they 
know Evan, however, and Cubes decides to hear them out. Abby reveals everything she 
believes but Cubes isn't too surprised. "Some people go mad after the death of a loved 
one. I think Evan's trying to gain the power all for himself. Revenge is a powerful thing. I 
don’t think we should look for him. Rather, Evan will come to us." 

As if Cubes were a prophet, Evan calls Abby at that very moment, not having Flora's 
number even though it's her turn next. Abby tells him that she’s at the Villa, waiting for 
Flora to arrive, and Evan falls for it without even wondering why Flora might be coming 
along. He sneaks out of the house with fresh clothes and brings the knife along once 
more, but with his power to merge he doesn’t not feel it to be too necessary. He travels for 
the umpteenth time that day and reaches the Villa where Abby and Flora are waiting 
outside. Approaching them, Evan pretends to be in emotional pain again but Abby 
prevents herself and Flora from reacting. Seeing his ruse negated, Evan steps things up a 
bit. He draws his knife and flings it at Flora, but a wall appears and blocks the knife. 
Cubes, watching from a second story window, opens it slightly and yells out "Now!" 

From across the street, we see Vector, who creates a gale that throws Evan into the wall 
of the Villa. He falls to the ground, his body bloodied. Without giving him time to react, 
Vector slams him into the wall again and again, finally releasing him. Evan, still 
conscious, merges with the wall to become invulnerable to her attacks but is too weak to 
move around. In time, different heroes gather around Evan's location. "Give it up!" says 
Cubes, "You have nowhere to run. We know you killed the other four - your place is now 
in Kraftbrecher." Evan jumps out from the wall and fuses with Flora. He clutches her 
heart and squeezes, draining the life out of her. Flora gives out an inhuman cry by the 
unbelievable pain coursing through her. Cubes forms a knife and stabs Evan over and 
over but Evan holds on until Flora's heart gives out and no longer beats. Evan diffuses 
and falls to the floor, dead as well. 

Eventually the ambulances arrive and take away the two corpses. Cubes turns to Abby, 
who contains all of Kevin's soul and therefore all of his power. "So what will you do 
now? Will you join the Topaz Villa?" "Is there a way for me to return Kevin's soul?" 
"Unfortunately" answers Cubes, "I don’t think so. His soul is now fully bonded to yours. 
You'll have it until you die. I'm sorry." Abby paces around. "I don’t know if my parents 
will agree but I think I'll move to another city. Too many bad things have happened here. 
Maybe I'll be able to find a way to separate his soul from mine." 



Chapter 49: Insomnia 


Although subsidized by the government, the Topaz Villa isn't a freebie so the supers 
generally have regular jobs as well. Truthfully, most of the jobs are part-time but the 
heroes would be bored without them. Xeno, after joining the Villa, started to work for a 
moving company, as his previous job under the mob didn’t allow much time for a real 
education but did prepare his body for the task of heavy lifting. In fact, Xeno always 
brought along a future Xeno with him, who posed as a twin brother, to earn double the 
wages. The Villa had qualms about abusing one's powers for money but saw that Xeno 
really felt he was contributing with the deceit, and so they said nothing. That being the 
case, having a future self out with him throughout the day strained his power and easily 
tired him out by the time his shift was done, so Xeno generally took a nap after work. 

This particular day, a Wednesday, is no exception. When Xeno arrives at the Villa, he 
stands before the entrance, letting the body scanner examine his figure and automatically 
unlock the door upon success. Xeno enters and goes up to the fourth floor where his room 
subsides on the far end of the building and collapses onto his bed, falling asleep almost 
immediately. He awakens for a quick dinner where he practically devours his 
hamburgers, then returns to his room for an early night, as being halfway through the 
week, he needs an extra recharge. Slowly, time continues onward, and as the hours start 
to get late, some of the other heroes bid farewell to the remaining supers as they, too, 
return to their rooms. 

At about 11:30 PM, however, when Volta and Mr. Body are still up and in the lounge 
watching some late-night news, the power suddenly goes out. "Damn it!" exclaims Volta, 
"A blackout! I guess that's a sign to go to bed." "How lucky" replies Mr. Body, "I am 
incapable of sleeping. It looks as though I'll get to spend the night in total 
darkness...maybe I'll go to the roof and look at the stars." "Suit yourself." Volta leaves the 
room, partially lighting the way with sparks of electricity spouting from her hand. 
Descending to the second floor, she thinks she hears something, but takes it be from a 
lack of sleep and continues onward. Mr. Body is at the top of the building and 
accidentally lets the door shut behind him without first grabbing the key, locking him out. 
He realizes it immediately but simply sighs in response. "Ah, well, I can always climb 
down the fire escape and go through the front door." He gazes at the stars and ponders at 
the meaning of life. "So much space for so small a race, when all we do is chase for 
finery and lace. It almost seems a waste that our time runs in a haste. Oh, I must stop 
rhyming...are the messages correct? Surely, creating good is the ultimate purpose in life, 
but what is my specific purpose? And why would I think that the stars know? But why 
else do they exist if not for our own splendor? Truthfully, life is far more mysterious than 
we’d like to believe. Men preach that they know the whole truth when they cannot even 
fathom the depths of the oceans, or even the powers bestowed upon themselves. Oh 
Body, oh humanity!" He succumbs to boredom and walks to the edge, climbing down the 
fire escape and eventually reaching the small alley at the side of the building. He turns 
the comer and walks up to the entrance of the Villa, and is startled to see that the door is 
slightly ajar. He clutches the knob and the door swings open with ease. "Strange, 



someone must have forgotten to close it." He enters the building, closes the door behind 
him, and locks the door manually. Mr. Body, too, goes to his room, where he lies down 
and further contemplates life, having nothing better to do. "I can see what Serenity means 
when she says that immortality is a curse. Too much time is bad enough." 

At around 12:30 AM, Xeno, as well as all the other sleeping heroes, wake up with a start. 
When they realize the power is out, most go back to bed to try to sleep, but Xeno and 
Volta leave their rooms, wandering the hallways as an effort to get a little more tired. 

Volta stretches on the second floor, when suddenly something trips over her, and the two 
fall onto the ground. "Who is it?" she demands, wielding a bolt of lightning, "Show 
yourself!" "Hey, relax! It's just me" says a familiar voice. Volta brings up the lightning to 
see better, and Nexus' face pops into view. "I was just wondering what you were doing 
out here so late." "Eh, couldn’t sleep, so I thought I might work out a bit. Why are you 
up?" "My sleep was suddenly disrupted and I couldn’t fall back asleep. How strange." 
"Same here" says Volta, "There must have been a random noise or something, although I 
don't recall hearing anything. Wanna take a walk?" "What the hey, it couldn’t hurt until 
tomorrow." The two stroll around, climbing up the stairs, and on the third floor Volta 
almost bums Xeno's face with her lightning. "Watch it!" he yelps, causing a great 
annoyance among the other supers who are still trying to sleep, and give a loud, 
synchronized "Shush!" "That stuff is dangerous man...ma'am." "Oh, it's just Xeno, how 
boring. I was thinking it might be an enemy. Wow, I must really need some shut-eye. 
These late nights are killing me, mentally." Xeno shakes away the quick insult to his 
pride and suggests playing some cards to pass the time. "And how will we see said 
cards?" asks Volta, mockingly. "Be right back" answers Xeno, and he walks back to his 
room, feeling the wall to find his way. He returns with a future self and a few candles, 
which Volta lights. "You never know when you can use a few candles." "Why not a 
flashlight?" "Good point, where's yours?" "It's...dammit." The four sit down to a game of 
hearts. A small figure crouches in the darkness out of the light of the candles. We cannot 
see it, but the creature grins malevolently. It then sneaks away, causing Nexus to look 
slightly in its direction. "Hmm, must be my imagination. I better concentrate if we want 
to beat the Xenos." 

Time continues to pass and it is now 1:30 AM. The Xenos easily win as Xeno had been 
quite the card shark when he was still with the mob. "Well, that killed some time" says 
Nexus, "Now what?" "I suppose we go back to bed. I'm exhausted" says Volta. "Good 
idea." The couple returns back down to their room and the Xenos are left with the cards 
and candles. "You know" says the future Xeno, "I can’t help but think that there was 
something significant about this night. It's hard to remember though, since I'm so tired. 
I've got a bad feeling, though." "Hmm, if that's how you feel, let’s take a look around just 
in case." They pick up the candles and go down to the first floor, searching for anything 
odd. Mr. Body hears them and joins their small search party. "Thank God you guys came 
along. I'm bored as anything. I didn’t realize how much I need electricity to prevent 
insanity from seeping in. Well, it's mostly the lack of light that bothers me, since it takes 
away all possible activities. So what are you two doing, anyhow?" "Future me says 
something is amiss." "Say no more - I'm in." The three continue the quest, unaware of the 
small creature tagging along behind them. 



They go through all the hallways of the building as well as the unused rooms and the 
rooms used for alternative purposes, but find nothing, except, to their dismay, that it is 
now nearing 2:30. "Man!" sighs Xeno, "This is getting us nowhere. Are you sure there's 
something, me?" "I don’t even know anymore. I just feel like sleeping." "At least you can 
always return to your time. Body and I have no choice but to stay." The future Xeno 
suddenly snaps his head up, his eyes lit. "I remember now...it was Phournos!" "Who?" 
asks Xeno, but Mr. Body is all over it. "You say it's Phournos? How is he doing this?" "I 
don’t recall, unfortunately, but I know he's behind this. But...he doesn't show up yet, 
unless it's different now. My presence alone can alter the course of how things are 
supposed to be, so I don't when he’ll show up." "Damn!" shouts an angry Mr. Body, "If he 
shows up now, we’re goners. The blackout goes totally to his advantage. Unless, of 
course...Phournos caused the blackout. He may be nearby." "Hello?" interjects the 
original Xeno, "Who is this 'Phournos' you speak of?" "That’s right" thinks Mr. Body, "He 
doesn't know of the threat. This will take some delicacy." Mr. Body turns to Xeno, "Oh, 
it’s nothing, dear boy, forget we said anything. Just go back to bed for now. I need to 
speak with your future self." "Fine, whatever" Xeno responds, confused by it all. 

Xeno walks away but accidentally trips. Before he hits the ground, another Xeno comes 
out to catch him by his right arm and pulls Xeno away, which causes the third Xeno to 
quickly step back, but he backs into the creature who gives out a screech. The other three 
heroes quickly turn to the source of the noise and are surprised to find the creature 
clawing at the third Xeno until he disappears. "Watch out!" shouts the second Xeno, "He's 
a demon, albeit a lesser one." "A lesser demon?" wonders Mr. Body, "Is he the source of 
the trouble around here?" "My guess" says Xeno, as if to answer Mr. Body's thought, "Is 
that thing is responsible for the insomnia in the Villa." The demon quickly flees the scene 
and the heroes are forced to chase after it, but slowly, for they lack much light. "But why 
create insomnia?" asks Xeno, "Is it merely a prank?" "No" answers Mr. Body, "The 
demon is working for another. This is a very bad sign. If we can’t get to the demon, this 
will be a horrific day for us." Mr. Body yells out to all the other heroes that there's an 
intruder in the midst, and the supers come out from all of there rooms, the ones in the 
higher floors unsure of what they have heard as his voice is too far away. Volta and Nexus 
emerge with a crying Elsie, who glows so as to provide light for her family. "What's this 
about a demon, Body?" "It's what causing the insomnia. Trust me, we need to get rid of it. 
This is a very big deal. It's too much to tell right now so you need to trust me." 

Word spreads vocally around the Villa and the hunt is on for the demon. It continues to 
hide in the shadows, but the shadows are slowly diminishing as flashlights and more 
candles are brought out. The Xenos and Mr. Body soon have the monster cornered in the 
hallway of the fourth floor. Mr. Body jumps at it but the demon rolls out of the way and 
runs. The two Xenos pounce on it and wrestle with the demon but the creature eludes 
their grasps and it climbs out of the pile. It dashes away but slams right into a wall that 
Cubes has created. However, the lack of sleep has made all of the heroes weaker, and 
after the demon smashes the wall, the barrier crumbles. The creature continues to make 
its escape, bounding through Cube's legs and down the stairs, where Vector creates a 
small twister that captures the demon in its spinning winds. Volta zaps it with lightning 



and it falls to the floor, unconscious. All the superheroes congregate around the demon, 
trapping it. They tie it up and Mr. Body takes it to his room to keep watch, while the rest 
of the residents go back to bed, falling asleep as soon their heads hit their pillows. 
Eventually, by the time 5 AM hits, the demon disappears and the blackout is over. "This 
must be Phournos" thinks Mr. Body, "And if so, today may be our last, given how tired 
everyone will be. But if Xeno could still call his future selves, that means he must have 
survived, which means we may survive just yet. But regarding the demon, did Phoumos 
dabble in magic in his time? He must have, to bring this all about. We shall see, I 
suppose. Well, I better make sure all the security systems are back up." 



Chapter 50: The Greek 


Mr. Body was right: if they hadn’t caught the demon, it would have been a terrible day. 
The creature, as revealed by the future Xeno, was summoned by Phournos for the use of 
the spell of insomnia as well as the blackout, for they were tasks that proved too difficult 
for himself. Phournos knew how to summon demons via his spiritual superpower, and 
once he was free from Sheol he took a few nearby pedestrians hostage, and by grasping 
their bodies, was able to read their minds and learn all about modern day supers. It wasn't 
an easy task for him, but through sheer determination and luck, Phournos had managed to 
track down Eisenstadt, the city where he learned contained a superhero whose power was 
eerily familiar to the one he fought against millenia before, back as a soldier. Fighting all 
the demons had preserved his bulky physique but it had also warped his mind, and 
Phournos had become obsessed with destroying any trace of the Maccabees, no matter 
who stood in his way. It was only a matter of time before Misha’el was found out, and 
now that he is discovered, Phournos is full on insane glee at the prospect of vanquishing 
his enemy, or rather, his enemy's progeny. 

The heroes rise late after being up for most of the night, which the exception of Mr. Body, 
who has taken the liberty of calling up Serenity and Surge after being convinced that 
Phournos is to attack on this very day. "I really hope the answer works" he thinks, "Or 
we’re in for one hell of a marathon. I better bring in the villains for this...although why 
would they help? Maybe I should just tell them that Elsie is at risk and that Maestro 
foretold such a danger. But if they find out I'm lying - and how could they not? - it will 
damage relations for the future. But that may be worth it, for without their help there may 
not be any heroes at all. I guess it's best to contact them." Mr. Body phones Strongarm 
and tells him of Elsie's predicament, stating that a very strong enemy with multiple 
powers is set to attack them on this day. In time, the villains, who were not affected by 
the insomnia, arrive at the Topaz Villa while the heroes are just starting to get up after 
only a few solid hours of sleep. "What is this?!" exclaims Strongarm, "Elsie is fine and 
merely exhausted. Speak, Body!" "It's true, I made it up about Elsie, but for a very good 
reason" answers Mr. Body, "For there truly is a grave danger coming to Eisenstadt, if not 
already in Eisenstadt. Today, a man known as 'Phournos' will attack Topaz and we require 
your assistance to destroy him. I realize we cannot force you oblige but I ask you for your 
mercy in our pitiful state. Aside for Serenity, Surge, and I, the heroes were cursed with 
insomnia last night and are in bad shape to fight this threat. And we will need each other 
in the future, given Maestro's words, so I plead with you to join forces with me now or 
reap the dire consequences." Strongarm thinks about it while Claire and Penta walk up to 
Mr. Body. "The two of us unequivocally accept. Although enemies, we cannot risk any 
death at this juncture in case Elsie is sought out by another." "Thank you" says Mr. Body, 
giving a gracious bow. "Agreed" adds Bodave, "For if this Phournos attacks Topaz and 
we do not show, we may be the next target." Seeing this, Strongarm rethinks his early 
outburst. "I guess we’ll help, but if things turns bad don’t be sure to count on us. We’ll 
need someone to look after Elsie and Crusher - they're still too young to fight, even 
though I’ve seen their powers firsthand and have to admit I'm impressed." "Tve got that" 



says Bodave, "If this Phoumos is as good as you say, I don’t think perfect balance will be 
enough." "Lucy is watching over our Villa" resumes Strongarm, "So that the rest of us 
may fight. The Villa may be hidden but I would like at least one person there at all times, 
just in case. And speaking of Phournos, we’ll need to know more about him if we want to 
win." Misha’el stands up at delivers all the information he can, knowing that it's the only 
way to get the villains on their side for now. 

* 

At midday, the supers begin to feel an ominous aura around them. Bodave takes the 
children to the underground shelter in the Topaz Villa while the rest of the supers gather 
around in front of the Villa, waiting for the inevitable. Phoumos makes his way toward 
them, sighting them from a distance, having easily learned of the Villa's location from a 
kind, and now dead, citizen. He lumbers along, his impressive figure standing tall in the 
sunlight, bedecked with shining annor and a large sword. Xeno gawks at him and cannot 
help but curse at the unfortunate situation, even though they outnumber Phoumos by a 
huge amount. Immediately, Seeker, in his astral form, dives down at Phoumos from the 
sky. Without even glancing, Phournos swings a heavy arm and it slams into Seeker, 
defeating him with a single punch. Seeker returns to his body among the other supers and 
and stands up, dazed. "How the hell did he do that?!" wonders Nexus aloud, noting 
Seeker's status, "There's no way he could have seen Seeker coming!" "And what if he 
could? We have no idea what Phournos is capable of." At the mention of his name, 
Phoumos swings his head to the source, Volta. He growls, and then stampedes toward 
her, brandishing the sword in a threatening manner. Volta throws a bolt of lightning which 
hits the sword and shocks Phournos, but he keeps on moving and swings the sword down. 
Cubes quickly creates a barrier between the two while Nexus pushes the sword back with 
his mind at the same time. Phournos attack is nullified, but he simply kicks through the 
barrier, crushing it and hitting Volta in the gut, as she falls to the floor, grasping her 
stomach in pain. Nexus holds Phournos still, and Strongarm goes in for a punch. He lands 
it, pushing Phournos back, but quickly removes his hand right upon impact. "Ah!" he 
shouts, "He burnt my fist! It hurts like hell!" Claire, seeing her father wounded by heat, 
sets herself on fire and runs at Phournos. Phoumos' eyes glow orange, and he lets out a 
roar, finally breaking free of Nexus' hold. He turns to the oncoming attack but is struck in 
the sky by Fly Guy. Phournos is blinded, and Claire uses this to her advantage as she 
continues her assault while Seeker, now in his doubled form, races to the enemy from the 
opposite side. Phournos, however, can feel both of their motions through his feet. He 
takes Fly Guy from his face and hurls him at Vector, knocking them both to the ground. 
Just as Claire and Seeker reach him, Phournos falls flat on his back. Seeker, in his huge 
but cumbersome self, trips and falls onto Claire, knocking her out when she hits the 
pavement. Seeker rolls off of her, his body fairly burned as he slowly shrivels back to his 
usual size. Dread, in fury, casts an aura of fear around her, catching Phournos within it, 
but he is too far gone psychologically to be affected. Instead, he grabs her and she 
suddenly disappears, finding herself underground in a coffin, buried alive. Cubes is 
aghast at what has happened to both his wife and son, and he and Bombshell team up. 
Cubes binds Phournos' feet together, and Bombshell throws a sphere at his face. The 
bomb releases sleeping gas and Phoumos falls to the ground. 



The supers cheer and the injured are taken care of. Special attention is given to Claire and 
Seeker, having been more injured than the rest. Incarnate tends to the fallen, and while 
the rest of the supers are busy either helping him or chatting with each other, Leopard 
goes up to the defeated soldier, observing him in his final moments. He kneels down and 
grabs Phoumos’ throat, preparing to kill him. He slowly tightens his grip, preventing 
oxygen from getting to Phoumos' lungs. However, Phournos' eyes open and glow orange 
once more. Still lying on his back, he grabs Leopard and superheats himself. The 
immense temperature proves to be too much for Leopard and he nearly dehydrates. 
Phoumos flings Leopard at the brick wall of the Villa. Phournos shouts "Deyteri 
anemos!" ("Second wind!") and mns at Bombshell. She throws a small bomb, but he 
slams it away with his sword, and when the fuse mns out, it explodes, injuring a nearby 
Surge and wounding her side. This ignites her adrenaline and she screams in response. In 
a flash she is by Phournos, and slams into him. He holds his ground, but a large dent has 
formed in his armor. She continues to punch him over and over again until Phoumos 
bashes a gauntlet-covered wrist into the side of her head, the iron rendering her 
unconscious almost instantly. Grotesk rushes to her side, and the two wielders conduct a 
sword fight. Grotesk puts up a good fight and even gets a cut on Phournos’ left arm, but 
Phoumos is simply more experienced in war and he knocks away Grotesk’s sword. Then, 
superheating his sword, he deeply slices Grotesk across the stomach. Grotesk falls on top 
of Surge, his entrails slowly leaking out. Seeing all the chaos, Serenity decides it’s up to 
her. She walks calmly to Phournos, confusing him as he tries to understand the situation. 
She then kicks him in the crotch and he falls to his knees, where she connects knee with 
his face, knocking him backward. Phoumos, still awake, wraps his legs around Serenity 
and pulls her on top of him. He grabs her and, like Dread, she disappears. Seethe runs at 
Phoumos and spits up a wad of acid but the Greek dodges. With his sword, he cuts his 
hand, letting blood spill in a small circle while he shouts "Skontama!" ("Stumble!") A 
lesser demon pops out of the circle and latches onto Seethe, biting his neck. Seethe yells 
in pain and immediately begins to stumble in circles, his balance removed by the demon. 
"Great" he thinks, "Just when Bodave would be useful..." He tries to spit at the demon, 
but it arcs in the air toward Fly Guy instead. He tries to dodge, but the acid bums off one 
wing, and he spins out of control, slamming into Vector once more and knocking them 
both unconscious. The lesser demon then dissolves, probably having expired the contract 
Phoumos made with it. 

Cubes looks around and begins to get worried. Phournos is managing to take down the 
supers so quickly. "How many powers does this guy even have? He must be close to a 
demigod by now, certainly closer than Seeker. Let’s see: we still have Mr. Body, Misha’el, 
Penta, Chrono, Xeno, Nexus, Bombshell, Incarnate, and me. And technically Bodave, 
Crusher, and Elsie, plus Leopard, although he’s partially injured. But this is Misha’el’s 
fight, so why isn’t he participating? And what is Mr. Body telling him? Is it something I 
don’t know? Whatever the case, we really need to step up our attack against Phoumos or 
we’ll be totally screwed." 



Chapter 51: The Answer 


The remaining supers gather the wounded and try to drag them from the sidelines. 
Phoumos is amused at the spectacle before him and bemused at their perseverance. 
Incarnate steps away from tending to Seeker, who is now bandaged around his torso. He 
pulls at a gun and points it at Phournos. "It was too risky to do this before with so many 
people around, but now you're mine." Incarnate pulls the trigger and a single bullet shoots 
out, knocking into Phoumos’ helmet and tipping him off his balance. He struggles to gain 
a holding while Incarnate continues to shoot, hitting both metal and flesh. Phournos roars 
in pain and flings his still-burning sword at Incarnate. Incarnate tries to dodge but he is 
too slow and the sword cuts through his suit and amputates his right arm at the shoulder. 
Incarnate screams as blood squirts out the open wound and he faints from the 
overwhelming agony. Penta rushes to his side, chanting to heal his gaping injury. Xeno 
and Chrono step up to the plate. Xeno calls forth two future selves, and struggles, but 
succeeds, in summoning a third. The three future Xenos run toward Phoumos, Chrono 
running alongside them. One slides at his feet, the second dives at his waist, and the third 
jumps in the air, aiming a kick at his head. Phournos takes Grotesk's sword makes a 
vertical slash with his new weapon, splitting the middle Xeno in half. The other two land 
their hits and Phournos falls down. They continue to bash him repeatedly, but Phournos 
superheats his body once more and scalds the two Xenos badly, causing them to 
disintegrate. He then throws his body up despite the weight and lands on his feet. 
Phoumos nears Chrono and attempts to strike at her but she raises her hands and he finds 
himself trapped in a sphere of space. 

Phoumos scrapes at the invisible walls to no avail, and Chrono smirks. "Zeno’s second 
paradox of motion: You cannot even start." The other, uninjured heroes and villains circle 
around the trapped Phournos as he desperately bashes the self-confined layer of space 
separating him from his targets. They stand there, contemplating what to do. "You know, 

I can't keep this up forever" Chrono warns as she begins to sweat," It's not easy to 
manipulate space like this." Mr. Body turns to Misha'el and says, "Then it's time, Mish." 
"Time for what?" "Time to use the answer." Mr. Body removes his hand and gives it to 
Misha’el as the holes in the two pieces of the suit close up. As he hands it to him, 
however, Phoumos breaks free of his dimensional cage and swipes at the detached hand 
and sends it sprawling across the street. Misha’el races to retrieve it while the others 
contend with their newly unbound enemy. Cubes quickly creates a tight ring around 
Phoumos' neck to drain him of air, but while struggling to breathe, Phournos lands a 
punch right in Cubes' nose, breaking it. Cubes staggers back and the stranglehold 
dissolves. Xeno brings out two new future selves and the three of them pounce on 
Phoumos, despite his powers. Phoumos grabs the head of one of them, reading his mind 
and absorbing everything Misha’el spoke about him and what Xeno knew about the 
answer, which, fortunately, was very little. Phoumos focuses and a green glow surrounds 
the original Xeno; the future Xenos suddenly disintegrate and the present Xeno meekly 
backs away, a looked of fear on his face, looking to the others for help. 



Penta, levitating in the air for effect, says a long but effective spell, reciting, "Thalan 
loltans uvay zoltans u mi i tela." A beam shoot outs of her hand and quickly heads toward 
Phoumos. It hits him but it somehow repelled and travels back to Penta, striking her and 
dislocating her arms and legs. She yells in pain but can't move. The spell stays but Penta 
is out and the supers can't tell if she's okay. Misha’el comes running back with the hand 
and shouts to the others, "Restrain him, please!" Mr. Body, though only possessing one 
hand at the moment, embraces Phoumos as Nexus holds him still with all the mental 
energy he can muster. Misha’el yells outs "Poteach et yadecha, umatzbea lichol chai 
ratzon!" ("You open your hand, and fulfill the needs of all living things!") The part of the 
suit enveloping the hand splits open and the liquid pours out. Misha’el takes the actual 
hand out, made up of only deteriorating bone of a brownish color. Phoumos breaks free 
and runs to Misha’el but Mr. Body tackles him and the two fall to the floor. Mr. Body 
holds onto him with all his might as Phoumos superheats himself. The heat starts to melt 
away Mr Body's suit and liquid gushes out until it is all gone. Just to be sure, Phournos 
crushes Mr. Body's head against the pavement, splintering it to pieces. He gets up, 
shaking from all the injuries sustained over the course of the fight, and turns to face 
Misha’el, his large figure towering over him. Bombshell considers waiting for him to kill 
Misha’el first, but looks around at all the fallen villains. "Ah, hell, he’ll owe me one." She 
throws a bomb and it hits Phournos in the leg. The bomb opens up and metal spikes dives 
into his leg. He yells in pain and falls to one knee, momentarily distracted by the pain. 

Misha’el squints at the hand, and sees a string of letters scratched into it. He focuses his 
energy and shouts out, 

"ALPhHHYVDHHYVDHHVVHHALPhDLDVVNVNYVDHHVVYVDHH," a 
seemingly unintelligible string of sounds. The letters on the hand glow with fire and the 
fire rises from the hand, floating up to the heavens. Phournos goes to grab Misha’el's neck 
in order to suffocate him, but before he can reach any flesh a white glow surrounds 
Phoumos’ body. Time stops and his wounds are healed while his sword and helmet are 
returned to their places, and Phoumos slowly rises into the sky. He screams at Misha’el in 
his ancient tongue but can do nothing. Phoumos is soon enveloped completely in the 
white and he is transported to a world that he himself cannot fathom. Before him sits a 
gigantic scale with his good and bad deeds being weighed before him in the fonn of large 
blocks of white and black, respectively. The scale is clearly tipped in the favor of sin. His 
eyes open wide in shock when he realizes what has happened: however it was done, 
Misha’el sent him to the afterlife directly without passing through death first. But as 
Phoumos looks down, he sees his eyes reflected in the multicolored floor: he possesses 
all seven colors. He looks up and there are suddenly myriads of angels all around. In the 
middle lies a throne of sapphire with a man made completely of fire sitting on it. The 
being declares in a language unknown yet understood by all those who hear it, "Misha’el's 
prayer has been heard - Phoumos has been granted an existential power, allowing him to 
join the demigods. However, since his wrongs outweigh his rights, he will instead 
become an agent of darkness and work for the Angel of Death, reaping souls when their 
time has come until his sins are repaid. Charity shines upon you, Phoumos." Phoumos 
blinks and the masses are gone. He finds himself dressed in a black robe, now wielding a 
scythe, and laughs hysterically at his fate, sad, yet happy at the prospect of reaping. 



Back on Earth, the supers are relieved to hear ambulances making their way to the Villa 
so that the injured can be cared for. However, as they load the heroes and villains onto the 
stretchers, Seeker refuses to get on. "My mother!" he shouts, "Where did she go?!" The 
others are unsure and most shrug or answer with a simple "I don't know." Cubes, 
however, recalls, saying, "Phournos grabbed her and she disappeared. The same 
happened to Serenity." Xeno put his hand to his chin. "When Phoumos grabbed me at the 
end, my fear, my greatest fear, of being helpless was realized and I couldn’t fight any 
longer. Perhaps the same happened to Dread." "Her greatest fear was being buried alive" 
recounts Volta, "So she should be underground somewhere." "Then I'll look for her" 
responds Seeker. He fuses his mental and astral powers, as his body slumps into a relaxed 
state. "I'll watch over him" says Nexus, "The rest of you should get some care." The 
ambulances drive off toward the hospital, leaving only Nexus behind, as the less injured 
supers went along to the hospital. Seeker, now in his astral form, projects a telepathic 
though all around him. "Mom! Are you there?" He gets answered with a hundred voices 
exclaiming "Who said that?!" and decides to narrow it down a little. "Dread, can you hear 
me?" There is no response. "Dread, can you hear me?!" "...Seeker? Is that you?" "Yeah, 
I'm looking for you. Keep responding and I'll eventually find you." What then starts is a 
game of Marco Polo as Seeker continues to communicate with Dread, getting closer and 
closer to her as her replies get clearer. Seeker eventually finds her in the buried coffin and 
assures her that he’ll get her out. He returns to his body and informs Nexus of Dread’s 
location. They enter the Villa and retrieve Bodave, Elsie, and Crusher. They locate the 
spot and begin to dig. Crusher reduces the pressure in the earth below him until the dirt 
crumbles into small bits. Nexus then lifts the layers of broken ground and moves them 
into a nearby pile, and they continue to do this until the two are tired. Then Seeker 
doubles in size, increasing his strength as well, and he and Bodave take shovels and dig 
away as more and more dirt is flung out of the pit they now stand in. Bodave soon hits 
wood when they uncover the top of the coffin. Nexus, with the support of Elsie, lifts the 
coffin up and out of the ground. The lid flies open as Dread pushes up at it, and she 
scrambles out of the coffin, gasping for air. 

The supers take a few minutes to recover, then return to the Villa and clean up with 
showers. Finally, they take one of the cars to the hospital to meet up with all the other 
supers. Most will be okay in a day or two, but some, like Grotesk and Incarnate, will 
remain longer. Mr. Body decides to have the bond between his body and soul removed, 
believing it is futile to go on, and Claire is in a coma, but Misha’el is feeling well enough 
to answer to Cubes. "If you had the answer the whole time, why didn’t you use it? What 
prevented you?" "To be honest" replies Misha’el, "I wasn't sure if it would affect anyone 
else around me or not. It is a very powerful weapon. I merely wished that, when I chose 
to finally use it, it would let things work out for everyone, even Phournos. But I guess I 
was too late for Bo." "You wanted to help Phournos?" Cubes asks in wonder, "You do 
realize he wanted to kill you." "True, but killing really isn’t in me. I try to abstain from 
murder unless it becomes an absolute necessity." "I guess we disagree on what's 
'absolute', then. So why is it too late for Body? Can't you use some of your magic?" 
Misha’el sighs. "It's not magic, it's Kabbalah. And no, I'm afraid his body is far too 
mangled and dried out to restore. Besides, using the answer cost me way too much. I 
won’t be able to fight for a while." Cubes groans and replies, "Okay, that's it, what the 



hell is the 'cost' you're always mentioning? Seriously, how does your power even work? 

Is it like Penta's where it's based on spiritual energy? And what was Body talking to you 
about earlier?" "Oh, Bo was just revealing to me what the answer was since I had Penta 
seal it away. He unlocked the information for me. I guess you could say my power is 
based on the afterlife. You see, each person has a set of good and bad deeds to their 
names. With my power, I can exchange my good deeds to fuel my power, allowing the 
scriptures to become reality. But this latest excursion, wherein I used the answer, cost me 
too much of my afterlife and so I am currently running low on good deeds. So I'll be out 
of the game until I can reclaim some more." "So" Cubes continues, hoping for one more 
answer, "What exactly is the answer?" "Oh, I'm afraid telling you that is not allowed. In a 
way, I'm happy Incarnate was unconscious at the time so that he couldn’t hear and 
instantly memorize it." Incarnate, of course, is always conscious and did hear it, but was 
in too much pain at the time to fully integrate the letters, and so they appeared in his mind 
all jumbled. 

Xeno, wandering around, goes up to Cubes. "So, any idea as to where Serenity went? I 
can only conclude that what happened to Dread also happened to her, but I don’t know 
Serenity's greatest fear? Can you shed some light on the matter?" "It's hard to say" says 
Cubes, "What could an immortal woman be scared of? I know it's not pain, because 
Serenity no longer feels any. I doubt it's rape, since you can only violate that which has 
value and Serenity hasn’t thought of herself as having value in a long time. The 
drawback, as she likes to say, of being immortal is that you watch your loved ones die. 
What if you couldn’t even watch them die but still remained alive?" 


Somewhere in space, Serenity drifts. 



Chapter 52: Seren(dip)ity 


"My name is Serenity. I was born as Serenite in a small village outside of Reims, France 
in the late 16th century, although I can no longer remember the exact year. My father 
worked for a wine press and came home from the vineyard stinking of grapes every day, 
while my mother worked as a maid in the estate of the owner of the same vineyard. I had 
six sisters, but two died of smallpox at an early age, and a third, the eldest, drowned in a 
river one spring at the ripe age of twenty. Originally, since I was the second oldest, I 
wasn't pressured to marry, but when my sister drowned I was arranged to marry the only 
son of my parents' employer, Monsieur Jacques, as he was known. Roughly two months 
prior to the wedding, however, Madame Marie de Rheims, his mother, was found to be 
poisoned upon her husband’s, Monsieur Michel’s, awakening. Monsieur Michel was 
arrested and first thought to be the culprit. But my mother, being a maid, had access to all 
the private rooms and soon found a small flask of poison in the chambers of Monsieur 
Jacques. She reported this to the estate's personnel and Jacques was executed in his 
father's place. Grateful for her deed, Monsieur Michel changed the arrangement so that I 
was to be married to him instead. The wedding went smoothly and my parents were now 
assured an easier life, as well as my sisters who now had a small, but comfortable share 
in the inheritance and were treated well by Monsieur Michel. Monsieur Michel, no longer 
having an apparent heir, demanded a son from me. The promise remained unfulfilled, as I 
bore only daughters." 

"Things retained a sense of normalcy and life went on, that is, until we met Ravaillac. He 
had a vision wherein he was told to convince King Henry IV to convert the Huguenots 
and tried unsuccessfully to meet with the him. When King Henry decided to attack the 
Netherlands, owned by Spain at the time, Ravaillac thought he was starting a war against 
the pope and decided he had to kill the king. Between the visits to meet with King Henry, 
I had been introduced to Ravaillac at a dinner party in Paris while on a vacation with 
Monsieur Michel; we were enchanted and enamored by his passion for religion. True, 
belief in God wasn’t difficult with the revelations, but few were as pious and entrenched 
as Ravaillac. He had a certain...flair to it. We soon become mired in his plot to kill the 
king and plans were drawn up. In 1610, Monsieur Michel and I rode a wine cart to one 
side of King Henry's carriage while another cart prevented him from moving on the other 
side. Ravaillac was given his opening, and with the king stuck in place, he stabbed him to 
death. Ravaillac was arrested, and fearing for our own lives, my husband and I sold what 
little wine we had and fled the country, leaving the estate to my parents and sisters as my 
daughters were still young." 

"The money brought us to England, but didn’t last long, and neither did our stay. To make 
ends meet, we became indentured servants and were sent to Jamestown, Virginia, where 
we worked on a small cotton plantation. Among the other workers were African slaves 
with whom we made fast friends. That same year, there was a terrible hurricane that 
threatened the plantation and its crops. Taking advantage of the situation, most of the 
slaves attempted to flee the land, but the owner, a Mr. Johnathan Cooper, was given 



notice by the watchmen and chased after them with dogs. Monsieur Michel - now 
Michael - and I followed Johnathan where the slaves were soon trapped by a raging river. 
They followed it north but Johnathan caught up and set the dogs upon them. With quick 
thinking, I began to whistle, and Michael soon followed my lead. The dogs betrayed their 
owner's wishes and came toward us, for we had become familiar with them in the short 
time we were on the plantation. Seeing this happen, Johnathan pulled out a musket and 
turned on us instead, but with his back to the slaves, they jumped on him and beat him to 
death. Knowing they couldn't get too far with murder on their hands, the slaves 
performed an act of thanks on our behalf." 

"Using the spiritual power of transference of one of the slaves, a woman renamed 
'Jessica', they gave up their souls to bequeath upon us immortality. I was imbued with this 
magic as the souls fused with mine, but Michael, unfortunately, was still in the process of 
the spell when the watchmen came running. Seeing the spell take place, they quickly 
rushed and skewered him. They turned to me next, but despite their attacks I remained 
unharmed, though the pain became so great I eventually fainted. When I awoke, I found 
myself to be chained to a wooden stake and accused of witchcraft, which I suppose was 
partially true. The watchmen, in the eyes of the townspeople, set the wood on fire and 
burned me alive but I was unable to die. The burning was terribly painful but I managed 
to stay conscious throughout it all. And when fire didn’t work, they tried drowning, then a 
firing squad, and then stoning. Each time, I felt less and less pain, and I sometimes 
wonder whether it was because of all the physical pain I went through or because of the 
loss of my beloved and betrothed Michael. But when nothing worked, they exiled me to 
the West, and I wandered around, living off the fat of the land for a few decades, never 
aging but getting more and more depressed toward life. True, I could try and start a new 
family, but with my inability to die, or even age, it seemed a pointless and futile 
endeavor, for it would only be a matter of time before I would outlive my own children. 
With little choice, it was no wonder that I lived a Thoreau-type existence for so many 
years." 

"But isolation is horrible for the human mind, even for me, and I was to travel by foot to 
the Massachusetts Bay Colony, to the settlement of Roxbury, in the late 1640s. At this 
point, I had been recognized not as a witch, but as a miracle because of my youthful 
appearance and I joined the settlement peacefully. It was Puritan, and eventually the 
citizens began to persecute Quakers until a decree of tolerance was passed in 1689. The 
next eighty years or so are kind of a blur. Nothing really happened, except that I became 
very wealthy by acting as a mercenary. True, people were hesitant because I am a woman, 
but the fact that I couldn’t die overwhelmed their qualms and I was hired out many times 
over, either to help clear an area of enemies - often Native Americans, I regretfully reveal 
- or to fight, such as in the French and Indian War, or to be a bodyguard for leaders of the 
settlement, which eventually became part of Boston. But, tensions grew between England 
and the colonies and that's where things started to get interesting once more. Because of a 
lack of representation in the colonies' governments, the Parliament of Great Britain was 
rejected, progressively leading to Congress being labeled as traitors, which gave forth to 
the start of the American Revolution. After the battles of Concord and Lexington, I was 
stationed within Boston in 1775 to help the revolutionary soldiers surround the British 



soldiers that moved into Boston. We lost the battle, but the British sustained heavy losses 
from our might; although I am immortal, I still have my own limits of exertion, and so I 
couldn’t possibly have been a catalyst to total success in the battle. I was then put under 
the ranks of General Washington, and after a standoff in Boston for about half a year, I, 
now under the Continental Army, traveled to New York City to for fortification. Things 
took a darker turn in 1776 when the British general Howe and an army of over 10,000 
men landed in Manhattan and trapped the Continental Anny. Many of us were taken 
prisoner and incarcerated in the HMS Jersey, a ship off the coast of Brooklyn, wherein 
thousands died from neglect and disease. As luck would have it, my great-great-grandson 
Pierre had traveled to the colonies after hearing that his supposedly immortal ancestor 
was still alive. He joined the French army in 1778, and upon learning of my capture, was 
able to negotiate for my release through money taken from his estate back in Reims, for 
he became the primary inheritor after the deaths of his remaining siblings. At 80, Pierre 
was in no shape to join the fight, so we retired to my home in Boston for the remainder of 
the war, catching up on all that had happened. Pierre's own life had been mired with 
controversy, being the descendant of two conspirators, but there was never any proof 
against me or Michael, so Pierre was free from any legal problems. My family's estate 
grew tremendously over time, and Pierre had even married a Duchess. But tragedy struck 
in a particularly harsh winter and the Duchess caught pneumonia. Suffice to say, it broke 
Pierre's heart, and he remained celibate for the rest of his life. He had two daughters, but 
they remained behind to take care of the family business while he opted to join me on the 
other side of the pond. And in the summer of 1785, after the war was over and we had 
gained freedom, Pierre died a peaceful death in his bed." 

"From then on, life became rather different. I started the first American League of Heroes 
for others with superpowers and particular circumstances although none were immortal 
like myself. The closest was a villain named Endure, whose power allowed him to slow 
his Basal metabolic rate incredibly, increasing his lifetime exponentially. But unlike me, 
Endure could still feel pain and he could still die at any time - his power merely allowed 
his body to age at an incredibly slow pace. And because of the magic within my body, we 
outlasted many other supers and eventually came down to one final battle. Endure tried 
his hardest but you can't crush diamond with a rock. In the end, I was simply too much 
for him to handle and I decapitated him as if he were a mere fish in my eyes. Life had 
become interesting and even fun once again with the League. We carried on all the way 
until the Civil War, wherein we were ordered to fight for the North. You see, the 
unfortunate thing about having a superpower is that it can make you feel superior, too 
superior, to our fellow men and women. As they say, power corrupts, and absolute power 
corrupts absolutely. Some members of the League believed in slavery, others didn’t, and 
so our group split into two. Having worked as an indentured servant, I felt the plight of 
slaves, or so I believe, and had little hesitation in joining the North. Throughout the 
various battles, I eventually made my journey to Eisenstadt, and by the time Civil War 
had ended, I set up a new League of Heroes. By now, thanks to medical advances, people 
were living longer and there were more and more supers out there. Additionally, with the 
slaves freed, more could show their powers without fear of retribution. The League 
flourished, as did its opposition, the Brotherhood." 



"Soon, cities like Eisenstadt were popping up all over the country and it was then that the 
Golden Age of Supers was bom. Records of the supers were taken and submitted into the 
Archives for historical and scientific purposes, revealing the truth that most superpowers 
were of the physical nature. I say ’scientific’ because, although it is known that 
superpowers come from a divine source, there is generally a logic to them as well, and 
many have sought to force the generation of superpowers though such scientific means, 
but seldom do they work. Anyhow, the Brotherhood continued to plague the League as 
time went on, and the two became big rivals so much so that the personal lives of the 
supers became fodder for stories, leading to supers eventually taking up two lives: one as 
normal citizens, and one as their alter egos. However, both the League and Brotherhood 
were eventually abolished once the World Wars came around as supers were recruited to 
help the war effort. Most supers died in the wars, particularly in World War II when the 
American supers had to face the Nazi Ubermenschen. By the way, ’Ubermensch' 
obviously isn’t the word that was always used. Lor a long time it was 'devamanuh', from 
Sanskrit. 

Anyhow, when the remaining supers returned home their numbers had been decimated 
and cities had to start again. I didn’t create the Topaz Villa until the late seventies, having 
become very depressed by the wars. Seeing all my comrades die was more than I could 
handle and medicine was still not yet at the level that I could function well. I was put on 
tricyclics, but my depression was deemed incurable at the time. I became reclusive and 
my presence in the public waned until people forgot I even existed -1 suppose they 
thought I had finally died. I took a journey back to Jamestown and found the plantation I 
used to work at, although it was now a mall. I traced the steps back to the river where 
Michael had been murdered, although there was now a great amount of brush on the 
banks. I had marked his grave and was surprised to still see it standing. Standing before 
the plot, I poured out my heart before him, still in love with him after all these years and 
still wanting to be with him. Suddenly, a ghostly figure appeared before me - it was 
Michael! Jessica's spell, he explained, had worked partially, so that although he had died, 
he still retained their spirits and was resting in his grave all these centuries. He urged me 
to continue fighting for good despite my mental condition and that I should move on 
from my memories of him, for they were, after all, only memories. With resolve, I 
returned to Eisenstadt and fonned the Topaz Villa, and over time, heroes came and went 
until Cubes entered the scene and I delivered to him the leadership and retired to a home 
of my own." 

* 

Serenity continues to drift through space, alone, with only the freezing cold to keep her 
company. She reminisces about all that had happened to her, from her beginnings in a 
small village to a metropolis such as Eisenstadt, from the daughter of peasants to a leader 
of superheroes. "Surely, I have seen too much" she thinks, "How much longer must this 
go on?" Out of nowhere, there is a sudden flash, and when the light recedes, Serenity sees 
before her a teenage girl with long, black hair standing inside a bubble. A second bubble 
forms around Serenity, letting her feel oxygen once again, and somehow sound is 
transmitted between the two spheres. "Serenity, I have come here to return you to 



Eisenstadt. You may not ask why but know that it is for the good of things. This may be 
all hard to understand but one day the truth may be revealed to you. Until then, please 
hold strong for there will be another to help you through." "Just who are you, exactly?" 
"My name is Sophie Ayn, although you will never see me again." "And why can you not 
tell me why you are doing this?" "Because God has warranted it so. Certain stones are 
best left unturned, certain questions best left unanswered. The truth will not always set 
you free. Now, prepare to be returned." The bubble around Serenity slowly shrinks until it 
squeezes her out of space and she pops back into existence at the hospital where she 
meets Cubes and has learned of everything that had happened. "So where did you go?" 
asks Cubes, "We were curious." "Oh, I went on one hell of a trip. I think I have no choice 
but to follow my destiny." 



Chapter 53: Non Tollitur 


Two days after the incident with Phournos, the majority of the heroes and villains return 
back home. Incarnate and Claire remain in the hospital, although Claire has recovered 
from her short coma, and Grotesk is fed meat until his wounds heal over. Surge is let go 
but is cautioned to use a wheelchair until her side wound is relatively healed, lest the 
stitches rip open. All in all, the heroes were injured less than the villains, something that 
bothers Bombshell to no end, which she expresses to Strongarm. "I feel like we did all 
the dirty work. Sure, Xeno and Surge had their moments, and I suppose we couldn’t have 
won with Nexus, but we took a much bigger hit, both in offense and in our losses. You 
know, I had considered not helping Misha’el at the pivotal moment. Perhaps I was wrong 
to help him. Sure, they lost Mr. Body, but that doesn't really count, given that he was 
already dead. If they lost Misha’el, it might have evened things out between us." "Eh, 
relax Bombshell. If we put in more work, it's because they were too tired from the night 
before. Besides, now they owe us one, and a big 'one' at that. Although it does bother me 
that we have to help when it comes to Elsie. Sure, we’d be destroyed otherwise, but she's 
really their responsibility. But, life isn't always fair. Sometimes you have to give a little 
for the other team. We've all survived anyhow." Bombshell erupts at this. "Survived? 
Claire was in a coma, and Penta's limbs were dislocated! Are you that heartless toward 
your own daughters?! Claire easily could have died, between the crushing weight of 
Seeker and the asphalt of the street. The only thing keeping me from killing that boy is 
that Claire thinks the world of him. Oh, the things we do for love!" 

On the heroes' side of things, they, too, considered themselves well off. "Given what 
Phoumos could do to even one of us, I’d say we were pretty lucky" says Cubes, "But this 
is a big warning for the future. Threats against Elsie will not be any easier, at least I think 
so. We won't always be able to rely on The Family even with Maestro's beseeching. Now, 
we’re not all healed, so try to keep out for yourselves especially so. You can never be too 
alert." Xeno takes note and leaves for his job. Heavy lifting is a dull job but it is an 
opportunity to progress nonetheless; he believes that one should never be above a job for 
our ancestors had it worse off. The day itself goes frightfully slow but the breaks from 
driving around from destination to destination provide a nice reprieve and a chance to 
observe the city folk in their daily habits. Traveling along Ash Terrace, Xeno watches a 
family happily saunter down the sidewalk - presumably, school has ended - in the 
direction of Hypatia park, only two blocks away. As they get to the corner, however, they 
freeze in their places and slowly back away until they get to the nearest store and run 
inside for safety. Xeno looks in curiosity at the family and wonders what could have 
possibly spooked them until he himself sees the source of the scare: a heavily bandaged 
figure, dressed in a torn tracksuit, bleeds from covered wounds as the person limps along. 
Turning onto the street, we see that the figure is a woman of an unknown age because of 
the fabric on her face. Xeno, not shying away so easily just because of her appearance, 
pulls the truck over and gets out. "Ma’am!" he shouts out, approaching her, "Do you need 
any help?" "As a matter of fact, I do" she answers, staring Xeno in the eyes but failing to 
notice his reddened irises, "I need to get to the Villa, the Topaz one. Someone needs to 



pay for what they've done." Xeno notices the violet in her eyes, signifying an existential 
power. But what could such an injured person with probable great wounds hold as a 
power? "She should be dead" Xeno thinks as he leads her to the truck. 

They get in and Xeno turns to her. "Are you sure you wouldn’t rather go to a hospital? 
You look like you're in pretty bad shape." "Nah" she responds, "You see this" - Tessa 
points to her eye - "I'm a super. I can handle a lot worse. I'm Tessa, by the way." "You 
don't have a super name? That's unusual." The woman remains silent and Xeno drives her 
toward the Topaz Villa, unsure of what to think. "Is she a former member, or just 
someone who holds a grudge? Hopefully, Cubes will know what to do." They stop at a 
red light and the woman fidgets impatiently, eager to get to the destination. "So, what do 
you know about the recent blackout?" she suddenly asks of Xeno. "Not much. 

Supposedly, some guy caused it all to happen, but I heard that the police are still looking 
into it." "Yeah, well I heard otherwise" Tessa replies, "Purportedly, a super caused it. And 
because of the blackout, a lot of accidents happened around the city." Tessa grips the seat 
as blood oozes onto the upholstery. "Is that what happened to you? Were you in an 
accident?" "Bingo. Luckily, as long as I want to be alive, I'm alive. That's my power, if 
you can understand it." "Willful life?" wonders Xeno to himself, "Is that even possible? 
But I guess summoning a future self sounds just as ridiculous in comparison. I better be 
careful if she really means that someone must pay for what happened." Xeno turns a 
corner and approaches the Villa from its left side. "So why are you so against the supers? 
Who knows what really happened with that blackout?" Tessa eyes him suspiciously. 
"You're one of them, aren't ya?!" she yells, and grabs onto the wheel, trying to turn the 
truck onto the opposing lane. Xeno, needing assistance, calls forth another Xeno, and two 
hands emerge from his chest. The four hands rest on the wheel, and overtake Tessa's 
grasp, returning the vehicle back to its side of the street. Xeno quickly pulls over and 
turns off the truck. 

"Listen, Tessa, it was a supervillain, a really evil one, that caused the blackout. I fought 
and helped defeat him so there's no reason to attack me or any other super. I'm sorry that 
you were injured so badly but you should get yourself treated at a hospital instead of 
looking for some impossible revenge - the man who did this is already gone." "I refuse!" 
she shrieks, "There must be justice! The rumors have already started. I originally went to 
the hospital for treatment and that's where I learned of this super's grudge against 
Misha’el. As far as I'm concerned, Misha'el is responsible for my condition. They patched 
me up at the hospital and let me heal. I eventually got sick of waiting and finally busted 
out of the place. I wanted to search for Misha’el, but couldn’t even get a cab or get on the 
bus looking like this - they wouldn’t allow it. Now, if you'll excuse me, I have vengeance 
to bestow." Knowing that Misha’el has run out of "fuel," Xeno feels he must stop her at 
any cost. When Tessa gets out of the truck, Xeno exits his side and rushes around, the two 
arms still sticking out of his chest. He grabs her with all four hands, saying "This isn't the 
way! You need to be treated. We may be able to help you. Do you know about Elsie, the 
daughter of Nexus and Volta? She can do pretty much anything. I'm willing to bet she can 
heal you up if you ask her." 


You don’t get it, do you?!" Tessa shouts, causing a few heads to turn in her direction and 



resulting in them fleeing from the scene, "I don't care about living or dying. It's about 
justice and nothing less. That’s all that really matters in this world. People come and go, 
but without justice, the world cannot survive. You think I matter? I'm dispensable, 
replaceable, just another cog in the machine. But Misha’el, he’s above that as a hero. And 
he needs to learn the meaning of balance - he brought that super into Eisenstadt and he 
knows it. He drew him in by returning to this dastardly city and I paid for it with my life. 
Misha’el must recompense with his." Xeno sighs and responds, "At least give Elsie a 
chance, will you? You might change your mind afterward. And if not, you won't have lost 
anything more." "Fine, but I guarantee that by the end of today, Misha’el will be dead." 
They get back in the truck and go the rest of the way and Xeno's extra arms retreat back 
into his body. They get to the Villa and enter, immediately heading for the second floor. 
Xeno suddenly stops and summons a future self. "Can you return to the truck?" he asks of 
himself, "The boss is probably wondering where I am." "Sure thing, me." The present 
Xeno and Tessa go up the stairs and reach Cubes' room, knocking politely on the door. 
Cubes answers with "It’s open" and the two enter inside, spotting Cubes' at his desk, 
going over what appears to be a list of statistics. He looks up, notices Tessa, and does a 
double take. "Whoa! What the hell happened to you?!" "I was in an accident, genius. 

Now where's this Elsie?" "Elsie?" Cubes inquires, "Xeno, what have you been telling 
her?" "It is more of what she has been telling me" Xeno answers, "The blackout caused 
her to be in a car accident and she wants revenge on Misha’el. I infonned her that Elsie 
can heal her since she refuses further treatment at the hospital and thought that this might 
allay her anger." "Very well, follow me. Just so you know, Elsie isn’t some tool to be used 
when we feel like it." 

They go to the next room over where Elsie, nearing the age of 7, is sitting cross-legged 
on the floor and playing with some dolls. "Elsie, can you come here for a minute?" She 
turns and sees Cubes and walks over but backs up against the wall when Tessa enters her 
vision, and a frightened look spreads over her face. "It's alright Elsie. This is Tessa and 
she's hurt. Do you think you could make her better?" Elsie shakes her head violently. 
"Come on, Elsie, I know you can do it. Just close your eyes and let your mind do its 
magic." Elsie slowly nods her head; she concentrates and lets her mind focus on the 
horror before her. She tries to picture Tessa without any injuries, but is too terrified to 
succeed, and when she opens her eyes, Tessa has morphed into a freakish monster and 
still covered with her wounds. Elsie starts crying hysterically and instantly teleports out 
of the area to the lounge on the next floor. "Hmm" reacts Xeno, "I guess things could get 
worse after all. My bad, Tessa." Tessa turns to him and growls. "Is that all you have to 
say? Although I should thank you - in this form, killing Misha’el will be much easier." 
Xeno notices the violet still in her eyes, and replies "Yeah, I can't allow that. Living in 
any city is dangerous because of supers. That doesn't mean you can blame them for 
everything that happens." "On the contrary" she answers, "They must be held responsible 
for every danger that arises or else choose to become wanderers. By being part of the 
Villa, Misha’el has shown to have taken responsibility for the matters of Eisenstadt's 
welfare. Now if you'll excuse me, I have to destroy him." Tessa, now oversized with 
veins of blood crusted along her skin, walks out of the room in search of Misha’el. She is 
stopped by Cubes, who cases her feet together. "Enough!" shouts Cubes, "No one will die 
today. I'll have to get Elsie to try again." "And what if she fails again? What will you do, 



keep trying? I have no desire to live. I survive only for my mission." Tessa grabs Cubes 
and flings him to the other end of the hallway, and the casing dissolves as the distance 
between them grows. 

Xeno brings out two future selves and the three jump on the hulking figure before them, 
trying to take her down. Tessa screams,and swings her body, trying to shake them off. 
Cubes gets back up and runs to the action. Tessa, seeing this, grabs a future Xeno and 
tosses him at Cubes who creates a wall of compressed air before the moment of impact, 
causing the Xeno to slam into it and disintegrate. Cubes turns the wall into a bat and takes 
it into his hands, intending on striking Tessa to knock her out. He swings and hits her leg, 
causing her to fall to the floor, and the remaining Xenos restrain her. Tessa reluctantly 
gives in, knowing she has no chance against so many superheroes, and the four of them 
search the Villa with Tessa in shackles, to find Elsie and try once more. They finally see 
her in the lounge and go up to her. Elsie screeches and hides behind one of the couches, 
still petrified by Tessa's appearance which is more grotesque than ever. Cubes eventually 
calms her down and gets her to try one more time. Instead of closing her eyes, Elsie 
stares at Tessa, looking at every wound in her body and imagining them being healed. It 
starts to work as the blood begins to retreat and the wounds close up. Xeno remarks to 
Cubes, "If she can do this, couldn’t she also kill if necessary?" "Not directly" Cubes 
answers, "Life is the existential and goes beyond her powers, at least in her current state." 
Tessa is cured of her injuries, although her distorted shape still remains. Elsie 
concentrates and tries to revert Tessa to her former self, but cannot picture it. Instead, 
Tessa is changed into a mid-sized figurine about four feet in height. She watches herself 
as she shrinks down in size and as her body contorts into yet a different figure. She 
excuses herself and goes to the bathroom after finding out where it is, and climbs up onto 
the sink to get a better of view of herself. "I look perfect" she thinks, "Aside from the 
height and whatnot. But that doesn't really matter. Now I need to find a way to get to 
Misha’el without suspicion." 

Meanwhile, Xeno and Cubes discuss MishaeTs fate. "Misha’el is pretty low in righteous 
deeds right now, using most of his afterlife toward defeating Phournos. We need to keep 
an eye on him and look especially for danger from Tessa. If she gets too close to Misha’el, 
she can be a great threat, even in her current form. And since her power remains even 
after the transformations, we have no idea what she might be capable of. I mean, she 
could become a human bomb and still live - there are many possibilities." Tessa hears 
this last part as she makes her way back to the lounge. She enters the room and declares, 

"I guess all's well that ends well, fellas. Seeing as how I have my life sort of back, and I 
won’t have to die, the world is balanced once more. I’d like to leave now." Cubes and 
Xeno exchange looks. "Can we trust her?" whispers Xeno. "Hardly" Cubes answers back, 
and then turns to Tessa, saying, "Okay, then. Xeno will escort you back to your home. 
Take care." Xeno and Tessa drive away in the truck while Elsie goes back to her room. 
Cubes stares out one of the front windows of the Villa, his arms resting on the sill. 
"There's been an awful lot of action lately - does this have to do with Elsie somehow or 
is it just an unusual spike in power activation? I can't even tell if it's a good thing or a bad 
one. I guess time itself will reveal the answer." Xeno drops Tessa off and drives away. 

She goes to her apartment and into her bedroom, where she flops onto her bed and dozes 



off for fourteen straight hours. When she wakes up, refreshed, she goes online and gets to 
work, tracking down the Family Villa. 



Chapter 54:1 Am I 


Tessa types furiously on the keyboard, although she is unsure of where, exactly, to start 
searching. The Family Villa went to pretty far lengths to keep its location a secret. The 
fact that the building was run-down certainly helped keep it hidden in its neighborhood, a 
lower-class area of the city. Nevertheless, she is adamant on the matter and certain that 
the villains can help her get revenge, or they would hardly be villains at all. She finds an 
article about Phoumos' recent attack on the supers, and from the testimonies of the 
witnesses, Tessa learns that hero and villain worked as one to defeat the threat. "I guess 
that makes the supervillains just as big a part of this as the superheroes" she thinks, "But 
it says here that according to one witness, the villains were pressured into this. Hmm, 
that's a good sign. But I wonder how anyone could have known that...perhaps that 
'witness' was really a villain." It had actually been Bombshell, still in angst over Claire's 
condition when she let it slip to a reporter. Tessa continued her research, looking for older 
articles, and came across a few about Bombshell. "Although it is unknown for sure" she 
reads, "Some are convinced that Bombshell lacks any actual power, her mighty intellect 
substituting for granted strength. Others have stated that they've seen her body turn to 
metal at times, but those reports are unsubstantiated." Tessa mulls over the information. 
"Well, well, if Bombshell isn't a true villainess, then her bombs are the key." Tessa 
continues to research and finds that the only significant chemist's shop in Eisenstadt 
happens to be Curie's Curios. "Looks like I have a lead. Bombshell would need the right 
chemicals to make her bombs and I doubt she’s ordering online - too suspicious and too 
traceable." In fact, Curie's Curios, like Mother's dry cleaning shop, was a neutral center 
between the Villas and could act as a safe haven for any super. 

Tessa hops off her chair and heads out. "Crap" she thinks, "I'll need to buy some new 
clothes. Damn my new stature." She eyes her car but realizes she is too short for it. 
"Freakin' Elsie and her 'healing'. Although I guess Xeno is to blame for suggesting it. 

Still, she's bought me some time, seeing as I really needed some sleep." Tessa continues 
on, eventually making her way to the nearest subway station, and passes under the toll 
bar without paying. She waits for a bit, then eventually gets onto an arriving train and 
speeds off. After about ten minutes, Tessa arrives at her destination and leaves, heading to 
Curie's Curios. She enters the store and looks around at all the different wares before her. 
A store clerk approaches her, notices from her bust that she's anything but a child, and 
asks "Do you need any help, ma’am? Are you looking for anything in particular?" "As a 
matter of fact" Tessa replies, "I'm looking for some sulfuric acid. I'm conducting some 
experiments on lead-acid batteries, seeing if I can make them last longer. Do you have 
any?" "Let's check" answers the clerk as he leads her to the acids. They find the sulfuric 
acid near the front of the shop, sold in bottles of 500 milliliters, and he hands her one. 
"Excellent" Tessa responds, twisting open the bottle, "Now, where's the owner of the 
shop, Dr. Tod, that is?" "I'm afraid he's busy in his lab. He won’t be available for another 
twenty minutes or so. Might I ask why you want him, and why you have opened the 
acid?" "It appears I require his assistance in finding the Villa" she answers, smiling, "The 
acid is for you to bring him out unless you wish to die." The clerk stammers, "A-A-Ah, 



you must mean the Family Villa. I'll be right back." The clerk runs to the through a door 
to the lab, and moments later, Dr. Tod is pushed out the door. "Hello, miss, what is it that 
you require?" he asks politely, perfectly aware of the substance Tessa holds. "I need to 
find the supervillains' hideout. Tell me, or this place will go out in flames. And believe 
me" she adds, pointing with her free hand to an eye, "I'll live." "Very well" Dr. Tod 
answers, "You do have a right, being a super." He reveals to Tessa the location and finds 
herself taking yet another train to get there. But soon enough, she stands before the 
behemoth of evil that plagues the city and she couldn’t be happier. 

Tessa knocks on the front door and Seethe answers. He looks down at her, unsure of what 
to think. "Whadya want, are you selling cookies or something?" "I'll have you know I'm a 
super, you prick" she replies, bringing a look of shock to Seethe's face, "And I'm anything 
but a kid. I need to find Bombshell." "And why should I let you?" Seethe asks, "Why 
shouldn’t I kill you right now?" "One, you can't, and two, because I want to kill Misha’el 
and I need her help." Seethe’s voice lilts in agreement and shows her in. He leads her 
down to the lab where Bombshell is busy messing around with some iridium. 

"Bombshell, someone's here to see you about killing Misha’el." "Eh?" She looks up, then 
down, and spots Tessa. "So I'm not the only one, then? How lucky! What’s your name?" 
"It's Tessa." "That's boring" Bombshell says, "Can we call you 'Asset' or something?" 
"Isn’t that just my name backward?" "Well, yes, yes it is. I don’t have much to go on, you 
know. Has anyone ever told you you look just like a doll?" "It’s a new condition" Tessa 
replies, "Part of what the heroine Elsie did to me. But enough about that: I need your help 
to kill Misha’el - your bombs, specifically. You see, I can't die unless I choose to, so your 
bombs won't do much to me while I can take out Misha’el." "Wait, the bombs will still 
destroy your body though, right? Doesn’t that defeat the purpose of, y'know, living?" 
"Living is no longer in my interest. I wish only to kill Misha’el." "Works for me. Let me 
get some bombs. Just so you know, Misha’el lives next door to the Topaz Villa, and not 
directly with them. That should make things easier for you." 

Bombshell retrieves an armful of bombs as well as a trigger, from a locked, titanium safe 
at the back of the lab. "So, some of these are triggered while others will explode on 
contact. They'll set off the metal detector in the apartment so you'll need to disarm it. And 
seeing as Incarnate is still in the hospital, I guess I'll go with you. Plus, I don’t know how 
trustworthy you are at the moment: for all I know, you're a spy or something. Seethe, get 
Fly Guy, and the four of us will tear the place apart." "Alright, time to kill a superhero!" 
he yells in glee, prompting Bombshell to roar, "Do not...yell...in the lab!" The women 
leave the Villa and wait in a car for the boys to arrive. Seethe and Fly Guy soon get there 
and Bombshell drives off to Misha’el's apartment building. By the time they get there, it's 
already fairly late in the afternoon and a variety of colors shine down upon them. They 
step out of the car and near the main entrance to the building. Bombshell places an 
especially small bomb near the detector's magnetometer and backs away, causing the 
others to follow suit. "Bombs away" she whispers, and after a few seconds the small 
bomb detonates in an uncharacteristic matter, creating a tiny explosion that destroys the 
the meter without harming the rest of the detector. They pass through easily and begin to 
place bombs at various spots along the first floor, hoping to trigger them later on. An 
alarm suddenly goes off and Seethe looks up to see a security camera. "Damn, they have 



cameras!" "It doesn’t matter!" shrieks Tessa, "Keep going!" "She's right" says Bombshell, 
"Misha’el can't do crap anyhow." They continue to scour the building, searching for 
Misha’el's apartment, apparently not caring if they kill his family or not. The find him on 
the third floor, coming out of his bathroom, and he quickly closes the door, making his 
way toward the window. Tessa throws a bomb at the door and it explodes, sending shards 
of wood in all directions. Seethe take the front and kicks the door down, only to find 
Misha’el gone and the window open. "Damn it!" growls Tessa, "He got away!" "No he 
didn't" says Fly Guy, "He's just on the run. Let's go!" Fly Guy climbs through the window 
while the other three race down the stairwell and out the building. They spot Misha’el 
making his way toward the Villa, but Bombshell stops him in his tracks by saying, "Give 
it up, Misha’el. We have bombs placed in your building, and I know your family's home. 
So now, make a choice: you or them." She raises the trigger and prepares to pull it, 
waiting for his answer. 

Misha’el turns around and starts to walk toward them. "You win" he concedes, "But know 
that I have a young son and daughter. Would you kill even them?" "Like hell I wouldn’t" 
answers an unsympathetic Tessa, "You know how many accidents you caused because of 
that blackout which happened for your sake? Do you know how many children died 
because of you? Consider this an eye for an eye." She grabs the trigger from Bombshell 
and is about to squeeze, when a black whir strikes and amputates her left hand, causing 
the detonator to fall to the floor. Tessa clutches her wrist with her remaining hand and 
screams. "What the hell was that?" wonders Seethe aloud. "If I had to guess" says 
Bombshell, "It's Desmond, also known as Nazi Pu nk ." "Glad to see you remember me, 
Bombs" says a voice from the street. They all turn, and see a muscled, shirtless male with 
a large swastika tattooed to his chest. He puts his palm to his chest and pulls off a thin, 
metal swastika, and clutches it in his hand. "Misha’el has, and will always be, mine to 
kill. Don’t you be forgetting that!" "Why have I never heard of him?" asks Seethe, still 
unresponsive to Tessa's wails. "Oh, he only comes to the city once in a while" says 
Bombshell, "I guess he's busy attempting to spread terror elsewhere. He's somewhat of a 
wannabe villain." "Hey!" shouts Nazi Punk, "I'm just as much a villain as you are!" 
"Please, killing someone because of their faith isn't being a villain, it's being an ass. Now 
run along before we take you out." "I’d like to see you try!" he shouts, and tosses the 
projectile at Bombshell. It spins quickly, fast enough to cut through flesh, but Bombshell 
ducks out of the way, accidentally stepping on the detonator, triggering it, and causing a 
widespread of explosions from the apartment building to follow. The building crumbles 
to the ground. 

"No!" screams Misha’el, falling to his knees. He sobs violently and hides his face in his 
hands while the other supers fight it out and Tessa remains prone to the floor, passed out 
from blood loss. Fly Guy sees her and takes pity, flying her to the hospital. Seethe and 
Bombshell face Nazi Punk for the right to kill him, not even realizing that the 
superheroes in Topaz may have heard the explosions, which they certainly have. They 
rush out to find Misha’el: Volta and Dread drag him into the Villa while Seeker astrally 
searches the crumbling mess for survivors and Cubes and Nexus move the debris as fast 
as they can. Vector helps by searching the highest floors and Xeno send out two future 
selves to assist them all. Eventually, Seeker locates some residents and he returns to his 



physical body and rushes back to help his father and Nexus. They remove the wood and 
bricks as fast as they can, saving as many people as possible. Just before the roof of the 
last floor caves on them, Nexus holds it up and allows Seeker and Cubes to rescue the last 
survivors. Nexus then runs from the remains as the walls give in and collapse. Among the 
survivors are Misha’el's two children, a boy of age thirteen and a girl of twelve, but his 
wife is nowhere to be found and presumed dead. They rush all the survivors inside the 
Villa where they will be taken care of until the ambulances arrive. Xeno sends out a 
future self to see the battle and finds Bombshell throwing bombs at Nazi punk only for 
him to throw swastikas to intercept them. Seethe sends out a stream of acid at him, which 
Nazi Punk barely dodges, causing the acid to splatter onto the back of his leg, burning it. 
"Man, two on one is cheap. I'll be back for you guys later." He hops onto a nearby 
motorcycle and speeds away. Seethe and Bombshell finally see the future Xeno and rush 
back to the car, driving off as the tires squeal against the asphalt. The future Xeno reports 
what he has seen and the ambulances finally get to the Villa and take away the burn 
victims. 

Misha’el is brought to the basement and restrained against his will. Cubes splashes water 
onto his face in an effort to cool him down a bit but Misha’el shows no signs of letting up. 
"The children" Cubes comforts, "They are safe." Misha’el's eyes light up. "And my 
wife?" "She is...dead. I'm sorry, we couldn't get to her." Misha’el sighs and returns to 
sobbing. Cubes leaves him for the time being and lets him grieve. By the end of the night, 
Misha’el is somewhat calm, yet still shaken up at his wife's death. "I still can’t believe 
Bombshell would do that, even if she ended up stepping on the trigger by accident" he 
says, "It seems so unlike her considering she's a mother." "I think she was somehow 
swayed by Tessa, the short woman you saw. She was here earlier, looking for revenge. 

We rejected her, of course, but we did heal her body since she was full of wounds. I'm 
sorry, I should have had some heroes stationed in your apartment but I didn’t expect them 
to act so soon." "You're not at fault, Cubes. If this Tessa is as you said, she is to blame, 
and Bombshell as well. They started it and I'll finish it. As for my wife, I must accept her 
death for what it is - there is no use wishing her back for that is not the way of the world 
as things stand. My place is to draw out from God, not to believe whatever I want just to 
feel better." 

* 

At the hospital, Tessa's handless arm is sewn up for now in order to stop the bleeding. 
Incarnate visits her and consoles her over the fact that Misha’el is still alive. "Hey, 
according to Fly Guy it still sounds like you killed a lot of people. That’s impressive for 
your first time." "You fool!" she shouts, "I didn't want to kill anyone but him, except for 
maybe his family. The rest of the victims were innocent! Now I'm just as bad as he is! 
Why did I go along with bombs?" "Because you were overcome with revenge and bombs 
were the easiest, fastest way. Relax, it gets easier over time." "But what if I don't want it 
to get easier?" she thinks to herself. "In the meantime" Incarnate continues, "Will you be 
joining us, or will you leave?" "I guess I’ll join. I still want to kill Misha’el but I also want 
to make up for my deeds. Things are getting way too strange for me." "Well, in that case, 
you'll need a new name. I mean, you don't actually need one but it's the general process in 



order to stay anonymous - hmin, that's ironic from an etymological standpoint." "A 
name? I don't think it matters that much. But if I must...I guess you can simply call me 'I'. 
It's suitable for who I am." "Well, then, I, it looks like we have some time to heal. I'll try 
to get some prosthetic limbs for us." 



Chapter 55: Kol Ha 'adam Kozev 


A week passes and things have begun to return to nonnal. All the supers have returned 
their respective homes and Misha’el's kids have returned to live with him in the Topaz 
Villa. For now, there is a sense of gray sadness upon the Villa and the heroes are at risk of 
becoming lackadaisical, but Misha’el has grown full of vigor and almost eager to take on 
Bombshell and the newly-found Tessa. The extra threat of Nazi Punk makes him feel 
overwhelmed, but confident that the others will help him out. Xeno, perhaps remorseful 
of his past, decides to help him out, as does Serenity who, after hearing the news of his 
wife's death, becomes reminiscent of Michael. Knowing how it must feel to be alone, 
even when surrounded by friends, she identifies well with Misha’el, as does Vector who 
decides she's in need of some action, having been on the sidelines lately. The four drive to 
the Family Villa, and it being the late morning, various villains have already gone for the 
day, but Bombshell works in her lab, and Tessa, in her current state, has no way of 
keeping her old job without revealing she's a super. Claire, Penta, Bodave, and Chrono 
have left for school, and Grotesk is out doing an odd job while Strongarm and Incarnate 
have left for their respective jobs, although Incarnate's new false arm is wondered at by 
the students. 

When the heroes exit the car, they make for a swift attack and two of Xeno's future selves 
quickly break the door down. They separate to the sides as the others come through - 
including a third future Xeno - with Serenity leading the pack. Knowing that their break- 
in was easily heard by the villains, they move fast, swarming each room in search of 
Tessa who resides on the second floor. Seethe, living on the first floor, hears them 
immediately and comes out of his room wielding his acid gun. Serenity spots him and 
runs straight toward the weapon, keen on destroying it. Seethe squeezes the trigger and a 
spray of sulfuric acid shoots out at Serenity, doing nothing to her but melting away the 
front of her clothes and causing the rest to drop to the floor. "Being immortal, I guess she 
sometimes forgets her suit" muses Xeno. Serenity, although naked, feels no shame and 
continues unabashed with her tackle into Seethe. She pins him to the floor and repeatedly 
punches him in the face until he's unconscious. Then, she picks up the gun and takes it for 
herself. Misha’el, his face turned away from her nudity, is about to mention that she 
should get some clothes but Leopard leaps down from the stairs while Bombshell rushes 
up from the basement. The four Xenos tackle Leopard and he sends out a jolt of 
electricity which momentarily stuns them. "I didn’t know you could do that" says Vector, 
"I thought only Volta had that kind of power." Leopard points to himself and replies, 
"Electric eel, baby." "Hey!" snaps Bombshell, "Are they here to make friends or 
something?!" By this time, the Xenos have regained their composure and once more 
tackle Leopard, who is unable to shock them again. "Damn, takes way too long to 
recharge" he thinks. They continuously kick and punch him, although his suit takes much 
of the blows and his natural brute strength protects him. Meanwhile, Bombshell throws a 
tentacle bomb at Misha’el but Vector blows it back at her, striking Bombshell in the left 
arm. The metal tentacles leap out and sink into the flesh, causing her to temporarily lose 
her footing. Misha’el takes this advantage and pushes her into the stairwell, but Fly Guy, 



coming out of the elevator, sees this and zooms past, catching her halfway down the 
stairs. They return back up, and by now, Leopard has sufficiently beaten the Xenos, who 
have all disappeared, save for the present hero. Serenity has returned to the others and 
shoots at Leopard who is distracted by her nakedness. The acid hits him right in the 
abdomen, and bums through the suit, puncturing his skin in various areas like a piece of 
Swiss cheese. He roars in pain, and with blood leaking from him, he pounces on her and 
the two battle it out. Misha’el, seeing how they are struggling to win, quotes "Totzay 
ha'aretz nefesh chayah leminah, behemah varemes vechayeto eretz leminah." ("Let the 
earth bring forth living creatures after their kind: cattle and creeping things and beasts of 
the earth after their kind.") All sorts of animals under Misha’el's control materialize from 
the floor. 

The creatures keep the villains busy while Misha’el, Vector, and Xeno continue to search 
for Tessa, now called "I," confident that Serenity will be okay. They dash up the stairs and 
reach the second floor where a lone I stands before them. She holds a firearm in her 
remaining hand and does not hesitate to shoot at Misha’el. It hits him in the shoulder and 
he stumbles back, supported by Xeno. Vector flies up and creates a twister of wind 
around the three heroes, and then shoots out a gust at I, blowing the gun away. Vector 
glides forward and kicks I in the head with both feet, knocking her out as her minuscule 
form cannot take so much trauma. Vector lifts the body up and the three heroes make 
their way back down, trudging slowly because of their respective burdens. When they 
arrive at the first floor, they find that Bombshell and Fly Guy have managed to kill all the 
creatures brought forth and now closely guard the entrance of the Villa. Serenity has 
managed to outlast Leopard as his wounds have caused him to pass out from blood loss, 
and she joins the other heroes, exhausted. Fly Guy looks at Bombshell, unsure of what to 
do but an unexpected voice interrupts the scene. "Heyo, Bombs! You look like a mess. 

Did I come at a bad time?" Nazi Punk enters into the Villa and sees the situation, 
immediately assessing it. "I take it you guys are getting your asses kicked? Allow me to 
help." He peels off a swastika with each hand, holding the metal figures by the sides, and 
flings them. One hits Serenity and pins her to the wall while another is directed at Vector, 
but her barrier skews its course and it climbs up and gets lodged in the ceiling. Vector 
grows weary under the stress of the barrier and carrying I, and the strength of the wind 
noticeably weakens. Nazi Punk takes another swastika and aims in at Misha’el's neck. 
"What can I say, Misha’el, it was nice fighting you over the years. But I grow weary of 
Eisenstadt -1 have others to kill, you know." Misha’el, in his desperation, shouts out 
"Vi'ish shachav vilo yakum. Od bilti shamayim lo yakitzu, vilo yay'oru mishnotom." ("So 
man lies down and does not rise. Until the heavens be no more, he will not awake nor be 
aroused out of his sleep.") Nazi Punk, with his arm held back in preparation to throw, 
suddenly falls down as all life leaves his body and the swastika bounces harmlessly 
against the floor. 

Xeno calls forth two future selves as that is all he can muster, and the two attack Fly Guy 
and Bombshell who are still tired from their excursion with the beasts. The Xenos pin 
them down while the other superheroes escape the Villa and get into their car, I in tow. 
They drive off, heading to the hospital first where Misha’el can get treated for his bullet 
wound. On the way there, Xeno, the only one suitable to drive a car at the moment, asks 



"Did you really kill Nazi Pu nk ? Was that really necessary?" "He truly is dead" Misha'el 
answers, "I guess it didn’t have to happen, but I was sick of him always showing up and 
causing trouble for me. Enough had just happened to me without needing his 
interference. Plus, in a way he deserved it, since his amputating of Tessa's hand indirectly 
led to my wife's death. Although I suppose he was trying to help at that moment. I don't 
know, I'm just exhausted. I think I need some kind of vacation even if I did just come 
back from a journey." Xeno concentrates on his driving, wondering what to make of it all. 
"I guess he has a point but I didn’t think heroes killed people. He saved Phournos so why 
not Nazi Punk? Was it because of ideology? After all, Phournos was after revenge while 
Nazi Punk was basically just a bastard. Perhaps it was because Misha’el is still low on 
deeds so he felt he had no choice. Maybe I shouldn’t delve into this: after all, it isn’t my 
life even if I am a hero. Let Misha’el deal with it and, if necessary, Cubes will probably 
chime in." Xeno drops Misha’el off at the hospital, then Serenity at her house, and returns 
to the Topaz Villa where he and Vector tie up I in one of the rooms and go back to their 
respective rooms for well deserved naps, letting the rest of the superheroes take care of 
her for now. 

Cubes takes charge of the situation, starting by getting the police force to guard Misha’el 
at all hours. Then, he steps into the room holding I and wakes her up. "Hello, Tessa, I see 
we meet again." She spits at the ground, "I’m T now, not 'Tessa'. Now, whadya want?" 
Cubes sighs. "Fine, I, I’ll get straight to the point. We want you to stop this foolish grudge 
against Misha’el. Because of you and Bombshell, his wife along with countless others 
have died, and now you went and shot him. It’s lucky he survived. If you don’t accede to 
our request, we'll have you sent to Kraftbrecher." Silence brews in the room, and there is 
noticeable sweat on I's forehead. "Kraftbrecher? That place actually exists?!" For once, 
Tessa shows great fear in her eyes and doesn’t know what to say. Cubes looks her straight 
in the eyes and says, "If it helps, we’ll even return you to the Family Villa, although I 
can't say for sure what will happen to you. After all, while you can live as long as you 
will it, you have no offensive power so you might even be a weak point to them, 
especially seeing what happened today. But you can't remain with us or Misha'el is bound 
to go ballistic once he recovers. So, what do you think?" "I guess I’ll go back to the other 
Villa and see what happens. Things can't get much worse for me. And I promise to stop 
going after Misha’el. I've...been regretting it ever since I killed all those people. If only 
none of this ever happened and I was simply Tessa once more. You don't think Elsie can 
remove a power, do you?" "No" replies Cubes, "That's far beyond her abilities. She can 
try to return you to your original form but it seems that, since she doesn't entirely know 
what that is, she is unable to do so correctly. But she can restore your height." "Bitchin’. 
Let's do it." Elsie is brought down and raises I back to her original size, although she still 
remains doll-like. Cubes and Dread drive I back to the Family where an angered 
Strongarm and Grotesk wait. 

"Well, well, look who decided to show up" Strongarm sarcastically notes, "What makes 
you think you can get away with what happened here today?" "If I’m not mistaken" 
responds Cubes, "Some time back you attacked our Villa, trying to get Elsie. Consider 
this a payback, an equal exchange since you'll get back I." "Ah, I’s a liability, even with 
her incredible ability. She's better as a cop or something. I’m more concerned with the 



condition of both my wife and Leo. It's bad enough Claire was in the hospital - I didn’t 
need to send Bombshell, too, in order to remove that metal lodged in her." "If you recall, 
Strongarm, that metal was from her own bomb that she threw at Vector who had to 
defend herself, so that was Bombshell's own fault. As for Leopard, we all know how 
strong he is. Serenity had no choice but to incapacitate him, although she attacked a little 
too strongly. I'll agree, we should have made some kind of deal for I but that time has 
passed. We are releasing her, and you can take her or leave her be. So, what do you say?" 
"We still won't take her" answers Strongarm, "Sorry, I, that's the way things are. We can't 
risk another attack and I know that Misha’el won’t be finished with you if you stay 
around, given that you shot him, according to Fly Guy." I looks to the sidewalk beneath 
her, appreciative of the distance in height. "I suppose I'll try to return to my nonnal life. I 
doubt I'll have my job back seeing as I haven't contacted them in over a week, but I'll 
manage to survive. It's not like I have anything better do to, except perhaps make amends 
for what I've done. Therefore, I'll become a wanderer. Feel free to call me if either of you 
guys ever need some help. Oh, and call me 'Tessa' from now on. It seems that's my true 
self, after all." Tessa walks away, leaving the four supers to deal with the remaining 
issues. 

"You know" Grotesk pipes up, "This is all far from over. Regardless of any threat to 
Elsie, which there have been none yet, suspiciously, we will always remain your enemies 
first and rivals second, so don’t think that all is peachy keen between us. Had I been 
around at the time, I would have had no problem disposing of the heroes who decided to 
drop by. I'm not nearly as merciful as Strongarm is, so don’t forget that." Cubes and 
Dread drive back home, unsure of how things will continue from here on in. Grotesk, in 
the meantime, goes down to the lab and pulls out Nazi Punk's carcass from a freezer. 

"You know" he says to the cadaver, "It would be interesting for Bombshell to experiment 
on you but I have a better idea." Grotesk uses his sword and cuts the corpse up in many 
pieces. He drains the blood from the veins and puts the parts into a bag. He then gets into 
a van and drives off to the hospital, arriving at the wing at which both Bombshell and 
Misha’el are staying. After a quick chat with Bombshell to see how she's doing, Grotesk 
finds out where Misha’el's room is and makes his way there, spotting four officers in front 
of the door. He nears the cops and offers a simple "Hello," to which one of the men 
responds in kind. Grotesk follows up with "And how are you fine gentlemen today?" 
which prompts a second officer to ask, "May I see what's in the bag? You must 
understand, I do it for the safety of the patient." "Of course" answers Grotesk, handing 
the bag over. The officer looks into the bag and takes a whiff, gagging at the putrid smell 
that emanates. "Ah!" he shouts, gamering attention from the others. "What is it?!" one 
asks. "It's, it's a human body, chopped up into pieces!" Grotesk pulls out his sword from 
the back and slices the man’s arm off, causing the bag to drop to the floor. He then 
proceeds to behead the remaining three officers. 

The sounds of death are not unheard and the four officers within the room come rushing 
out. The first one, brandishing a gun, shoots the unsuited Grotesk in the shoulder as he is 
trying to blend in. Grotesk is in immense pain but nevertheless continues his barrage and 
stabs the cop through the chest and into the officer behind him. He then pulls the sword 
upward, slicing the upper halves of their bodies and killing them instantly. The third and 



fourth both pull out their weapons and aim at Grotesk, who slowly backs away against 
the opposing wall. The officers each let out a shot, both hitting him in the chest, and 
Grotesk crumples to the floor into a sitting position. "Is he dead?" asks the third officer, 
noting how still Grotesk has become and with his eyes closed. "I can't tell. Check it out." 
The third officer nears Grotesk and reaches out for his sword first. As he takes the 
weapon from him, Grotesk snatches the cop and stands up behind him. The fourth officer 
shoots but hits the third in the throat, and blood sprays out, obscuring his vision. Grotesk 
takes his sword back and slashes the fourth officer horizontally, cutting him into two. As 
the men fall down dead, Grotesk retrieves the bag and moves as fast as he can to 
Misha’el's room and locks the door behind him. He devours the flesh inside the bag and 
his wounds heal up - the bullets are pushed out of his body. Now back in his optimal 
state, Grotesk nears a sleeping Misha’el. He raises his sword to kill him and plunges the 
weapon into Misha’el's heart. 



Chapter 56: The Reversal 


As the sword strikes Misha’el's heart, blood spurts out in all directions, covering his torso 
and face and splashing onto Grotesk's body. Misha’el spasms momentarily before he 
finally lies still, but just to be sure, Grotesk slices his head off. He begins to consume the 
body, starting with the left leg, but soon hears shouts and oncoming movement from 
outside and knows he doesn’t have much time. Grotesk wipes the blood off his sword 
with the hospital sheets, then throws a chair through the window, shattering it and 
creating an escape. He looks down, and finding himself on the second floor, jumps into a 
small tree below, then lands on the pavement and rushes to his vehicle where he makes 
his escape. Returning to the Family Villa, Grotesk can't help but let out a big grin when 
he enters the building, his clothes still drenched in blood. Seeing him, Claire, back from 
school, cannot help but imagine what kind of trouble he has gotten into, looking so much 
like a butcher. "So, what's with the blood? Or is it better I don’t ask at all?" "Relax, dear 
child" Grotesk replies, "For I have slain the mighty Misha’el. Granted, I couldn’t have 
done it without the help of Tessa who sent him to the hospital in the first place, but I can 
claim the final move that killed him...and a bunch of guards but who cares about that?" 
Claire's eyes open wide. "Really, Misha’el?! That’s pretty hardcore. You must have had a 
hell of an advantage to have pulled that off. Was he half-dead or something?" "Hmph, he 
was sleeping, if you must know, but I could have taken him on had he been 
awake...maybe. It's kind of cheap that he's a long-range fighter and I'm more of a melee 
attacker. Whatever, point is, he's dead, yay me." Claire shrugs her shoulder, saying, "Well, 
I guess I better tell Dad. He’ll be pleased, and Mom even more so." 

She leaves and Grotesk goes to take a shower after throwing his soaking clothes into a 
bucket of water, then changes into his suit. He goes to the lounge and finds Leopard 
there, unsuited and still healing from his wounds. "Grotty, how goes it? I heard you took 
Nazi Punk's corpse - Bombshell is pretty pissed." "Oh, I think she’ll have a change of 
heart. I used the body to help me kill Misha’el." "No kidding?" exclaims Leopard, "That’ll 
help even the numbers a bit, not to mention take out one of the stronger members. With 
Body gone as well, things are starting to look up for us." "Exactly!" Grotesk shoots back, 
"The tides are slowly turning. I can't help but think that this is a good sign for the Villa 
even with all that Elsie mumbo jumbo." Leopard raises an eyebrow. "Mumbo jumbo? 

You mean you don't believe Maestro? That's a little strange, considering he could have 
killed us all if he wanted but decided to spread a message instead. I don't know how he 
kn ows what'll happen, but it's a very valid conclusion that Elsie will bring others to 
Eisenstadt." "And yet you were happy upon hearing the death of Misha’el, although his 
assistance would be immeasurable. That's a bit hypocritical of you." "No one said 
balancing the two was easy" Leopard answers, "Being both a villain and hero is a lot to 
ask of us so I try to compromise a little." "Besides" says Incarnate, walking into the 
room, "Misha’el was more of a wild card, especially since both Mr. Body and his wife 
died. He was too unpredictable to keep around, in my opinion. But damn, his power 
could be really versatile. Eh, let's see what's on TV." 



Back at the Topaz Villa, Cubes is told by phone of the massacre at the hospital. 
"Understood. Please remove Misha’el's body and cremate it, then deliver the ashes to us." 
Volta, overhearing the conversation, adds her input. "Isn’t it against his religion to 
cremate or something?" Cubes looks at her. "In fact, it is. But don't put it past Misha’el to 
have a trick or two up his sleeve. The dead may rise again." "So what does that mean, his 
ashes will reform and he’ll resurrect like in a horror movie?" Cubes sighs and replies, 

"Ah, Volta, I'm afraid even that is beyond his powers. No, Misha’el is still alive. They 
won’t be cremating his body but a substitute one. I only asked for the ashes to dispose of 
them so that no evidence of the trick remains." Volta expresses shock at the revelation. "A 
substitute?! So where's the real Misha’el? Don’t tell me he's been here all along!" "Nah, 
he was shot, after all. He's in the hospital, but one floor above the substitute, and 
unguarded so as not to attract attention. The guards were a ruse, although I didn't want 
them to actually die. The sergeant really told me off for that one." "Well, that's good 
news. So how did you get a substitute, and so quickly at that? Did you bribe someone at 
the morgue?" "Actually, there's an interesting story behind it. Misha’el had the substitute 
prepared for a long time now just in case he ever needed it, and just in case he was ever 
low on deeds. Therefore, he used his powers to create a golem, essentially like the act of 
creating a man, although a mute man. Understand that such an act comes at a great cost, 
so the golem was saved for when it was truly necessary, and although everyone was 
healed from Phournos' attack we were still recovering mentally and I didn’t want to risk 
any superheroes as guards for the real Misha’el." Volta thinks it over, then comes up with 
a query. "Wait, so does that mean the golem was alive when he, or it, was attacked?" "I'm 
afraid so. Creating the golem takes a lot of effort, but it isn't truly alive until three letters 
are written on it's forehead: aleph, mem, and tav, reading 'Emef, or 'truth'. Misha’el never 
activated the golem until now to preserve its condition but it was alive when Grotesk 
killed it, and therefore felt the pain of death. A shame, really." 

* 

A few days later, Misha'el is released from the hospital but warned strongly to stay in bed 
for at least another week. After that time, most of which he spent learning the Talmud, 
Misha’el finally leaves the Villa to teach his class and his students are genuinely confused 
at his return, especially considering his absence when he searched for the answer. 
Nonetheless, he jumps back in as if nothing had ever happened, and as the days go by, the 
students slide back into normalcy. But however easy Misha’el might be taking it, he 
cannot escape the watching eyes of Fly Guy who soars above the city and spies upon 
Topaz. Fly Guy reports the sightings to Strongarm, who finally approaches Grotesk with 
the news, unsure of how he’ll take it. "Damn!" shouts Grotesk, "What kind of crap is 
that?! I saw him die! I even decapitated him and ate part of him. How the hell can he be 
fine?" "It's simple" says a nearby Incarnate, "You didn’t actually kill the real Misha’el. I 
don’t know whom or what you killed, but it wasn’t him. Don't stress too much, it's not like 
this was your only chance. You know where he lives, after all, and it's in the same city for 
crying out loud. Just have patience and you'll get him another day. You can even pair up 
with Bombshell if you want, seeing as she still wants him dead." "That sounds like a 
good idea to me. But it’ll be hard with Elsie around. There's no telling what the kid might 
do if she gets scared. How are we supposed to compete with her abilities?" "Just wait 



until she's away at school or something" answers Incarnate, "Do I have to think of 
everything?" 


A plan is set into motion and all that is required is the right time to strike. Fly Guy spends 
most of his time focused solely on the Topaz Villa, watching the activity of every 
Saturday. Vector notices his presence early on and mentions it to Cubes who alerts the 
rest of the Villa. But one Saturday, Fly Guy fails to show up, and the superheroes give a 
sigh of relief, glad that he has given up for now. They each go about their normal 
activities: Misha’el goes with his children to pray in the synagogue, and Nexus takes Elsie 
to the park, while Seeker hangs out with Claire and Dread goes shopping. Little to they 
know, Fly Guy's absence was all part of the plan to disrupt the heroes' fear and instill 
enough confidence to get them spread out. A carload consisting of Grotesk, Incarnate, and 
Bombshell, with Fly Guy hovering above, drive up to a block halfway between the Topaz 
Villa and the synagogue Misha’el goes to. At around 11:30 AM, Misha’el and the kids 
leave and walk their way back to the Villa. At 11:45, Misha’el senses something is deeply 
wrong but cannot figure it out. He ushers his children to walk faster but it is too late. As 
he passes by a bakery, the delicious aromas wafting through the air, a sudden explosion 
shatters the windows and scorches the three. Now set on fire, they scream in pain and roll 
on the ground to put out the flames. They're badly burnt, but Misha'el wastes no time. He 
bids them to continue to the Villa and not to look back. After the children are gone, the 
four supervillains reveal themselves from across the street. They slowly approach 
Misha’el who does not know what to expect. Bombshell throws a bomb at Misha’el who 
dodges it, but not by enough of a distance. The explosion rocks his body and he is sent 
sprawling across the sidewalk. Misha’el struggles to get up and his body is now both 
bloody and burned all over. He tries to speak but his jaw is broken from the impact of 
landing. The supervillains notice this and Bombshell signal Grotesk to attack. "He's all 
yours. Try to make it quick -1 don’t know how much time we have." 

Seeing this, Misha’el realizes he doesn’t have much time to attack. He rips what remains 
of his shirt, exposing his chest for all to see. Misha’el then takes a knife from a sheath in 
his suit pocket and slits the top of his chest. Blood pours out and drips down his body 
onto the ground below, but some remains on his chest, stuck in carved-out crevices. The 
blood takes the shape of letters which read out, "Adoshem, tifatai tiftach, ufi yagid 
tehilatecha." ("My Lord, open my lips, that my mouth may issue forth your praise.") His 
jaw instantly heals and Misha’el can speak once again. He wastes no time, immediately 
citing, "Aish ubarad, sheleg viketur, ruach siura oseh divaro." (Fire and hail, snow and 
clouds, stormy winds fulfilling his bidding.") The sky over them grows dark and day 
turns into night as strong winds blow at the four villains. They brace themselves against 
the gales, concentrating as much as they can on staying on the ground. Hail dives down at 
them from above, striking the villains all over. The ice melts upon impact and turns into 
fire, burning them just as they burned Misha'el, who runs away despite being in a 
weakened state. Grotesk quickly follows, not caring about his wounds and the constant 
chu nk s of hail hitting him. The chase goes on as the other supervillains stay behind and 
try to get away from the hail. Soon, Misha’el is near the Villa, but Grotesk is right behind 
him. He raises his sword to strike, but Volta, from the rooftop, zaps the sword with a bolt 
of lightning which electrocutes Grotesk and allows Misha'el to safely enter the haven. 



Volta jumps down from the roof, slowing her descent by letting electricity out of her 
hands. She lands and walks toward Grotesk, who uses his sword to try to get back up. 
Volta kicks it into the street with her left leg and picks Grotesk up by the neck with both 
hands. "Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you right now? Misha’el's children got back only a 
few minutes ago, badly burnt. Did you really think you could get away with trying to kill 
them, and Misha'el as well?!" Grotesk smiles back. "Volta, does it really matter? You're 
going to kill me anyhow -1 see it in your eyes. Regarding the children, who cares? They 
have no powers. If they die, it is no loss. Even if the Family does have some rules over 
killing children, their deaths would weaken Misha’el in the event he survives so they were 
fair game. As for Misha’el, I never thought I could get away with it. The life of a 
supervillain isn’t to get away with his crimes. If anything, he wants everyone to know 
what he's done. Why did I do any of this? Because that's what supervillains do: we kill 
and we strike fear, with neither of the two holding precedence over the other. To kill is to 
destroy what someone has been working for all their lives. In a single instant, all their 
work is gone. This is the power of God and who does not seek that?" Volta looks at him 
fiercely. "Anyone can destroy. It takes true strength to create, and that is more so the 
power of God who creates more than destroys. Goodbye, Ivan. May God be gracious 
with your soul." Volta lets out lighting from both her hands, electrocuting Grotesk until 
his heart stops beating. 

* 

A somber mood clouds over the two Villas over the next several days. Grotesk is buried 
in the "Villains" section of the cemetery while Misha’el and his kids go back to the 
hospital, as do Bombshell, Incarnate, and Fly Guy, with a truce between the two groups 
that no one will be attacked this time around, based especially on the reasoning that 
neither side could afford more death, particularly with Maestro's warning, although the 
threats had yet to show themselves. "Was it really necessary to kill Grotesk?" Misha’el 
asks a visiting Volta. "You tell me. You're the one who killed Nazi Pu nk . In truth, I could 
have let him go but Grotesk was starting to show signs of becoming a superevil, who fall 
out of the regular boundaries of the rules. He was willing to kill people left and right and 
for no reason other than for the satisfaction. He was too wild to be let loose. How about 
you, are you feeling any better?" "I guess" replies Misha’el, "Although I really can't let 
this keep happening. My students are beginning to get very suspicious. But, it is all for 
the best. Perhaps, one day, these dark times will be but distant memories and we will bask 
in future glories." 



Chapter 57: The Joker 


The superheroes sit down to breakfast on a Saturday morning some time after Grotesk's 
death. At one table, Xeno wonders about the Family Villa's location. "I don’t get it" he 
says, "How can the other Villa be secret? Surely its neighbors have seen the villains go in 
and out of the building, unless they have their suits hidden underneath their clothes and 
don't change until later. It doesn't make sense to me." Surge, on a visit, responds, "It's 
quite simple. Well, it's actually complex. A while back, when the Villa was first started by 
Strongarm, a man known as Legerdemain approached him and wanted to join. He was a 
magician and Strongarm believed his powers to be very useful. Legerdemain planted an 
enchanted rod somewhere inside the Villa which casts a spell of deception over those 
within a certain radius that do not possess one or more superpowers. If the name 
'Legerdemain' strikes you as familiar, do not be surprised - he was Penta's father before 
she killed him." "Wait a minute, how the hell does the spell recognize who has a 
superpower and who doesn’t? And since when did Penta kill her father? You must 
remember, I'm a newer member than you." "Actually" retorts Surge, "We joined at pretty 
much the same time since I switched sides at your exhibition with Chrono. To answer 
your first question, that's where the complexity comes in. I think it has to do with souls. 
According to Misha’el, a human soul is made up of five parts: Nefesh, Ruach, Neshama, 
Chaya, and Yechida. The Nefesh represents the physical body; the Ruach symbolizes the 
unconscious; the Neshama relates to the conscious and intellect; the Chaya is what gives 
a human being free will; and the highest, the Yechida, is what allows one to gain a 
superpower. The Yechida is affected when a superpower is unlocked. It is marked, and 
this mark is recognized by the spell as a password, basically, that unlocks the ability to 
see through the illusion. I have no idea how it actually works, however. As for your 
second question, it happened a short while before I joined the Family. Apparently, it 
wasn't that big of a deal and Legerdemain was even okay with it. Meh, villains can be 
impartial to death sometimes, although I suppose the same can be said of heroes." 

Xeno leans back and ponders the abundance of information. "So why don’t we remove 
the rod? It can't be that hard to get rid of." "It's hidden" replies Surge, "And we have no 
idea where it is, but considering Incarnate's words back when Maestro came to us, I’d say 
it's somewhere in the basement where the Villa's secrets he. In any event, we've already 
agreed to not reveal the villain's location to the city, so it's pointless to go after the rod. 

It's not like it's there to protect them from us." "Yeah" responds Xeno, "But it protects the 
villains from the cops. Why do we let them get away with that?" "I suppose it is to 
prevent unnecessary deaths. If the police found out their location, they would storm the 
building and a war would pan out, resulting in many slain officers. Bullets are powerful 
but villains can be even stronger. Then again, you never know, and maybe many villains 
would be caught." "Seems kind of dumb to me" concludes Xeno, "But if that's how things 
are, let it be so." Breakfast finishes soon after for the two of them and Surge goes on her 
way, hanging out with Vector even though the former is older by about two years. They 
travel all over town, having a fine day off until Surge realizes she's low on cash and goes 
to an ATM in a nearby grocery store. As she retrieves the money from the machine, a 



large crash is heard outside. Surge and Vector run out to assess the situation and see a 
number of cars that have slammed into each other. A man walks in the air above them, 
presumably the cause of the issue, and Surge and Vector get ready to fight back at the 
man, although they know nothing of his abilities. The man spots them, and comparing 
them with the fleeing pedestrians, assumes them to be fellow supers. He walks down 
toward them with open arms, as if on an invisible staircase. "My fair ladies, how do you 
do on this fine day?" "Give it up!" barks Vector, "Who are you and what do you want?" 
"Me? Nothing really. Here I was, minding my own business whilst strolling the sky, when 
this horrible accident occurred below. I guess people were too distracted by me and forgot 
they were driving." Vector turns to Surge and asks, "Do you believe this crap?" "Nah, he's 
got something up his sleeve. No one flaunts their power like that without a good reason. 
Besides, the people of Eisenstadt have seen tons of supers in their time. I doubt this 
incident would ensue from carelessness." 

"Oh, I guess you two caught me. I was actually helping an old lady across the street. A 
drunk driver was coming toward us so I stopped him dead in his tracks, and the car 
behind him tried to stop in time but crashed into the back, and that caused the pile-up." 
"And yet we found you in the air with no old lady in sight, who could not possibly have 
run from the scene if she needed help crossing. Enough with the lies - tell us who you 
are!" "Very well" says the man, giving a smirk to the intrusive heroes, "My name is 
Wayward, and I am here to create chaos." Don’t you just hate it when this happens?" 
Vector asks of Surge, "Jokers are the worst kinds of supervillains." "This doesn’t seem 
like something you'd call a joke" Surge answers back, "More of a problem, if anything." 
"Yeah, I'm still here" says Wayward in a droll manner, "Just sayin'." "We better take care 
of him then, Surge" says Vector, and with that she lets out a punch. Wayward catches he 
fist, twists his wrist, and Vector falls over onto her side. Surge makes a sound of 
astonishment. "Damn, Vector, is he that strong or are you that weak?" "Neither" Vector 
answers, as she remains on the ground, "His power seems to be something else. I, I can't 
get up." Surge looks closely at the smiling Wayward and sees the red mark in his eyes. 
"Well, whatever it is, the power is physical." Surge pulls out a scalpel and slits the top of 
her right arm. Red mist dissipates from the wound and Surge feels her strength and speed 
rising. She, too, lets out a punch, and this one connects with Wayward's jaw. He flies back 
and hits one of the deserted cars, cracking the window behind him. "Ah!" exclaims 
Wayward, rubbing his jaw "That really hurt, seriously! You gals are no fun." Surge runs 
toward him but suddenly falls to the street and is unable to rise. Wayward, meanwhile, 
rises into the air and toward the sky. Once he's about twenty feet away, Surge and Vector 
are released from their holds and get back up. "That was certainly random" says Surge, 
"Although nothing in this city seems to make sense so I shouldn’t be surprised. Let's head 
back to the Villa and tell everyone about Wayward." 

The two return to the Villa on foot in order not to arouse any attention, leaving the mess 
behind them to the ambulances that appear minutes later. While walking, Wayward is 
busy creating havoc elsewhere, using his power to cause more crashes around the city 
and only stopping once sunset comes around. At the Villa, after everyone finds out about 
the newest super, Surge and Vector learn from the news that he had been creating crashes 
even before the one that they witnessed together. Wayward was certainly wasting no time 



in creating chaos. They discuss the problem in the first floor hallway after dinner to try 
and figure out how to stop him. "So just what is his power, girls?" asks Cubes. "Maybe 
it's some kind of mass change?" posits Surge, "I felt very heavy, as if too heavy to even 
move myself. But once he was at a certain distance the power lifted, kind of like yours, 
Cubes." "And he said he's here to create chaos" continues Vector, "But I wonder if that's 
really true. Either way, I can't imagine he's that difficult to beat. I can use my power a bit 
without having to move even, and I know that you and Dread can do the same. And 
Nexus, too, doesn’t need motion to fight. I think that the only advantage he might hold 
over us is if we couldn’t see where he was when he attacks or has attacked us." "So, 
standard stuff, then? In that case, the two of you along with Nexus will go and defeat 
him. Let's try to stop him before too many people die." The group breaks up and the three 
chosen heroes meet up at the lounge. "So what do you think, Nexus? I would assume that 
you’ll be our main front on this attack." "Hey, whatever gets me some action, I'm in. My 
only concern is being unable to use my telekinesis if I can't concentrate enough, or see 
anything, as you said, but there's no hann in trying. By the way you described him, it 
doesn't sound like Wayward wants to actually kill anyone directly, but if he's intentionally 
causing the accidents and knows the risk of death in them, then maybe he really won’t 
mind killing us." 

* 

They set out the next day to go hunting for Wayward, up in the air to get a better view of 
the city, and Surge is equipped with an earpiece to Xeno who, back at the Villa, listens for 
any reports about crashes. After half an our of scouting around, however, they find 
nothing out of the ordinary on the streets until Xeno informs them of a bank robbery five 
minutes time from their location. By the time they get there, the perpetrators are gone, but 
by the witnesses' descriptions the criminal appears to be Wayward, who easily lifted the 
guards' guns to the ceiling while simultaneously crushing them to the ground, weighing 
them down until their bodies were squeezed to death against the floor. Lifting up the 
bodies, Nexus notices cracks in the floor beneath the corpses, as if the guards were 
pressed so hard against the carpets that the wood under them couldn’t handle it anymore. 
They return to the sky, trying to figure out what to do next. "What do you think he needed 
the money for? It seems like he’s working alone so it's not like he owes anyone anything." 
"Maybe he doesn’t actually need the money, but this was another way of causing chaos - 
who knows?" "I guess we should just keep looking for him and hope we get lucky." 
Wayward, also in the air, sees them from afar and runs toward them, hoping to stop their 
nuisance before it gets out of hand. "Lirst, two of them, and now there are three. How 
many more will be sent against me?" After about two minutes he eventually gets near 
enough to see their faces clearly. "Man, this city is big. I need to get in better shape." 
Linally, the heroes notice Wayward and go in closer toward him. "Odd" Wayward 
comments to Surge, "I thought you had a different power than flight. Or are one of the 
other two helping you off the ground? Unless you have multiple powers?" "Does it really 
matter?" questions Vector, "Let's just end this." She sends out a gust of wind which sends 
Wayward soaring but does no actual damage. "Well, that was pointless" says Nexus, 
noting that now the distance between them has increased, "Come on, let's get closer." 



They needn’t move too quickly as Wayward is approaching them as well, and soon they 
get within his striking radius. Nexus forces Wayward's hands to clutch his own throat, 
causing him to suffocate, but Wayward, in response, makes his hands fall back down by 
virtue of his power, and then weighs down both himself and Nexus so that both go 
crashing down toward the city. Vector, with Surge in tow, dive down after them. Right 
before they crash down onto the roof of a building, Wayward raises himself, but Nexus 
continues to fall and strikes the building. The attack knocks him out completely, and now 
only Surge and Vector remain. They land near Nexus' unconscious body and check for 
damage, noting that Nexus suffers from a broken ann. Surge takes a knife from a pocket 
in the leg of her pants and stabs herself in both her calves. She overcomes the pain by 
sheer will and zooms toward Wayward. He tries to weigh her down as well but she resist 
by her newfound strength alone. Surge launches herself from the roof and grabs onto 
Wayward's hands, then pushes against his chest with her feet, causing his arms to 
dislocate at the shoulders. He yells out and kicks her in the face with both feet, separating 
the two of them. As Surge falls, Wayward uses his ability to forces his arms back into 
their sockets. Surge lands on the roof once more and uses the surface to rebound and hurl 
herself back at Wayward. This time, he is more prepared and simply lifts himself higher 
and higher until her is no longer within her range, then goes off into the distance. Surge 
lands again, causing a loud crunch as the roof si nk s in from her body, and meets back 
with Vector who is tending to Nexus. They return to the Villa and Dread sets Nexus up 
with a splint to help heal his arm. "So, what have you learned about Wayward?" asks 
Dread, "Any idea of how to defeat him?" "He may be using some kind of gravitational 
power to attack" concludes Surge, wrapping her own wounds, "But if you get enough 
people to attack him at once, I don’t think he’d be able to take them all on. You should 
really join us next time." 

* 

Not much happens the next day and they assume that Wayward is taking a break from his 
mischief. But reports on the day after tell them that Wayward has wreaked havoc by 
releasing all the dangerous animals at the Dyson Zoo, located at the very south of 
Eisenstadt. Increasing their numbers again, Dread joins Vector, Surge, and a now-awake 
Nexus to take Wayward out once and for all. They glide over the city, at one point 
passing the Family Villa where Fly Guy spots them. The heroes make it to the zoo where, 
this time, Wayward is waiting for them. "Really?!" he asks, bewildered, "Four of you this 
time? Do you guys multiply from defeat or something? Honestly, this is getting 
ridiculous. I’m just having some fun, you know. True, some people have died, but what is 
life without the risks? Surely, you can see the validation in my argument. "Yes, murder 
should be acceptable" responds a sarcastic Dread, "That clearly makes sense. Give up 
before we decide to kill you." "Ha! You wouldn’t dare" replies Wayward, "You're heroes 
and it's your creed to not murder." "I didn’t say we would murder you" she retorts, "But 
that we would kill you. Mind you, there's a big difference. Murder is when the victim is 
innocent, and you hardly are." "Pft, semantics" answer Wayward, "It is either murder or it 
is not. At least that's what you should be saying. I grow tired of this arguing - let's have 
some fun." Vector flings Dread at Wayward and before he can cast her down she releases 
an aura that causes Wayward's knees to buckle. Being on the ground this time, he falls 



onto his knees and his whole body trembles with fear. "Damn" he thinks, "Her radius is 
laregr than mine. This is going to suck for me." Dread nears him, her power growing 
stronger as the distance between them shrinks until Wayward is sweating profusely and 
mumbling to himself. Dread picks him up and leads him toward the car. 

On the way there, Dread's technique goes wrong when Wayward tries to attack his inner 
demons with his power. This causes Dread to collapse to the street, her head pressed 
against the tar as loose bits of asphalt cut into her face. With Dread's aura now gone, 
Wayward gets back up and, now angry for the first time in a while, presses down on her 
head with his foot, crushing her as the gravel goes deeper. Vector, with her arms 
outstretched, creates a small tornado and unleashes it upon Wayward and, invariably, 
Dread. The two are flung into one of the now-empty exhibits at the zoo and Vector lifts 
up Surge and Nexus as they head toward the others. They land in the transplanted brush 
of the habitat and emerge to find Wayward and Dread in a deadlock, each trying to choke 
the other. Nexus runs to the rescue, and upon reaching Wayward, gives him a kick. 
Wayward frees up a hand and grabs Nexus' foot, forcing Nexus to stand on only one leg. 
He then increases the gravity pressing down on both Nexus and Dread and they fall 
through the dirt below them until their bodies are completely under the surface. Wayward 
turns to Vector and Surge to take them on but collapses from exhaustion. Vector and 
Surge run over to get Nexus and Dread out of the ground, using their powers to dig at the 
earth. After retrieving the two superheroes, they go to arrest Wayward but Fly Guy and 
Penta are now present at the exhibit. Fly Guy torpedoes into Vector, knocking her against 
the exhibit's bars, and Penta chants "Mix sal mazgi sepa" and clumsily swings an arm at 
Surge. Surge dodges and hits her in the abdomen, but Penta shows no response and flails 
at her against, this time connecting, which sends Surge to the ground. Fly Guy comes 
back and the supervillains pick up Wayward, each one holding an arm, and they fly away 
toward the Family Villa. "So" wonders Penta, "Do you think he’ll join?" "I hope so. We 
need him, that's for sure. He can take a lot of pounding before losing a fight." 

* 

The villains gone, Vector gets up and notices that all three of the others are out cold. She 
calls Xeno for transportation and then lifts herself and the other heroes out of the cage. 
After a while of waiting, Xeno finally arrives in a van and they place the unconscious 
heroes in the back, then drive away. "I see it went badly" remarks Xeno, "Care to talk 
about it?" "Let's just say that Wayward is a pain in the ass. We'll have a hard time getting 
rid of him. But I saw Fly Guy and Penta carry him away so presumably he’ll be joining 
the Family. If that's the case, we may not have to worry about fighting him so much since 
they might try to tame him." 



Chapter 58: Settling Down 


Wayward wakes up in the subbasement of the Family Villa, chained up against the wall, 
where Leopard would normally be during a full moon. He finds himself to be too tightly 
bound and unable to release himself from the restraints, even after trying to force the 
chains out of the wall using his power. He hears footsteps, and straining his his eyes, can 
make out three distinct figures. A light switched is flicked and the room is illuminated: 
Wayward sees Strongarm, Fly Guy, and Penta walking toward him. "Well, well, well" 
starts Strongann, "What do we have here?" "You tell me" answers Wayward, "Just where 
the hell am I?" "Somewhere north of the zoo we found you in" replies Fly Guy, "But I 
guess you were already out by the time we found you." "I see" says Wayward, "Then why 
am I locked up? Unless you're with those heroes I grappled with." "In a way we are" 
answers Strongarm, "And in a way we aren’t. We’re the villains, you see, so we inevitably 
cross paths with them, be it under agreeable circumstances or not. So, what's your name? 
Fly Guy here didn’t tell me much." "Well, if you're against the superheroes, I guess it 
can't be harmful to tell you. I'm Wayward, master of gravity. Although even I cannot hold 
up against so many - say, four - supers." "Ah, yes" says Strongarm, "I hear that you 
stood up against four heroes at one time. Very impressive, if not foolish. So, 'Wayward', is 
it? What kind of name is that?" "I seriously doubt that matters in the long run" Wayward 
snidely remarks, "Tell me, what are your names? It is strange - and rude - to have a 
conversation without knowing the each other's names." "Well, I'm Strongarm, the leader 
of the group. These two are Fly Guy and Penta, our air support. So now that we are no 
longer strangers, let me offer you my proposition if you will hear me out." "Strongarm, 
huh? So you're the great supervillain of Eisenstadt. I didn’t think I would meet you so 
early into my journey in this city. Now what is this proposition you speak of?" "It's 
simple" replies Strongarm, "I want you to join the Villa, this one, that is. Your power can 
come into handy and you seem very strong, although a bit reckless. So what do you say, 
will you become one of us?" "I fail to see the merit in doing so" scoffs Wayward, "I have 
no care for evil. I came to this city for the reason I travel to every other one: to spread 
some chaos and confusion, and then leave. I like to shake things up." "And yet creating 
too much chaos is ultimately pointless" responds Penta, "The more chaos there is the less 
chaotic it becomes in the end, for then chaos becomes the norm and is, in fact, order." 
"Spare me your logical rhetoric" says Wayward, "I know what I like to do and that's what 
matters." "But still" counters Penta, "Surely you must get bored of it after a while. Why 
not stay a while and see how things go? You can always leave if you want, provided you 
keep our location a secret." Wayward stops resisting and thinks about it for a bit. "Hmm, I 
guess there's no harm in trying things out. Traveling can be a pain sometimes and a 
steady home does mean a steady diet." "Excellent!" cries Strongarm, clapping his hands 
together, "Then we agree. Get yourself cleaned up, have a solid meal, and we’ll begin." 
"Begin what?" "I want to see what you're capable of with my own eyes." 

Strongarm removes the chains from Wayward and frees him. The four of them go up to 
the first floor, and Fly Guy and Wayward break away from the group where the new 
member is shown Sim's old room. "Kind of empty in here, isn't it?" asks Wayward. 



"Yeah, the last member to use this room didn’t care much for possessions. He was 
something of a minimalist. The showers are right next door, and there should be some 
towels in there. When you're finished, meet me back down on the first floor." Fly Guy 
leaves Wayward to himself and goes down the elevator. Wayward enters the floor 
bathroom and passes through another door to the showers. He strips and jumps in one of 
the stalls, exhaling as the hot water warms his flesh. "Ah, that's the stuff. Any good 
transient knows the value of a good shower. Now, what to do, what to do? I don't really 
want to settle down just yet, seeing as I've got plenty of years left before traveling 
becomes too difficult for me. But once it does, what will I have left? If I stay here, I'll be 
able to keep on going for longer, although I doubt this place has a retirement plan. Heh, I 
suppose the villains tend to die before they get too old. But why stay when I can keep on 
going? There's no reason why this city has anything over any other city. Although...there's 
the reason I came here in the first place. Those rumors of a young girl whose powers 
equal that of a demigod's - surely that is a sight to see! But something that Strongarm 
said bothers me: what did he mean by 'agreeable circumstances' with the heroes? Do they 
work together sometimes? On the one hand, that actually excites me, for such a paradox 
to exist. And yet, it means there is order, not to mention it would mean I may have to 
work with those that I previously have fought with. What kind of supervillain sets aside 
his differences and joins a superhero? What can possibly make him do that? So many 
questions, so few answers, but life is always like that." 

Wayward finishes his shower and dries himself off, then gets dressed. He follows the 
stairs down to the first floor where Fly Guy is waiting with one foot on the ceiling and the 
other on a wall, stretching his muscles. Fly Guy hears him coming and looks toward the 
stairs. "That was quick" he comments to Wayward as he falls back onto the floor, "Come, 
let's get food." The two get their meals from Lucy who eyes Wayward suspiciously but 
keeps her thoughts to herself. They sit at a table with Strongarm, and Penta leaves the 
regular table to join them, leaving the other teens in confusion. Refreshed, Wayward leads 
the conversation. "So, what did you have in mind, oh wise one?" "Well, being the so- 
called 'master of gravity', I assume that means you can both increase and decrease it. In 
that case, you should have no trouble getting up in the air so I’d like to see how you take 
on the three of us in a fight. We won't be going all-on, seeing as Penta could probably kill 
you if she wanted to, but I want to see your general physical skills." "So what's so special 
about you, Penta?" asks Wayward, turning to her, "With all due respect, of course." "I'm a 
witch, or magician, or spellcaster, or thaumaturge, or whatever fancy name you want to 
give me. My attacks aren't limited to one or two types and I can attack from a good range, 
not to mention that I can cause myself and others to fly. It comes at a cost, obviously, as 
my energy level decreases with each spell, and once I exhaust myself I'm totally screwed 
in a fight." "I look forward to this trial, then" says Wayward, "Although I'm wondering 
the most how you, Strongarm, will fair against me as you appear unable to fly." 

They finish their meals and head to the elevator where they go up to the fifth floor and 
takes the stairs to the roof. There, Penta chants a spell and she, Strongarm, and Wayward 
float upward while Fly Guy trails behind. They travel east over the city until they get to a 
meadow near the forest by Hypatia Park. The four land with Wayward on one side and 
the others on the opposing end. "So, how does this start?" asks Wayward, "Do we just 



wail on each other?" "I'm sure you've been in enough fights, Wayward" says Strongarm, 
rolling his eyes, "Just let things progress as they do." With that, Strongarm charges at 
Wayward who focuses sharply on Strongarm. He uses his power and attempts to force 
Strongarm to the ground but Strongarm is too powerful and resists the increased gravity, 
pushing back with his own inhumane might. He reaches Wayward, but remembering that 
it's to test Wayward's might, doesn't give out a powerful hit and flicks him in the chest 
instead. Wayward stumbles backward and nearly falls over before regaining his balance, 
as he feels a sharp pain run through his chest. "Damn, is he trying to kill me?" he 
wonders. Wayward decreases his own gravity and jumps well over Strongarm, slowly 
moving across the meadow to the other side where Fly Guy and Penta wait. He extends 
his hands and weighs them both down. Fly Guy beats his wings at an incredible speed 
and manages to free himself from the gravity but Penta has no luck escaping. Fly Guy 
soars to the sky, well above Wayward's radius, where he thinks over the skirmish between 
Wayward and Strongarm. "If I'm fast enough, his power won't harm me. Additionally, I'll 
have an edge in attacking him." He positions himself over Wayward’s location and zooms 
downward, dropping at an ever-increasing speed. Wayward looks up and sees him, and 
reverses his own gravity, accelerating upward at 9.8 meters per second squared. The two 
supers approach each other at incredible velocities before they realizing that any impact 
will mostly likely kill them both. Fly Guy quickly shifts his trajectory while slowing 
down as much as he can, and the two airborne bodies miss each other by a mere two feet. 
Their positions now reversed, Fly Guy swoops down and grabs Penta from behind, lifting 
her up into the sky. He soon reaches Wayward's level, who has stopped rising and now 
remains steady. Fly Guy keeps going up, passing Wayward, and tosses Penta. She rapidly 
descends onto Wayward, who keeps her aloft above him in response, for to make her drop 
would mean she would land on him. Fly Guy, using Penta as a distraction, comes from 
behind and smashes into Wayward, temporarily stunning him and knocking away his 
power. Penta quickly chants a spell and remains in the air and Fly Guy joins at her side. 
There, the two rush at Wayward together so Wayward lets himself drop all the way back 
to the ground. Unfortunately, Strongarm waits for him there and Wayward stops halfway, 
unsure of what to do as he remains trapped both above and below. "It looks like you guys 
have me" concedes Wayward, "I could move forward, but you'll just follow me, and Fly 
Guy and Penta can just keep lowering themselves until I'm forced to the ground. Call it a 
3D checkmate if you will. So now what, Strongarm?" "Beats me. I don’t always think 
many steps ahead. You did better than I expected even though you never got a single hit 
in. Half of a fight is defensive and you did quite well in that respect. Let's go back home." 

They return to the Villa where Wayward goes to his room. He paces around, still unsure 
of what to do: should he join them or remain independent? He soon gets bored and 
wanders around, ultimately finding himself in the third floor lounge where various 
supervillains are relaxing. He sits down and picks up a newspaper, smirking at the 
headlines of the released zoo animals - apparently, the lions have yet to be caught. 

Putting the newspaper down, Wayward sees Bodave and Incarnate before him. "Have I 
done something wrong?" asks Wayward, "You seem to be staring at me quite curiously." 
"Nothing's the matter" replies Bodave, "We just found it interesting that when you 
entered the lounge, you seemingly ignored everyone and when straight for the newspaper. 
It's just strange." "Ah, I see" Wayward responds, "I'm actually not that big of a talker. I 



like to stay on the sidelines and control the chaos from there. I'm Wayward, by the way." 
"Yes, Strongarm has informed us" comments Incarnate, "We’re glad to have another 
member among us. God knows we can use it." "So tell me" says Wayward, changing the 
subject, "When might I have the opportunity to witness this girl in action? It's my primary 
reason for journeying to Eisenstadt, you know." "You mean Elsie?" asks Incarnate, "She's 
a heroine, so unless something massive happens to us you probably won’t get to see her 
powers. She's well protected by the superheroes." "Oh well" laments Wayward, "I guess 
I'll have to wait around then, seeing as I'm in no true rush to leave. I've a feeling I'll be 
here at the Villa for a long time." Bodave shrugs and mentions, "There is always a good 
chance something will happen. It has been foretold that threats are coming to this city 
because of Elsie. They haven't happened yet but I do not doubt their legitimacy. Actually, 

I feel like the suspense itself is worse than the action. This has been going on for a while 
now and the pressure is mounting." "I look forward to these threats" says Wayward, "And 
the chaos that will ensue. Perhaps things will get very fun around here." Incarnate starts 
walking back to his seat. "Just be sure" he cautions, "That you're on the right side when 
that happens." 

* 

The next day, Wayward comes down from his new room and gets some breakfast. As he 
waits on line, Bombshell engages him in some light conversation to fill the time. When 
it's Wayward's turn to order, he gets a simple meal of oatmeal and a glass of orange juice. 
While he is being served, Bombshell begins asking him how his stay at the Villa has been 
so far. "It's been pretty swell. I'm still getting used to remembering all the different 
names, but the other villains are nice which I find strange given that they're supposed to 
be on the side of evil." All the meantime, Lucy squeezes a few drops of an unknown 
liquid into his oatmeal and stirs in some extra cinnamon to hide the taste. "There you go, 
Wayward. Next!" He sits down with Incarnate and Leopard and begins his breakfast. 
Dipping into his oatmeal, he swears he finds the flavor to be off but Leopard claims it's 
just his imagination. As the meal progresses, Wayward finds himself getting a little 
sleepy, and when Leopard asks if he'll join him for some fun - presumably a baiting trip - 
Wayward declines, saying he’ll he down for a nap instead. The cafeteria begins to empty 
out and soon only Bombshell and Wayward are left. Wayward has a hard time keeping his 
eyes open and they begin to flutter - soon, he is drifting off to sleep. When he wakes, 
Wayward is now chained up in the subbasement once more, but this time it is Bombshell 
and Lucy that stand before him. "Now, how do you want to go through with this?" asks a 
condescending Bombshell, "The easy way or the hard way?" Wayward shakes off the 
feelings of slumber. "What the heck are you talking about? And why am I chained up? 

Did Strongarm want to test me again?" "Nah, he's got nothing to do with this" replies 
Bombshell, "I just thought I'd go ahead without his consent. You're a joker, are you not? 
That means that you hold no true loyalty to any group, not even if you belonged to a 
group of jokers. That being said, I distrust your loyalty to the Villa." "You know" smiles 
Wayward, "By locking me up, you’re only increasing my chances of being disloyal. Think 
about that." "Very funny" says Bombshell, "But let's see if you're laughing when I blow 
off your dick." "Go ahead!" laughs Wayward, "Such things mean nothing to mean. Sex is 
the master of the enslaved world. Just look at rape: for a moment of pleasure, a man is 



willing to destroy a woman’s mind. It is not even chaos, but the nullification of 
possibilities instead. Anyhow, why are you worrying so much? Strongarm trusts me so 
why won't you?" "Let's just say" interrupts Lucy, "That I get a bad feeling from you. If 
your love is chaos, then there's little reason to believe you'll stay around with us. In fact, 
you seem more likely to go against us just for the sake of creating chaos. At least, this is 
my belief." "Well, then, you have nothing to fear. I enjoy watching chaos as much as 
causing it, so being on a side is not so horrible for me as long as I get to watch. Now 
please take these chains off of me. What are they used for, anyhow? A bear?!" 

They release Wayward and let him go on his way. "Do you still think he's a threat?" 
Bombshell whispers to Lucy. "There's not a doubt in my mind. Something about him 
spells trouble. He's just too secretive - all he talks about is chaos but there must be more 
to a person, right? Or maybe he really is that simple, which just seems ridiculous to me." 
Wayward goes up to his room and lies down on the bed. "Man, if they suspect me so 
much, is it really worth it to stay around? So much trouble just to have a place a stay. It’d 
be easier to rob a ha nk and live large in some city for the rest of my life. But...that'll be 
boring as hell. Temporary pleasures are ultimately useless. But disarray and discord can 
affect the future forever. Eris would be pleased in me - if she existed, that is. I do hope I 
get to see some action soon. Otherwise, I think I'll go out of my mind if I stay in one spot 
for too long." 

At the eastern edge of the city where the highway extends to Adamsville, a horde of men 
stand. At the front are four suited individuals: A very large man in his fifties in a fancy, 
gray suit with a black shirt; a slender woman, in her late forties, dressed in a green suit; a 
young man in his late teens, looking quite bored; and another male teen with a look of 
serenity. The large man looks to Eisenstadt with glee. "Robert, it is time for you to pay 
your dues. Now, you will understand the true meaning of'cause and effect', and why 
history invariably repeats itself." 



Chapter 59: The Vendetta 


It is the day of a full moon. Leopard paces around the Villa nervously, yet more 
aggressive and agitated than usual. He seems to be muttering to himself about how going 
through this with another would be so much easier, if only he had the courage to do so. 
Although Leopard has a great amount of gratitude for the Villa and their method of 
chaining him up for his - and their - own sake, there was something far more pleasant 
about the chemical that Zayin gave him, and without it, he feels a bit empty. Going 
through this bestial process with another of his kind would surely strengthen him but that 
is for another day. Seethe is on the roof, contemplating life in a general sense, perhaps 
going through a period of introspection. There is something about a panoramic view that 
breathes beauty into life, even if the perspective is one of buildings. It may be the 
collective progression of man in one fell swoop or the complete expansion of life all 
around. In any event, he stares silently toward the north of the city and wonders what will 
come next. If the past is any indication, it will not be well. Wayward is in his room, 
looking rather bored. He understands that one must sometimes wait for excitement to 
show, that one can’t always force chaos, lest it burn out too soon. Besides, creating one's 
own chaos is not necessarily as thrilling as reacting to chaos created by another, 
particularly when all Wayward has been doing lately is starting up the action. 
Nevertheless, he can't bear to wait for another chance to wreak havoc and attempts to 
solve a crossword puzzle in the meantime. Strongarm is in the lounge watching TV but 
his mind is elsewhere. Things are finally starting to come together: the two Villas are 
close, Claire has found happiness, and he seems to be at peace, as opposed to the second 
attempt of abducting Elsie when he had only qualms about his future. The only thing that 
worries him is Maestro's warning but he is still certain the Villas will pull through 
whatever challenge they are thrown. 

Strongarm soon gets a call from Fly Guy so he shuts off the TV and answers his phone. 
"What is it, Guy? Have you a problem to solve?" "That depends on whether this problem 
concerns me, or us. There was word going around about some kind of meeting in Hypatia 
Park, so I went to check it out. Upon approaching the venue, if one can even call a park 
that, I observed a huge amount of men, certainly over one hundred, all with guns and 
dressed rather mob-like. I immediately dove down before I could be spotted and spied on 
them from afar. I overheard two of the mobsters talking and they seemed to be discussing 
their leader, a man named Alpha, although I could not see him from my vantage point. 
More importantly they seemed to be talking about some kind of revenge, but that's where 
I left. Perhaps you wish to check this out with the others? I'm not implying that the 
revenge is on our Villa but how many places could this crowd actually be targeting?" "It 
does sound very problematic" answers Strongarm, "Right now, I’m with Leo, Seethe, and 
Wayward. We’ll meet you at the parking lot and proceed from there. This is just to gather 
intelligence, as we'll try to listen in for some more information, then return to the Villa 
and wait for more of the villains to come home. Depending on what we learn, we may 
have to ask Topaz for assistance. Where are you right now?" "Just floating around, rather 
high up, while still maintaining a visual on the subjects. I'll be waiting for you." 



Strongarm gathers the other three members of the team currently at the Villa and they get 
into a van. Strongarm fills them in on the situation and states, "Remember, we have no 
idea who we’re dealing with, or even if there are supers involved, so take the utmost 
caution. Leo, I know it's the full moon tonight, but try not too get cranky in the park or 
they may hear us." "Relax, boss" Leopard responds, "I'll be fine as long as no one insults 
me. I'm an animal but I still have a mind of my own." They get to Hypatia Park and meet 
with Fly Guy who ushers them along to a fairly large and leafy tree. Fly Guy and Leopard 
ascend into the leaves and watching the mob of people from there, while Seethe and 
Wayward huddle by the base of the tree, partially obscured by bushes and partially by the 
tree itself; Strongarm chooses to hide behind a cluster of rocks, letting his eyes gaze over 
the pile and hoping he will not be seen. The leader, Alpha, appears before the crowd - he 
is clearly the boss by the way silence soon looms over the subordinates. He begins to 
speak in a stem and deep voice: 

"It was twenty-two years ago today. My brother Jason was in charge of the Hellinika, 
over which I now preside. Strongarm’s brother Charles, a member of the gang, attempted 
to woo Penelope, Jason's girlfriend, to whom Jason was soon going to propose. Whether 
or not Charles knew Penelope was Jason's is immaterial. The rules stated clearly that one 
must respect the leader and Charles had spit in his face, so to speak. With that said, Jason, 
after finding out about the tryst, ordered a death sentence for Charles. The gang members 
found Charles and beat him badly, but the man whimpered in a pitiful state, begging for 
his life, and so they left him, feeling he would soon die by his wounds anyhow. 

Strongarm, then 'Robert', was told of Charles' status by a sympathetic member, and 
growing mad with rage, Robert annihilated the poor soul. He gathered many weapons and 
took after Hellinika, wiping out many of the fellows, when he was soon cornered and 
granted, for some mysterious reason, the power of super strength. He killed them all 
mercilessly, including my brother Jason, as well as the relatives of many of you who 
stand here today. I ask - no, I request - of you to aid me today as we storm the Family 
Villa. I have been tracking movements in Eisenstadt for many months now and have 
found the logical center of the supervillains. We shall draw them out into our own 
territory and from there victory will be assured. I request now, will you join me and 
reclaim the names of your loved ones? Will Jason's call go unheeded? Will we not show 
Strongarm and his family the true meaning of power? Will justice not be dealt?!" 

The men raise up their guns in acknowledgment and cheer, recalling the memories of 
their own who have fallen. Their sense of pride far outweighs any sense of correct 
retribution as they are herded along by Alpha's words. The five villains decide to sneak 
back to the car and return to the Villa to warn of the impending strike while Strongarm 
dials the Villa. They walk hesitantly, but Wayward, despite his natural gait in the sky, is a 
little more clumsy than the others and trips over the root of a nearby tree. He falls to the 
ground and the ensuing noise is enough to register a reaction by several of the members. 
They glance in the direction and see the villains trying to stumble away in an awkward 
fashion. Alpha shouts "Get them!" and a fight ensues. Seeing little choice in the matter as 
they can only get so far before they would be caught, Strongarm commands a 
counterattack. "Well, boys, let's give it our best shot. If we must go down in flames, let us 
burn bright!" The five villains face their opponents, a staggering amount of men clad with 



weapons. Wayward turns to Strongarm and asks, "Sir, are you familiar with the 'Fastball 
Special’ of Colossus?" "Aw, hell yeah, let's go for it." Strongarm picks up Wayward, 
swings him around, and launches him over the mob. Wayward, using a tremendous 
amount of strength, raises about thirty men high up into the air and then lets them drop 
back down. They strike the ground, as well as other men, killing many. In the same time 
period, Fly Guy soars into the sky and steals two of the rising guns. He returns to the 
others and gives a gun to Seethe. The two of them begin to release a barrage of bullets 
into the crowd, only to find that Alpha's soldiers also have bulletproof suits and just a few 
end up dying, so they engage in combat. Leopard, seeing his comrades in action, gets all 
riled up and into a frenzied state. He sweeps into the mob, taking down member after 
member with little regard for his own energy level which seems infinite at this point. Fly 
Guy picks up Seethe and, from above, he douses the men below with acid, corroding their 
suits and burning through their skin and organs until he is out of liquid, whence Fly Guy 
returns him to the ground. Meanwhile, Wayward is busy stopping bullets all around him 
from hitting him by causing them to dive into the ground instead. Strongarm joins in as 
well and knocks away everything in his path, swiping at them with ease like a cat at a 
mouse. 

The five villains do everything they can but the sheer number of men slow them to a halt. 
Alpha confronts Strongarm, his large figure overshadowing even that of the Family's 
leader. "Give it up, Robert, you cannot win. We will beat you down and take you captive. 
And when you're all ripe from a little torture, we’ll lure in the rest of the Villa and execute 
them one by one in front of your eyes. It'll be your just desserts for killing Jason." "My 
name is 'Strongarm'! Pay such respect, 'Alpha'! As for me, do what you wish. My Family 
will not cease until every last one of you is decimated by our hands. You say you do this 
for justice? What is justice, really? It is an entirely subjective term, for two sides will 
never be calmed nor quelled until the other is gone forever. And yet without the other, 
each side holds to be meaningless. Thus, true justice can never be had. By attempting to 
rectify the past you are jeopardizing the future. Instead, walk away before all will be lost 
to you." He looks and notices that his fellow villains have been beat and bound, even 
Leopard. "Ha!" laughs Alpha, "That is another way of saying you admit defeat. You 
realize that your friends have lost, even as you stand, and so you wish to save and salvage 
what the savage has severed. No, I will not dole out that kindness nor yield to mercy. I 
will make you cry for your life!" Strongarm rushes Alpha and punches him in the chest, 
causing him to soar into the air, flip, and land right back on his feet."Ow!" shouts 
Strongarm, "What the hell are you made of? Steel?" Alpha struts toward Strongarm, his 
confidence showing in a broad smile. "You'll have to do a lot better than that, Robert." 
Strongarm pulls back his arm and yells "Photo Fi—" as he punches but he is cut short 
when Alpha turns into diamond. Strongarm rebounds in pain once more and Alpha takes 
the opportunity to attack. He wraps his hands around Strongarm’s neck and cuts off his air 
supply, knocking him out. 

Alpha turns to what remains of his men. "Come, let us continue to the designated 
warehouse that we prepared exclusively for this occasion. Soon, the Family Villa will 
come in a fatal attempt to rescue their fallen leader and subjects and we must be around 
to properly greet and destroy them." He turns to the two teenagers. "Beta and Psi, I'm 



counting on you to take out the main leg. Your mother and I, along with the men, will 
take out any and all stragglers as well as deal with whomever survives your powers. If all 
goes as planned, we will be on our way home by night's end. Until then, however, we 
must fight our best lest Jason's memories be stained and tainted with failure. Hellinika 
will rise once more like the phoenix, bathed in its own ashes. Onward!" 



Chapter 60: Ignition 


Bombshell starts to worry as noon turns to two o'clock without hearing anything from 
Strongarm. The main phone rings but no one is there when she answers. Moreover, the 
caller ID shows that Strongarm called. "Just what's going on, Strongarm? Are you in 
trouble?" She decides to wait, at least until someone contacts her on the matter. For now, 
Bombshell settles in the lounge listening to the news in the odd event that something has 
happened to Strongarm. By about a quarter to four, all the other villains have returned 
from their various duties and obligations, and at four o'clock, Bombshell's worst fears are 
realized when she gets another call, this time from Fly Guy's phone. "Hello, Fly Guy?" 
"No, I'm afraid he's out of commission for the time being. Would you like to try again?" 
"Bastard!" she yells, "Who are you?" "My name? It’s Alpha, and as you might have 
guessed, given your tone, I have the one you call Fly Guy, along with Strongarm, the 
leader of your Villa, and three others. Unless you want to see them die, make sure his 
family comes down to the warehouse at the intersection of Sierpinski Drive and Main 
Street. And just for the hell of it, bring the rest of the crew if you want." Alpha hangs up 
and Bombshell curses at the situation. "Damn it, now what? It's definitely some kind of 
trap but we can't risk them dying either. Strongarm is my love, my husband. And without 
Strongarm and the others, there is no Villa." She assembles the remaining villains and 
informs them of the situation, and they debate on how to go forth. "We have to go" says 
Bodave, "Or else their lives are forfeited. If it's a trap, then we should enter the area 
through different paths to help minimize the risk." "Yes" agrees Incarnate, "But we have 
no idea what forces this 'Alpha' has under his power. For all we know, we could be facing 
countless men and/or numerous supers. Only fools rush in, and fools fall first. We should 
contact Topaz, as they owe us for our help with Phournos. I can certainly testify to that" 
he concludes, raising his prosthetic arm. "Fine, we'll call the superheroes, and they better 
join us in this fight even if it turns out to be overkill." 

They dial Topaz and soon the heroes agree to meet up at Mother's dry cleaning to reduce 
the travel time. "Lucy?" Bombshell asks, "Can you look over Crusher? I don’t want 
anything to happen to him." "Sure thing." However, as the supervillains are getting 
prepared, Crusher sneaks out of the Villa and hides in the tru nk of one of the cars, waiting 
to get in on the action. When the villains leave, Lucy goes up to Crusher's closed room 
and knocks on the door. "Crusher? I know it sucks to be left out of the action again and 
again, but it's for your own safety. I’ll be cooking dinner in the kitchen if you need me." 
The villains arrive at Mother's and find the heroes already there. "So" starts Cubes, 
"What's the sitch? You say it's an emergency?" "Some guy named Alpha has captured 
Strongarm and several others, and wants the rest of the villains to find him at some 
warehouse" answers Bombshell, "He didn’t seem to mind if more of us came along, and 
seeing as how you owe us since we helped you defeat Phournos, we decided to call you. 
Are you in or not? Bear in mind that choosing to ignore our call will result in a degraded 
relationship in the future." Cubes looks over the rest of the heroes and sees them nodding. 
"Sure, we've got your back. What's the plan?" "The warehouse lies at a T-intersection" 
interjects Incarnate, "So I suggest we arrive by those three ways, just in case. 



Additionally, all supers who can travel by air should form a fourth group and land on top 
of the warehouse to help lower the risk of being caught in some trap." "Alright, that all 
sounds good. Let's get to it!" 

The supers travel by several vehicles to the intersection, approaching it through the three 
ways to the warehouse. Above, Penta, Cubes, Nexus, and Vector soar from above, landing 
on top of the warehouse. The other supers, excluding Seeker, get out of the vans and cars 
and make their way toward the entrance just as Beta walks out through a door and goes 
forth to meet them. Seeker emerges from his body as an astral body fused with his 
telepathic self and floats close by to checks out Beta's eyes. "Watch out guys...and gals" 
he communicates to them, "This kid’s violet. Whatever he can do, it's powerful." The 
supers back away slightly, and Beta notices the change in atmosphere. "Relax, I'm only 
here to greet you...and to have a little fun." Beta claps his hands together and sends a 
wave of energy in all directions. The radius of the energy engulfs and encompasses the 
grounded supers, causing them to dematerialize and reappear in an alternate world. 

Seeker flies in and attacks Beta, who stumbles back against the warehouse wall. "Psi!" 
Beta shouts, "We got a spirit. Get ’im!" Psi, another astral body, comes forth from the 
warehouse and finds Seeker in the air. "Sorry to keep you waiting" Psi says to Seeker, "I 
was preparing myself." The two begin to fight it out as Beta keeps watch at the door. 

The roof of the warehouse opens up and the four air-type supers fall in. "Welcome, 
welcome!" shouts Alpha to the remaining supers, his arms extended outward, "I trust 
you've had a lovely day so far? If not, it's about to get a lot more interesting. The roof 
closes back up to prevent them from escaping, and men with guns surround them from all 
directions. "Men" Alpha commands, "Shoot to kill!" Bullets spray them, and Cubes reacts 
by forming a cylinder of solidified air around them as protection. "Damn, this is a lot to 
handle" says Cubes, "We need a plan fast!" Meanwhile, the supers in the alternate world 
find themselves in front of a tower, with hordes of zombies approaching them. "Damn!" 
says Chrono, "It looks like we’re in some kind of tower defense game!" "So what do we 
do?" asks Xeno. "Hell, we just fight them off - but each wave will get harder. This type 
of game is not always supposed to be beatable!" The supers station themselves in a line 
and begin to battle with the undead. At first, the zombies fall easily, with their limbs 
breaking off after only a hit or two. But by the fourth wave they become a lot stronger, 
and the supers find themselves getting pushed back little by little. At the fifth wave, a 
huge zombie stands behind the regular opponents and the heroes and villains struggle to 
destroy it. Back in the warehouse, the cylinder begins to crumble. Penta lets out a spell 
which helps fortify the chu nk s of the barrier left but it only serves as a bandage to a larger 
problem. 

Crusher gets out of the trunk and sneaks around the car, treading softly and slowly 
advancing toward Beta, who guards the warehouse entrance. He is unsuited and tries to 
pretend to be a local kid from the neighborhood. Crusher then walks past the warehouse 
and Beta, who eyes him suspiciously. "Just a minute, kid, where are you coming from?" 
"Why, the Pazhitnov Arcade, mister." "Oh, and where is said arcade?" "It’s three blocks 
south from here, by the old courthouse." "Interesting. They got any good games?" "Most 
of the classics, along with some newer games. You thinking of going?" "Maybe after I'm 



done here, but I got no cash on me." Crusher dips his left hand into his pocket and pulls 
out some quarters. He extends his hand toward Beta. "You can have these if you want. I 
don't mind." "Really?! Thanks kid. What's your name by the way?" Crusher grabs both of 
Beta's hands with his own. "It’s Crusher" he answers, and he puts a tremendous amount of 
pressure on Beta's hands, which implode under the stress, causing rivers of blood to pour 
out from Beta's arms. He shrieks in pain and falls to the ground. Crusher goes up to him 
and bends down. "Never screw with my family." He puts his hands over Beta's eyes, who 
starts pleading for his life. "No, please no. I just wanted to play a game. I never wanted 
anyone to get hurt." "Too late." Crusher increases the atmospheric pressure once more, 
and Beta's eyes, followed by his brain, get crushed into a soupy mix. The supers return 
back to the real universe and Bombshell spots Crusher by Beta's corpse. She rushes over 
to him and hugs him. "What the hell are you doing here Crusher?! You could've been 
killed!" "I didn’t want to stay behind like last time so I sneaked into the trunk. And, Ma, I 
killed the kid so give me some credit." "Oh, I wish you hadn't! You're still too young to 
be in the business. But you did save us all! Now, where's your father?" "I think he's still 
in the warehouse." "Good! Stay here, and I mean it!" 

The supers barge into the warehouse and find the cylinder defense slowly eroding. "Have 
no fear!" yells Dread, "Backup has arrived!" They separate and each super flocks to a 
different group of men, taking them on. Cubes drops the barrier and his group joins the 
fray. Bombshell and Claire rush toward the back of the warehouse where they see a badly 
injured Strongarm, presumably beaten by Alpha. Before they can get to him, however, a 
woman appears before Bombshell. "My name's Omega" she starts, "And you won't be 
getting past me." Bombshell throws a bomb at her but Omega swirls into a coil and 
springs herself up into the air, avoiding the blast entirely. Bombshell turns to Claire and 
says, "Claire, whatever happens to me, go after your father. The Villa needs him more 
than it needs me." She charges at Omega and tries to grasp at her body. Omega wraps 
herself around Bombshell and starts to squeeze the life out of her. "Can you feel it, the 
oxygen rushing out of you, your heart slowing down, and your brain being deprived of its 
life source? Don't worry, your death will be a quick one: things will get fuzzier and 
fuzzier until you feel like you're falling asleep. You will experience a loud ringing in the 
ears, however." Claire looks in fear but remembers her mother's words and continues on 
to Alpha. Bombshell struggles against Omega but manages to reach a hand to her belt. 

She grabs the closest bomb and brings it up to her chest. "If it's fine by you, I’d rather die 
some other time." Omega's eyes open wide. "But that will kill you, too!" "Will it?" 
Bombshell asks rhetorically, and she detonates the bomb. It explodes, causing a chain 
reaction with the rest of the bombs on her, and Omega is shredded to pieces - parts of her 
fly in every direction. The smoke subsides and Bombshell walks out unharmed. The 
closest supers look up and try to figure out just what happened but have no time to 
discuss it as they continue to beat down the remaining forces. 

Claire sets herself on fire and races toward Alpha, who puts his hand up to signal her to 
stop. "Child, I defeated your father with ease. What makes you think you'll have any 
better luck?" "Does it matter?" she retorts, "Look around you, Alpha. Even if I fail, my 
friends and my enemies will come to destroy you. Do you really think you can take them 
all on?" Alpha looks around and watches his troops getting beaten. "I guess Beta and Psi 



have failed, then. No matter, if I can take down Strongarm and his family, then Jason will 
have been avenged. I never intended on surviving. Come, my child!" Claire quickly 
slides over the ground toward Alpha, her feet moving as if on ice, with the flames behind 
her raising her speed. At about five feet before reaching him, Claire jumps into the air and 
utilizes all of her energy to move the fire to to her front, as well as increasing its size and 
temperature. Alpha smiles and turns into diamond with his arms at his sides so as to 
create a wall. At the last second, a blue, burning light emerges from Claire's chest and 
pushes the heat of the flames over the edge. She hits Alpha and her figure turns parts of 
his body into graphite, which quickly sublimates into vapor. Claire yells "Photo Finish!" 
and comes out the other side, leaving a hole shaped like her figure in Alpha's body. 

Alpha turns back to flesh and bone and struggles to breathe as he looks down and notices 
that most of his organs are now missing. He keels over to the floor, dead. Claire's flames 
die down and she rushes over to Strongarm who is slumped over to his side. She lifts up 
his head and, noticing that his eyes are closed, shakes him violently. "Wake up, Daddy! 
Please...just wake up!" Tears stream down her face as she continues the pointless 
endeavor. A merciful Bombshell hurries to her side to calm her down, all to no avail. 
Claire hugs her tight and the two remain that way until all the supers can regroup. 

* 

After recovering the wounded Leopard, Fly Guy, Seethe, and Wayward, the supers bury 
Strongarm in the cemetery. Claire tries to stand strong through the eulogy, spoken by 
Incarnate, but breaks down halfway through and Seeker consoles her. Crusher hugs 
Bombshells waist for comfort and Penta holds Bombshell's hand. Bombshell, the 
matriarch, feels the need to hold the family together and restrains her emotions. After the 
funeral, the supers discuss the different events of the day. Bombshell reprimands Crusher 
once more for not listening to her but is grateful for his actions that ultimately saved 
them, and reminds herself to scold Lucy. Cubes offers her his deepest condolences as his 
best friend has now died, but one thing gnaws at him. "Just how did you survive that 
blast, Bombshell? Your suit protects you, but you held the bomb awfully close to your 
head." Bombshell gives a weak smile. "You want to know the truth? Fine, but only to you 
since you were Strongann’s best friend. I hope you will not tell the others, but I imagine 
they'll find out anyhow." She removes contacts from her eyes and looks at Cubes. "Red 
strips!" he gasps, "You really are a super?" "Yep" she replies, "Like Alpha, I can turn my 
body into another material, but steel and not diamond. Why do you think I call myself 
'Bornhshe//'? I assure you it's not out of vanity." She replaces her contacts and Cubes goes 
on asking, "But I do wonder what happened with Claire? How can you possibly bum 
through diamond?" "It's possible" says Bombshell, continuing her side of the 
conversation, "Diamond turns to graphite when exposed to very high temperatures, as 
both are made of carbon and the particles rearrange into a different pattern. And carbon 
has no melting point, but rather, it sublimates - or changes from a solid directly into a gas 
- at 6588° Fahrenheit. This allowed Claire to burn through Alpha. But how did her 
flames get that high, I wonder? I don’t think they've ever been close to that." "Beats me. 
Maybe it was her will to save her father?" 


Meanwhile, Seeker continues to holds Claire close, wishing he could have saved 



Strongarm. But looking into her eyes, he cannot help but notice that her irises are now a 
seventh orange as well as red. "So she unlocked an emotional power" he thinks, "This 
should be interesting." 

End Volume III 



Volume IV: Conduction 


Chapter 61: The Aftermath 


Months have passed since Strongarm's demise. The first thing on the supervillains' 
agenda after his funeral was who would lead the Villa now. "It's obvious" said Incarnate, 
"Bombshell is the only choice. Like it or not, the two Villas currently work as dynasties, 
and in the event of a leader's death, his or her spouse should take the reins, so to speak. 
This leads to Bombshell becoming the head of the Villa." It was unanimous that she 
should be the figurehead, but it meant that she would also be left with such decisions as 
planning bank jobs. Leopard stepped in and gave his assistance to such matters, revealing 
that he would stop his baiting trips to help her out, as the finances of the Villa were more 
important than creating a little bit of chaos. Wayward agreed to support them by getting a 
job with, oddly enough, the same moving company that Xeno works for; although it is 
not so surprising, as both their powers are useful for heavy lifting. Bodave, having 
completed college, was easily able to get a job as a teacher's assistant, working under 
Incarnate's instruction, who had been having it rather rough ever since he took on a fourth 
class. Any remaining tensions between the two Villas sizzled, for three reasons. One, 
Strongarm was Cubes’ best friend, and with his death, Cubes became closer to 
Bombshell. Two, Seeker started to get even closer with Claire, even showing up at the 
Family Villa at times, and the villains soon became used to his presence. And, three, 
Maestro returned to Eisenstadt and met up with all the supers once more. He reiterated 
the need to stick together for upcoming threats against them. "You said that last time" 
said Incarnate, "And yet nothing happened. I thought the big guy told you all this, or are 
you a false prophet?" "That was my error" answered Maestro, "I'm not an actual prophet, 
so I didn’t know for sure when the threats would begin, so I decided to admonish you 
immediately, lest you be stricken early on. But then I was given another vision, this time 
through a dream, that the superevils would rise shortly after the patriarch Strongarm 
would die. I got here as soon as I could in hopes that I could prevent his murder, but it 
seems I was too late. Please, forgive me." Although there was some grumbling against the 
early warnings to stick together, the supers were alright in the end, knowing that without 
Maestro's pleas, the supervillains may never have joined the superheroes' battle against 
Phoumos, which would have lead to the separate destruction of both groups in the end. In 
any event, it felt almost ironic to Bombshell that Strongarm’s death, which could have 
tom the Villa apart, made them closer than ever, and closer with Topaz. "If I went back in 
time and told my former self what was to be, that hero and villain would fight side by 
side, I could never have believed it, not at all. It is strange how things can change so 
easily, as if time is nothing but a child's toy." 

Still, it was a temporary peace more than anything. They were villains after all, and 
villains commit crimes. Murders would still happen, and the newspapers would write 



about them. Even Seeker’s presence wasn't enough to deter them from evil. It is on one 
particular night that Seeker is at the Family Villa, doing English homework with Claire. 
Along with Penta, they are enrolled at Courant College, and made sure that most of their 
classes, being general requirements, were ones that they could share so as to spend more 
time together. Penta decides to leave the two lovebirds alone and does her homework in 
her room while Claire and Seeker skip off to an office on the third floor. As they go off, 
they hear Seethe and Fly Guy discussing plans of a night out, despite Fly Guy standing 
out so easily, and Seethe still having the remote possibility of being spotted. "Try not to 
do anything to crazy, guys" warns Seeker, "I don’t want to have to end up halfway across 
town fighting you two." "Relax" responds Seethe, "We’re just getting some drinks. Sure, 
we’re still underage, but I figure a couple of villains can get passed that bar. Just keep to 
your work, Seeker." Seeker shrugs it off and he and Claire make it to the room. "That was 
rude of Seethe" says Claire, "I'm sorry about that." "Nah, I get it. I don't really belong in 
the 'Queen's Hive', after all. It does seem weird to be around all these supervillains." 
"Well, I'll make sure they don’t give you too hard a time. If they mess with you, I'll roast 
them alive." 

Seethe, having finally gotten a license after being secluded in the Villa for so long, takes 
the wheel while Fly Guy sits in the passenger seat. They travel to the Oasis Bar, where 
Cubes and Strongarm used to hangout together; Cubes would still go, once in a while, but 
it just wasn’t the same. When they arrive, a bouncer stands before them and immediately 
identifies Fly Guy by his insect eyes and antennae. "You can go through" the man says to 
Fly Guy, feeling a bit fearful despite being more than double his size, "But you" he 
continues, pointing to Seethe, "I'm afraid I'll need to see some ID." "Are you kidding?!" 
exclaims Seethe, "I'm with a known supervillain, and you still question my presence?" He 
pulls out a new acid gun, fashioned by Bombshell, and points it at the man; "Here's my 
ID." "Very well, sir. But be careful with that, if you know what's good for you." The two 
villains enter the bar to the attention of all the patrons, who eyes gravitate toward Fly 
Guy. "Jeez" he whispers to Seethe, "You'd think they had never seen me before." Seethe 
scans the crowd and declares, "We are Seethe and Fly Guy. If that bothers you, leave, or 
stand up to us and die. Calling the police will be futile if you wish to live." The patrons 
go back to their business, and Seethe and Fly Guy sit down at one of the side tables, 
enclosed by a booth. Seethe notices a jewel-encrusted woman, looking to be about 41, 
sitting at the bar stools. She is staring at the two of them, and winks when she makes eye 
contact with Fly Guy. He turns to Seethe and says, "Don't look now - or look if you wish 
- but there's a woman at the bar looking at us." Seethe turns his head and sees the 
woman. "You mean the ****? Yeah, I'd do her." "That's not the best way to talk about 
people, but okay." 

The woman walks over and scoots next to Seethe, plopping her drink on the table. 
"Wazzup, biatches?! The name's Evelyn, but you can call me Quaff." Fly Guy examines 
her more closely: amethysts bedeck her arms, and a large amulet hangs from her neck; he 
also spots indigo strips in her eyes. "So why are you called ’Quaff?" he asks, "I assume it 
refers to drinking?" "Correct, Bugeyes. These gems are enchanted with a spell, and with 
them, I cannot get drunk. Pretty awesome, yeah? I can outdrink anyone on Earth without 
even trying." "Yes, that does sound rather fantastic. But my name is 'Fly Guy', not 



’Bugeyes', although I guess you meant it affectionately." Feeling left out, Seethe butts in 
and says, "And I'm Seethe, another super. So why'd you come over to our table anyhow?" 
"Oh, you know" Quaff answers mysteriously, "Just to get to know some fellow supers. 

I'm new in town, so I’d thought I’d get to know you two since I at least fit in with you 
guys." "Sounds good to me" says Seethe, as he raises his glass, "To the ever flowing of 
time, and its ability to introduce new beings in our lives." The three drink to the toast, and 
down their glasses. Fly Guy excuses himself, having to go to the bathroom, leaving 
Seethe and Quaff alone for a few minutes. "So what are you, Seethe, a hero or a villain? 
Or do you play it safe as a wanderer?" "I'm a supervillain. I live at the Family Villa. 
Things are a little slow there right now, but we should get some more action soon. 
Everyone's just getting back into the grain of things. What about you? What brings you 
too Eisenstadt?" "Just sightseeing, I guess. I like to travel, if you can get that." "Nah" 
Seethe replies, "But I know someone who does. He's another supervillain, Wayward. Bit 
of a hitchhiker, but he's living at the Villa for now." "Interesting. Well, I hope I get to 
meet him." 

Fly Guy returns and time goes on; the three of them drink more and more, until Seethe 
and Fly Guy are almost passed out while Quaff is as perky as ever. "So tell me, guys, 
where can I find the Topaz Villa?" Seethe, drowsily, looks up at her. "Huuuh? It's, like, on 
Newton Lane, right next to the destroyed building. You can't miss it. But why do you 
wanna know?" "Oh, I just want to take possession of a little girl, nothing to worry about." 
Fly Guy's antennae bob around crazily at her comment, his attention fully aroused. 

"Elsie? No one can get her. She's too strong on her own, and all the heroes will guard her 
with their lives." "Oh, we’ll see 'bout that. Newton Lane, then? Thanks a lot, kiddo." She 
throws some money on the table and gets up. As she leaves the bar, Fly Guy turns to 
Seethe and says, "Let's go, we need to stop her before she gets anywhere. I called our 
Villa earlier that we found another super just in case she wanted to join, but it seems 
Quaff may be a superevil that Maestro was talking about." "Eh" responds Seethe, too 
tired, to move, "Just go without me, I'm about to collapse." And with that, his head falls 
into his arms, and he dozes off. Fly Guy shakes his head and he runs off to find Quaff. He 
sees her get into a car and follows her in the sky, but his drunkenness makes it difficult 
for him to be coordinated. "Maybe I shouldn’t have drank so much" he thi nk s. At a red 
light, Quaff stops, and Fly Guy slams right into the light and then falls onto the pavement 
below. Quaff, seeing this, gets out and nudges Fly Guy with her foot. Realizing he's 
unconscious, she takes and places him in her car, then continues to drive off. 

Quaff gets to the Topaz Villa, although she isn’t sure on which side of the destroyed 
building the actual Villa lies. She tries to shake Fly Guy awake, but it is of no use, so she 
takes a dropper from a belt of small flasks and squeezes out a bit into Fly Guy's mouth. 

He wakes with a start, jumping up and hitting his head on the roof of the car. "Ow! What 
was that?!" he shouts, then turns to see Quaff at his side, "Oh, it's you. How did I get 
here?" "Never mind that" she answers, "Just tell me which building is the Villa. The left 
one or the right?" Fly Guy looks down and sees restraints over his body. "So how the 
heck am I going to get out of this?" thinks to himself, "I can't break free too easily." 
"Well? Which one?" "Oh, it's the right one!" he declares, "The right one is where you’ll 
find Elsie." Quaff gets out of the car, leaving Fly Guy inside, where he quickly tries to 



reach his cell phone. "Damn, I can’t reach it!" He flutters his wings as fast as he can, and 
rips through his restraints, only to fly right through the windshield and into the sky. 
"Arrgh!" he yells, as shards of glass stick in his body, "I knew she was trouble!" Quaff 
hears the sound of glass breaking and looks back to see her windshield destroyed. "Damn 
that boy-thing. He's causing me too much trouble." She takes out a flask and drinks it, 
and feathered wings sprout from her back. She lifts off and follows Fly Guy where he 
lands on a nearby roof to get rid of the glass stuck in him. "Just what the hell was that?" 
she asks in an angry tone, furious at the damage done to her car. "Well what was the idea 
of tying me up like that?" Fly Guy counters, "Were you trying to take me as a prisoner or 
something?" "Of course not. That was just to protect me in case you tried to do anything 
to me once I woke you up. You may be a villain, but I can't trust you completely." "Clever 
girl" he thinks. Fly Guy finishes removing the shards and stands up. "If it's no problem, 
then, I'll be going now. I have to retrieve Seethe from the bar." "And yet you left him to 
follow me? How strange." Quaff takes a needle and flicks it at Fly Guy, hitting him in the 
shoulder. "Ow! Stop, damn it!" "That needle was coating with a truth potion. So, why 
were you following me?" The serum begins to take effect and Fly Guy feels compelled to 
tell the truth. "I, I was trying to stop you. The villains agreed to safeguard Elsie from 
those who wish to use her for evil. We were warned people like you would be coming." 
Quaff arches an eyebrow in surprise. "That's certainly...interesting. I guess I’ll have to get 
rid of you, too." She gulps down another flask, and this time, turns into a giant, hairy 
beast. "Werewolf?!" Fly Guy wonders in amazement. He flies off, only for Quaff to 
follow him; however, in her present state, she is slower than him. Quaff takes out a small, 
marble-like ball and hurls it, hitting Fly Guy in the wings. The ball explodes, and a 
substance inside the ball bums off his wings. Fly Guy falls from the sky, landing in an 
open dumpster. "One down, who knows how many more to go" Quaff thinks to herself, "I 
do love my potions." She turns around and lands in front of the Villa. 

Quaff takes yet another potion and this time drinks a tiny amount of the beaker. She 
shrinks down to a minuscule size, and flies into the Villa through a window that is 
slightly ajar. She finds herself in Xeno's room where he is already sleeping, it being 10 
PM. Quaff waits for a minute or two before the shrink potion wears off and she returns to 
her abnonnal, werewolf size, the pummels Xeno. The noise wakes up his neighbor, 
Misha’el, who knocks on his door. "Everything alright there, Xeno?" Quaff stops and 
takes another small sip of the shrinking potion. When Xeno doesn’t answer, Misha’el 
opens the door, and sees nothing out of the ordinary. He turns back and goes to his room, 
with Quaff in his trail. She enters his room behind him, where she soon reverts back to 
her full form. Misha’el lets out a yelp of surprise when he sees her reflection in the mirror, 
and she smacks him across the head, instantly knocking him out. This time, other supers 
hear the ruckus, and come running down the stairs, for even the slightest noise can mean 
the biggest of dangers in the Villa. Quaff takes a bigger drink of the potion and becomes 
as small as a fly once more. The supers that arrive, Cubes and Dread, find Misha'el on the 
ground but cannot wake him up, while Quaff flies off to the second floor in search of 
Elsie. Meanwhile, Seethe wakes up, still drunk, and leaves the bar. He gets into the car 
and starts to drive back to the Family Villa, weaving this way and that. He narrowly 
misses hitting a few other cars but manages to arrive home safely. When he gets back, 
Bombshell questions him about Fly Guy's absence. Seethe can only mutter that he and 



Fly Guy separated at the bar, and that Fly Guy was chasing after someone named 
"Quaff". Bombshell recalls getting the call from Fly Guy, and figures he's just after her to 
get her to join them, so thinks nothing of it. Seethe trudges to his bed and falls asleep 
with a look of drunkenness on his face. Back at the Topaz Villa, Quaff finds the sleeping 
Elsie. 



Chapter 62: This Kind Nepenthe 


Quaff flies into Elsie's room and changes to her normal size, although the effects of her 
flying and werewolf potions have yet to wear off. She goes to Elsie's bed and lifts up the 
girl's eyelids. "Double rainbow all the way!" she thinks to herself, "Paydirt!" Quaff takes 
out a sleeping potion and pours most of it down Elsie's throat, who gags a little and the 
forced feeding, but swallows it all down. "That should prevent any more mishaps" Quaff 
thinks, "At least for now." Quaff goes to the window to open it, but struggles relentlessly 
until she notices they are screwed in. "I guess they don’t like to take any chances." She 
then takes out the shrinking potion once again and feeds some to Elsie, than drinks some 
more of it, hopefully for the last time. In her tiny state, Quaff picks up the minuscule 
Elsie and flies back into the hallway, down to the first floor and out of the Villa. The two 
of them begin to regain their size as Quaff and Elsie get to the still unconscious and de- 
winged Fly Guy. The flying and werewolf potions finally wear away, and Quaff becomes 
herself once more. She approaches Fly Guy and wakes him up with the dropper again. 
"Ah!" he shouts, "What is that stuff?! It burns my tongue, you know?" "Relax, it's just a 
small jolt of electricity designed to wake the body from its slumber. You'll be fine. Now, 
if you'll be so kind, we have work to do." Fly Guy registers the sleeping Elsie and 
responds, "What, do you really think I'll help you kidnap Elsie? You must be pretty dumb 
after what your truth potion told you." "Oh, I think you'll agree" says Quaff, with a 
confident smile on her face, "Once you hear what it'll get you." "Why, what will I gain 
from this deal" Fly Guy asks, "Money? Because I have no use for that." "How about 
normalcy?" offers Quaff, "A chance to live as a nonnal human being? You can even come 
along with me if you want." "My dream was to fit in" answers Fly Guy, "And I fit in at 
the Villa. I have no need to fit anywhere else." "Is that really true?" Quaff asks 
rhetorically, "Or is that what you tell yourself when you go to bed at night? Wouldn’t you 
want to live a normal life for once?" Fly Guy is silent for a moment, and than replies 
"Even if I would want to, how is that possible? How could a potion make me be 
'normal'?" "It's simple. I have a reverting potion that changes one back from an already 
changed form." Fly Guy laughs, saying "You realize that would require me to have been 
from a changed form." "Exactly how do you think you came to be?" asks Quaff. "What 
the hell is that supposed to mean? Are saying that I was once something else?" "Do you 
remember being very young?" asks Quaff, suddenly serious. "No, it's completely opaque. 
My earliest memory is waking up in the Villa and seeing myself in the mirror. At first I 
thought that was normal, but then I saw Bombshell, and somehow I knew I was 
different." "Well, then, perhaps my potion can change you back to a full human, instead 
of a hybrid, if that's what you really are." "Even if that were true" wonders Fly Guy, 
"Wouldn’t the potion just be temporary?" "Oh, no" answers Quaff, "Only if you wish it to 
be so. A potion works like a super's radius of power: you can make it stronger and 
stronger. However, a potion has a certain limit, and until then it is always temporary. 

Once you surpass that limit, the potion becomes an overdose, and the effects are 
permanent, so you must be quite sure that you want it." 

Fly Guy considers the proposition that lay in front of him. On the one hand, he really did 



always want to fit in, and though he felt at home in the Villa, he was isolated from the 
outside world; going out would mean being stared at, either with fear or with disgust. He 
would often shout "I am not a freak!" to himself to gain some confidence, to build up the 
strength to go outside without the constant bother than someone is staring at him. It 
became bad enough that he felt their eyes even when he was alone in his room. There had 
always been something missing from Fly Guy's life, and perhaps being normal was it; if 
not, it may be the step toward that goal. On the other hand, if he became normal, that 
would mean leaving the Villa and ones that he loved. "True" he thinks, "Bombshell can 
fight without a power - I think - but she has talent. I have hand-to-hand combat, and 
that's it. I would not be fit without my wings..." The two options weigh heavily on his 
shoulders, heavier than any other decision he has come before in his entire life. He turns 
to Quaff and asks, "What could I gain from coming along with you after I'm normal?" 
"For starters" she replies, "You could always use potions just like me, although I don’t 
know if I could teach you how to enchant them...who knows. And given that I would 
have Elsie's powers, you would be free to have anything you want in the world - the 
possibilities are endless!" 

Fly Guy thinks about it one last and figures, "What the hell, let's see what happens. 
Maybe you're not so bad after all. So what 'work' do we have to do, anyway?" "Well, 
Seethe mentioned a guy named 'Wayward' before who likes to travel. I was hoping I 
could get him to join us. It would be nice to share my life with another." "Yes" thinks Fly 
Guy, "It would." "Thing is" continues Quaff, "I don’t know where the Family Villa is, and 
I want you to show me the way. We’ll take my car, of course." "Alright, then, let's go." 
Quaff hands Elsie to Fly Guy, and they retreat back to the car. Cubes and Dread, finding 
nothing too wrong with Misha'el, figures he simply fainted out of fear, but from what, 
they cannot answer. "Eh, maybe he just stressed out or something. He works a lot to gain 
his afterlife" Dread supposes. Back in Quaffs car, she drives along to Fly Guy's 
directions, happy that things are going so well, with such little interference. "One more 
question" says Fly Guy, "How do you plan on getting Elsie's power?" "Oh, that won’t 
pose a problem. I'll use this guy" responds Quaff, pointing to her amulet, "It can trap the 
soul of another until released. Although the eyes show if a person has one or more 
powers, they are but windows into the soul, and the soul is what actually holds the 
manifestations of those powers. Steal the soul of a super, and you steal their power as 
well. That is, of course, unless you have the same type of power that they do: then you 
must choose which power to keep. In the case of Elsie, who has all seven powers, I'll 
simply exchanged my spiritual ability for her spectrum." "Are those amulets rare or 
something?" asks Fly Guy, "I mean, what if it breaks, or something?" "Oh, the amulet is 
nothing but a simple token. However, it is enchanted with a spell, that, if strong enough, 
can overpower the will of the victim and take control of the soul. Therefore, if the 
victim's will is strong enough, it can actually break that spell. The amulet, its physical 
self, can easily break from an amount of force. That's why I always keep it with me, even 
if it's empty for the moment - enchantments aren’t easy to make, you know." 

They arrive at the Family Villa, and Quaff and Fly Guy enter, leaving Elsie in the car. 
They go up the elevator to the fifth floor where Wayward resides, and Fly Guy knocks on 
his door. It being almost midnight, a weary, but still awake, Wayward opens the door. He 



stares at the two, then focuses solely on Fly Guy. "Is she your girlfriend or something? 
Because she's, like, double your age." "Relax, hotshot" counters Quaff, "Fly Guy isn't 
here for you, I am. I hear you're a traveler; do you want to go on a journey with me?" 
"What kind of a journey?" asks Wayward, his arms crossed, "I just started to get used to 
this place." "Although I understand the exhaustion of travel, I also realize the need to 
settle down" answers Quaff, "I'm looking for something in between. I don’t know much 
about you, but if you're a fellow traveler, I think we could get along well. What say you 
and I travel side by side, and if things work well, we keep it that way? You can always 
leave if you want." "Heh, they said the same thing when I came here" says Wayward, 
"Give me til morning to figure myself out." "We don’t have that kind of time" says Quaff, 
"There's a sleeping Elsie in my car outside." "Really?!" Wayward exclaims, rousing some 
of the other supervillains, "You have Elsie? I've been waiting to see her in action." "Better 
yet" responds Quaff, "You could see her powers in action. I'm going to take them from 
her." "Interesting, very interesting. Alright, I'll go with you. Let me just get my stuff." 

As they wait for Wayward, Chrono comes out of her room, disturbed by the incessant 
conversation. "You guys really have to learn to keep it down - hey, who's the lady?" 

"Man, do we have to go through this every time?" sighs Quaff, "I’m Quaff, but don't 
worry, I’ll be out of your life soon." "Well, that's good to hear. But just what are you 
doing in the Villa? Are you a villain?" "Something like that" answers Quaff, "More of a 
mix between villain and wanderer. I only came to ask Wayward if he wants to come along 
with me. After that, I'm gone." "Wait, what?! Wayward just joined a few months ago. He 
can't suddenly up and leave us? We need him, both for his power and the income he 
contributes." "Well, it's his decision, and he has chosen to leave with me" rebuts Quaff, 
"There's nothing you can do to stop him." "But I can try!" Chrono raises her hands and 
focuses; space bends around Quaff, trapping her in a ball. "That's pointless, Chrono" says 
Fly Guy, "You can’t do anything past this." "And why are you defending her? Don’t tell 
me you're on her side after so many years of service to the Villa!" "That's precisely why 
I'm on her side, Chrono, because I’ve had enough. I want to move on. So now what are 
you going to do? You can't keep her here forever." Chrono shouts out "Intruder!" and 
Penta comes running out of her room. She spots the isolated Quaff and immediately 
recites "Mix ya laba!" and fire shoots out from her hand. Chrono drops her focus and 
Quaff is freed for the moment so that the flames may reach her. But Fly Guy jumps in 
front of her and takes the whole of the attack, and he falls to the floor, rolling around to 
extinguish himself. Quaff turns to Penta and throws a glass ball at her. It shatters on 
impact and a liquid breaks out, striking Penta and quickly freezing her body. She then 
rushes at Chrono and takes out another ball of liquid ice and aims it at her. Chrono bends 
the space in front of her and the ball bounces back, but before it can hit Quaff, Wayward 
emerges and forces the ball to the ground, causing it to break and become useless. 
"Enough, Chrono! My place is no longer with you. Or, rather, I am no longer with this 
place." Fly Guy gets back up, with minor bums, and the three go down the elevator. 
Chrono runs to Penta's side and starts to chip away at the ice with her knife. 

The three go down to the bottom floor, but before they can leave the Villa, they see 
Seethe at the entrance, his arms crossed and leaning against the doorpost. "So, Quaff, I 
guess you really did want to take Elsie, didn’t you? You just needed a little gang first. I 



may not be the smartest in the bunch, but I'll be damned to let you go through with it." 
"The matter is already done, Seethe" says Fly Guy, "Please get out of our way." "She got 
Elsie, and you, too?" Seethe wonders aloud, "You do realize she’s a superevil, right? 

She’ll toss you at the first moment." "Then that would have happened after we arrived 
here" retorts Fly Guy, "But she chose to keep me alive. Quaff is honorable." Quaff steps 
up; "Yes I am, and here is proof." She hands Fly Guy a flask. "This is a reverting potion, 
and it will change you back into a normal human being. Drink it all, and the effects will 
become permanent." Fly Guy tilts the potion toward the edge of his mouth. Just as the 
liquid begins to drip, Seethe shoots out a gob of acid which hits the flask, shattering it. 
The potion explodes in all directions, most of which hits Fly Guy in the chest and face, 
and the serum spills down his body. An angry Fly Guy glares at Seethe. "What the **** 
are you doing, Seethe? That was my chance to be normal, to actually have a place in this 
world. What were you thinking?!" "What was I thinking?! What were you?!" shouts 
Seethe, "What do you think ’normal’ is, anyhow? What lies outside the Villas? Because 
you're sadly mistaken. I've been in that world, and there's nothing there that's close to 
normal. Everybody is a freak is some way. Everyone has some defect or some secret or 
some shame that makes them stand out. Most hide them and pretend to be just like 
everyone else. And you know what? Most people turn out to be to meaningless. They 
achieve nothing in life as all they ever do is try and fit in with their surroundings instead 
of embracing the differences. If you really want to be normal, go ahead and kill yourself, 
because only in death are we finally alike. Otherwise, stay here. In the Villa, you are as 
normal as you'll ever be. And damn it, we need you, did you ever think about that?! I 
need you. You're my best friend!" "Re-really?" stutters Fly Guy, "My best friend? I know 
we’re close, but I didn't know we were that close. Although with so few choices around 
us, I suppose I understand. If that's the way things are, then I will stay after all. Maybe I'll 
come to regret this in the end, I don’t know. I just...want to find my true purpose in this 
world. I thought it was to help the Villa, but that doesn't seem enough for me these days. 
But with all the threats to come, maybe my role lies with Elsie somehow. I can only wait 
and see." 

Quaff glares at Seethe. "You bastard! Why must you stand in my way? What is Elsie to 
you? Are you not a supervillain?!" "She is everything to me. If Elsie is taken, all hope is 
lost for Eisenstadt, and perhaps the world. The world, well, I don’t really care about it, 
nor do I care for Eisenstadt particularly, but there are people in this city that I care for, 
and I know there will be many more to meet. As much as I like to kill, I will not let 
fellow human beings, ones that mean well for me, die for the interests of a single person 
like yourself, who only wishes for ultimate power. There are greater things in this world, 
although I don't expect a dipsomaniac to get that." Quaff drinks the rest of her werewolf 
potion and charges at Seethe while she changes form. She leaps upon him and starts to 
bite at his neck. Seethe screams, and is followed by Quaffs own roar. She raises her head 
up, as acid falls from her mouth and onto Seethe, and we can see that acid is escaping 
from the holes in his neck. "I'm the alpha dog here!" he shouts, and he pulls Quaffs face 
down to his. Seethe bites into Quaffs neck and releases acid into her veins. She howls in 
pain and rolls off of Seethe, struggling to get the acid out of her body. It quickly erodes 
through her until it hits an artery, and blood pours out of her. Very soon, she remains still 
and lifeless. Fly Guy helps Seethe back up and takes him to Incarnate for medical 



attention, leaving Wayward behind. "I wonder" he says aloud to himself, "What Quaff 
would have done with Elsie's powers. I suppose it is better that I don’t know. Oh, that 
reminds me! We have to return Elsie." He goes to Quaffs corpse and searches her for 
keys. Upon finding them, Wayward runs outside and see Elsie in the car, and drives her 
back to the Topaz Villa. Cubes answers, and is surprised to see Wayward together with 
Elsie, but the matter is soon cleared up and Elsie is returned to her bed. 

* 

In the morning, the villains are enjoying breakfast, and are still recovering from the 
ordeal of the night before. Seethe's neck is bandaged and Fly Guy's wings are, slowly but 
surely, starting to regrow. "Sorry about yesterday, mate" says Fly Guy, "I'm glad you 
talked me out of it. I might want to fit in, but I also don't want the destruction of 
Eisenstadt. I'll just have to find the median somehow." "I believe the median is being a 
villain" remarks Penta, "Since you don’t fully fit in, but you do cause some destruction." 
"In any event" says Seethe, "I'm more glad that you decided to stay. We’d miss you way 
too much." Claire and Bodave look at the others; "Just what the heck are you guys talking 
about?" Chrono laughs and says, "Don’t worry about it. All's well that ends well." But Fly 
Guy can't help the gnawing thought at the back of his mind: if he was once fully human, 
just what happened? 



Chapter 63: On A Dime 


Bodave finishes up breakfast and decides to go for a walk, it being the weekend. He 
strolls around the comer, heading south down Von Neumann Avenue, and starts to zigzag 
west across the city. "Man" he begins to think, "I always miss out on all of the fun 
adventures. Is it because I'm too busy, or is it really because my power isn’t so useful? Or 
maybe it's that I'm not evil enough, whatever that entails? Being a super can be such a 
pain sometimes, but especially when you're on the sidelines." It’s a pleasant day out, and 
the sun is shining brightly, but Bodave feels down on his luck. It is about to change, 
however, as he spots an impish man, about the age of fifty, crossing the street. It would be 
fine except that the man is jaywalking. Actually, that in itself is hardly a crime, and is 
always overlooked in Eisenstadt. The problem, as Bodave sees it, is that a car, having the 
green light, is heading right into him, and doesn't appear to stop. "I have no choice" 
thinks Bodave, "Even if a villain, I have the obligation to save this innocent man." He is 
about to yell "Watch out!" when the car stops instantly, mere inches from the man. 
"There's no way that car could have decelerated so quickly, it's impossible. That man 
must have some kind of power...perhaps he's a relative to Wayward, who's done the same 
thing before? I have to find out more about him." Bodave beelines over to the man and 
says, "I couldn’t help but notice that your imminent death was suddenly aborted. That 
could only have occurred with your interference. I must ask you, are you a super, by any 
chance?" The man looks at him and replies, "You hit the nail right on the head, kid. Say, I 
can see by your eyes that you're a super yourself. So what can you do?" "Oh" sighs 
Bodave, "I have perfect balance. It's pretty useless, I must admit. I belong more in a 
circus than with others of my kind." "Nonsense" counters the man, waving a hand away, 
"You just have to find your place, that's ah. It can take a while, but you get there 
eventually. Now, might I ask you to take me to the Topaz Villa? I know where it is by the 
map, but getting there is confusing to me." "To Topaz? Are you trying to join them? 
Because the Family Villa is always looking for more recruits as well." "That won’t be 
necessary" the man responds, "I have only eyes for Topaz." "Well, if that's the case" 
Bodave demurs, "I'll send you their way." Bodave proceeds to write down a list of 
directions, then leads the man to the nearest subway station. As they part ways, they 
shake hands, and Bodave feels a sudden numbness in his body. "Whoops, sorry about 
that, kid. I guess my power acts by itself sometimes." Bodave walks back to the Villa, 
wondering if helping the man was the right thing to do. "He’d probably find Topaz either 
way, so all I really did was speed up the process. But I didn’t even try to convince him to 
at least check out the villains' side of things. Wow, talk about being useless. Still, with the 
two Villas working together somewhat, I guess it doesn’t really matter in the short run. As 
long as these superevils run rampant, we’re basically one and the same. But maybe this 
was meant to be: what are the odds, after all, of bumping into that man on the street? It's 
not like I'm flying over the city where it's easy to spot anomalies. Eh, I’m worrying too 
much." 

At the Topaz Villa, the man arrives and knocks at the door. The intercom reacts and a 
voice asks, "Yeah?", to which the man answers, "My name is Nathan Ryan Goode, and I 



wish to join your ’team’, or whatever you call it. I'm interested in fighting crime." The 
door unlocks and Nathan lets himself in. Seeker comes down the stairs and greets him, 
and begins to show him around the building. "So what's your super name? And your 
power? They're sort of requirements to be allowed in." "The name's Helmholtz, and I 
have the power to freeze things. So how many are you, anyway?" "Well, we're about ten, 
but then there are two others that live from us, although this is Surge's last semester, so 
she’ll be with us soon. Why do you ask?" "Just getting a feel for the place - and to know 
how many names I need to remember." At the second floor, they pass by Elsie's room, 
which Helmholtz notes as being closed. "Hey, Seeker, what's in that room?" he asks, 
pointing to the door. "What? Oh, that room belongs to one of the younger heroines. She's 
probably playing around or something. Or maybe she’s away with her parents. I've been 
spending more time at the other Villa lately, so I haven't been keeping track of what's 
happening here." "Wait, you go to the other Villa? That’s strange..." "It's a long story" 
responds Seeker, "But we're basically working together to protect the aforementioned 
heroine, since she's a little...unusual. I know it sounds complicated, but it's worked so 
far." "What do you mean by 'unusual'?" asks Helmholtz, "Is she mutated or something?" 
"What? No, no, not at all. She just holds a ton of power. But although she's, like, eight or 
something, she’s still too young to actually wield the power, so we're protecting her for 
now." Helmholtz puts his hand to his bearded chin and starts to think. "Interesting" he 
mutters, and Seeker falls to the floor, unconscious. Helmholtz tries the knob, but Elsie's 
door is locked. He begins to ram into it, until the door finally gives and her room stands 
open for all to enter. Elsie, however, is nowhere to be found. 

Helmholtz quickly closes the door and goes back to Seeker's fallen body, and Xeno, 
hearing Helmholtz break down the door, comes running up. "What happened?!" he 
exclaims, seeing Seeker out cold. "I'm not sure myself' answers Helmholtz, "He just fell 
all of a sudden. I tried to lift him up, but he just fell back down again. Mind you, I'm 
rather small and weak." "Odd" thinks Xeno, "I heard a lot of thuds, not just one or two. 
Can this man be trusted?" "So who are you anyhow? A new superhero?" "Exactly!" says 
Helmholtz, "I heard that superevils were coming to this town, so I thought I’d help to join 
the cause against them. Imagine my surprise when Seeker told me that the supervillains 
are helping!" "Yeah, evil can always become good. I can vouch for that. Now, let's get 
Seeker to his bed." Xeno calls forth two future selves and they lift Seeker up, as 
Helmholtz follows behind. The three Xeno's carry Seeker to the third floor, where they 
slowly lower him onto his bed. The future Xenos then see Helmholtz clearly for the first 
time and gasp in unison. "Helmholtz!" they shout, pointing at him. "What, what is it?" 
asks Xeno, "He's the new guy, right?" Helmholtz, thinking Xeno can clone himself, not 
draw future versions, is confused as well. "I don’t understand, chaps, I’m just the newest 
recruit." "Liar!" spouts one. "He's a superevil!" shout the other. Xeno turns to Helmholtz, 
"The future does not lie. I'm afraid I'll have to ask you one more time: who are you?" 

"My name is Helmholtz, "And I am here to join the Villa." One of the future Xenos steps 
forth. "No, he's a super alright, but anything but a hero. He can mess with energy and 
even cause people to fall unconscious, like Seeker here." The other Xeno kicks 
Helmholtz in the crotch and he flies into the wall, wailing in pain. The three heroes pick 
him up and start to take him down to the basement in an effort to put him in a temporary 
jail, but Helmholtz recovers on the way there and activates his power. The kinetic energy 



of the Xenos becomes potential energy, and the three are frozen in their spots. Helmholtz 
pushes it a little further and changes some of the energy from their hearts - Xeno falls 
unconscious and the two future Xenos disappear. 

Helmholtz continues down the steps but soon hears a breeze behind him. He turns, and a 
gush of wind shoots out toward him from an irate Vector, but Helmholtz kills the gale and 
turns it into a light breeze. Frustrated, Vector leaps down the stairs in a full frontal attack, 
but finds herself frozen in mid-air. Helmholtz lets out a barrage of punches at her, and 
when he lets her kinetic energy return, she falls straight down, in too much agony to 
attack. He gets down to the first floor and stands by the outer part of the entrance, waiting 
for Elsie to return, but always keeping a mindful eye for other heroes that may show up 
before her. He need not wait long, before Elsie and her parent's return from a carnival. 
They look tired, but Elsie, holding cotton candy, is as energetic as ever, perhaps too much 
so. As they approach the Villa they see Helmholtz at the jambs, his legs crossed and a 
devilish smile spread across his face. "What's with tiny?" Volta asks Nexus. "You 
presume that I know the answer somehow? I was with you the whole morning, you 
know." "Right, right." Volta directs her attention at Helmholtz. "So who are you, fella?" 
"No one special. Wait, that's not true. My name is —" he raises his hands and the three fall 
down to the ground. He looks at Elsie and thinks "That must be her. I doubt there are two 
kids her age in this place. But just to be sure..." Helmholtz checks her eyes and finds what 
he's looking for. "Sweet, rainbow irises! Now let's get the hell out of here." He scavenges 
Nexus' body for car keys and presses a button on the chain, unlocking the doors of a 
white car parked at the curb, which gives a low toot. He picks up Elsie, straps her in, and 
drives off. "Now, if only I can figure out how to get her power for myself. But I guess 
that will have to be put on hold for another time. He awaits." 

As Helmholtz cruises away, however, Serenity gets a distress call from a newly awakened 
Seeker. "Hey, Serenity, get your ass up! We had an intruder at the Villa. A guy calling 
himself'Helmholtz' has captured Elsie. I don’t know how these guys are getting past us, 
but we have to be smarter. Anyway, find and stop them. Let's try and see how well the 
tracking system works, since we didn't really get a shot by Quaff, seeing as we had no 
clue Elsie was ever even gone." Since Maestro's return and second warning, Topaz 
implanted a chip in Elsie and gave a tracking device to each member in the event that 
something happened to her. Serenity finds her tracker and looks at the GPS on it. "Ooh, 
they're heading my way. It looks like I get to have a little fun." Serenity leaves her house 
and gets into her car, driving toward Helmholtz's location. When she closes in on him. 
Serenity pulls over and parks, then gets out of the car. She heads to the opposite side of 
the road and waits in the middle for Helmholtz to arrive. Helmholtz sees her there and is 
unsure of what to think, so he swerves to the left to avoid her, but she side steps to her 
right and gets in his way again. Helmholtz brings the car to a screeching halt, and then 
gets out and walks toward Serenity. "Just what in the hell do you think you’re doing, 
lady?!" he screams, "It dangerous to stand in the middle of the road. For one thing, some 
of us have children in the car." "I know" replies Serenity, pulling out a gun. "This is a 
tranquilizer gun. Return Elsie, and I won't use it on you and send you to Kraftbrecher." 
"Another hero? You guys really don’t give up easily. This is starting to get pretty boring. I 
don’t want to start killing people, I really don’t. Murder just isn't my thing." He walks up 



to Serenity, so she shoots at him. The tranquilizer dart speeds at him too quickly to see, 
but stops right before it hits his neck. Helmholtz grabs the dart and tosses it back at 
Serenity. "You'll have to do better than that. A lot better." He continues his path toward 
her and soon she, too, is prone to the floor, out cold. Helmholtz sighs and utters to 
himself, "This is taking too long. I have to get out of this dreadful city already." 

He goes back toward the car and continues his leave form the city. Heading east, 
Helmholtz eventually gets near the end of city, toward Adamsville. Elsie starts to stir, so 
he knocks her out once more. "This is going to be a loooong trip" he thinks to himself, "If 
I have to do that every so often. I should have taken that heroine's gun with me." Near the 
edge of town, two identical men, about 26 each, stand in the middle of the road, one with 
sunglasses and the other with several bands over his eyes. "So what's the deal with this 
guy again, Audio?" "Eh" answers Audio, "He's a pretty advanced baddie. He can change 
one fonn of energy into another, making him difficult to approach or even harm, so we’re 
going with a more defensive tactic to weaken him, and then we’ll retrieve Elsie. Are you 
up for it, Optic?" "I guess so. But something's been bothering me. I've been getting 
gamma ray readings lately. I don’t know if it's connected to this energy guy, but it's really 
bothering me. It has to be human, by the amount I'm detecting." Helmholtz soon reaches 
them and tries to figure them out. "Who in the hell are these guys? Don’t tell me they're 
more heroes, because I'm getting really annoyed already." Helmholtz pushes down on the 
accelerator and zooms toward the two men. Optic throws down a ball at the ground and it 
detonates with an explosion of light that strikes everything in it's path. Helmholtz, 
momentarily blinded, steers the car into the side rail. The car slips out of his control and 
spins around until it slams against a lamp post. He stumbles out of the car, his arms 
outstretched as if trying to feel his way around. Optic moves up to Helmholtz and begins 
to pound on him, going so far as to kick him while he lay on the ground. "Optic!" yells 
Audio, "Is that really necessary? Let us just return Elsie to Topaz and get out of here 
already. This guy bothers me." "I’d rather kill him, but I guess you're right. We shouldn’t 
interfere too much." Optic suddenly feels Helmholtz grab his leg, and Helmholtz changes 
every last bit of kinetic energy in Optic's body to potential energy, which stops his heart. 
Optic goes into cardiac arrest and falls to the street as stiff as a board. He tries to clutch 
his heart but cannot move, and soon dies. Audio screams at Optic to get up, but it is too 
late. Helmholtz gets back up and glares at Audio. "I suggest you get the hell out of here, 
before you die as well. I'm in no mood to play any more games." Audio takes his cue and 
flees from the scene, leaving Optic behind. "Damn it!" exclaims Helmholtz, surveying the 
damage to the car, "I'll have to find some other way out of here now." He picks up Elsie 
and walks back west, unsure of what to do next. 

Audio runs through the city, eventually getting to the subway. He hitches a ride and 
travels along to a few blocks from the Topaz Villa. When Audio finally arrives at the 
Villa, he sees a congregation of superheroes, planning on what to do about Elsie's 
kidnapping. He approaches them, and when Vector sees him, she backs away a little. The 
others take notice and turn to see Audio. "Hold it right there!" shout Cubes to Audio, "Are 
you with Helmholtz, or with us?" Audio shrugs his shoulders. "Who's Helmholtz?" he 
asks, unsure if he's the same man that killed his brother, "Is he related to Nathan Goode?" 
"Nathan Goode" wonders Volta aloud, "Maybe? He's a short guy with a beard and can 



seemingly freeze you in your place." "That's the one" says Audio, "I guess they're one in 
the same. To answer your original question, I most definitely am with you. The one you 
call Helmholtz killed my brother Optic. I'm looking for some revenge." "Hold on!" 
exclaims Cubes, "I thought I recognized you. You were present when Nightmare took me 
and Strongarm captive, right? You were at the sidelines with your brother and two others. 
Are you wanderers, then?" "Something like that. We don’t belong to either side, but we 
stay grounded in Eisenstadt. I guess you could say we’re anti-heroes. In any event, I have 
come for your help. You need Elsie, and I want revenge. As far as I can see, we can both 
benefit from a temporary relationship." Nexus ponders the offer. "We desperately need 
Elsie back, and I say this both as a superhero and her father. And we can definitely use 
the extra support. But how do we know your not with Helmholtz? He tricked us, so 
perhaps you might, too." "I guess you can't trust me" answers Audio, "All I can tell you is 
that Helmholtz works for an organization that my brother and I have been looking out for. 
After it was revealed that Elsie had the powers of a demigod, the organization slowly 
came together, and now they are beginning to act. We believed Quaff was the first strike, 
but now I'm not so sure since she was trying to claim Elsie for herself. Or, it could have 
just been that she was betraying the organization. I hope that revealing this infonnation 
gains me some trust into your circle, but if not, I understand." "Like Nexus said" responds 
Cubes, "We could use the extra support. Welcome to the gang, at least for now. What's 
your name, partner?" "It's 'Audio', although I guess the sunglasses might confuse you. Let 
me explain..." 



Chapter 64: Hear No Evil 


"It all began when we turned five" starts Audio, "Optic and I were identical twins, with 
the exception of our powers. I can hear things at every decibel level, from the smallest 
bug to the highest screech. Optic, on the other hand, could see at every frequency of the 
light spectrum. You see, a star, such as the Sun, gives off what is known as ’blackbody 
radiation’, or electromagnetic radiation at every level: this includes radio waves, 
microwaves, infrared light, the visible light spectrum, ultraviolet light, x-rays, and 
gamma rays. What we normally call ’light' is simply the radiation that we, as humans, can 
see. Anyhow, our father, Kolta was granted the power of panglottism, and knew every 
language." "Hey!" interrupts Volta, "That rhymes with my name!" The others stare back 
at her. "I’m just saying, it's kind of cool. Cool me a 'ditz' and I'll electrocute you. Go on, 
Audio." "Yes" continues Audio, "Well, our father was a superhero in a city to the south, 
Asimoville. He brought us up to be physical fighters, as well as to use our powers to our 
advantages. We made great trackers for him on his quest too eliminate evil, seeing that 
Optic could easily see through walls while I could hear and detect any noise. There is, of 
course, a downside to our powers: sleeping. Do you know how hard it is to fall asleep 
when you can see or hear everything around you? But dad was a smart one and made 
devices for us: Optic got several different bands, each which could block out a different 
portion of the spectrum, while I was given special headphones, wherein I can adjust the 
dials so that I can only hear a limited decibel level. 

"Things were going well until one fateful night. We were out on a mission to stop a serial 
killer, and Optic and I managed to track him down to a safe house in the northeast part of 
the city. We knew the man had weapons, but that never stopped us before. The killer was 
cornered, but as we entered the safe house, a car on the street backfired. A backfire, if 
you've ever heard one, sounds a lot like a gunshot, and this caused me to fall to the 
ground. Optic, sensing no other criminal, tried to get me up, and the killer used this 
disturbance to shoot at dad. He was a polyglot, not a strongman, so even with his Kevlar 
armor, the bullets still struck him and knocked him to the floor. The killer approached us 
and Optic stood his ground, noting that the killer had a weak stomach. Optic began to 
mercilessly beat the man when he suddenly stopped. Seeing through his own skull, Optic 
spotted a man running to the safe house, armed as well - it turns out the murderer had a 
partner we didn’t know about. At that point, I intercepted him and engaged him in 
combat, but he proved the better fighter and knocked me out. According to Optic, the 
second man kept running toward him and threw a grenade at them. Dad threw himself on 
top of Optic, but his armor wasn't enough for both - Optic survived but dad didn’t. The 
blast killed the murderer as well, and when Optic got up and saw what happened, he went 
into a rage and brutally destroyed the second man, mutilating his body beyond 
recognition. After that, he woke me up, and the two of us ran home. 

"We took what we could carry and fled to Eisenstadt where we decided not to interfere 
with the great struggle of good versus evil unless it became a necessity. Well, with the 
superevils approaching, it seems that now it has become a necessity. But with Optic's 



death, I am tom once again as what to do after I get revenge: do I join with you guys, or 
do I retreat back to my homely, humble hovel?" "Join us, of course!" answers Nexus, 
"With no one else in your life, you'll become very lonely. But at the Villa, you’ll be part of 
a greater good, and with what amounts to an extended family. Although I do realize that 
you must have a lot to sort through." "We still have a man to capture" says Vector, "Just 
pointing that out. It may help if we discuss Audio's future options afterward." "Vector 
makes a good point" says Cubes, "We need to discuss strategy. How can we even get near 
Helmholtz when he can stop everything?" "What if I used my astral form?" asks Seeker, 

"I don’t think he can stop that." "Of course!" exclaims Cubes, "That's the perfect attack 
against him." 

Seeker goes back inside and to his room, where he meditates and fuses his mental and 
astral parts together. He floats down to the entrance where the rest of the superheroes and 
Audio remain. "Alright guys" he communicates to them, "I'm off to the races." Seeker 
goes on his way and flies over the city to help find Helmholtz, who, at the last estimate 
by Audio, was in the eastern half of the city near the edge of town. After about twenty 
minutes of flying through the sky, Seeker spots Helmholtz carrying the unconscious Elsie 
in his arms. He swoops down and sweeps Helmholtz, who, along with Elsie, falls to the 
ground. Seeker is about to 'speak', but Helmholtz pulls out a gun and points in directly at 
Elsie. "Wherever you are" he shouts, "I have Elsie hostage. Strike again, and she will 
die." "I find that hard to believe" thi nk s Seeker to Helmholtz, "If Elsie dies, you lose as 
well." "What?!" he yells, "Who said that?" "I did" replies Seeker, "I'm an astral being 
who can talk to you. Now put the gun down before we both regret it. I don't know why 
you want Elsie for, exactly, but I know you need her." "Yes" answers Helmholtz, "But I'm 
not in charge. I’m just a messenger. If Elsie ends up dead, oh well." "Are you sure your 
boss would like that? I would think he would kill you if she died." Helmholtz thinks it 
over. He points the gun to her side instead. "Fine, but if you attack me, I might 
accidentally pull the trigger by instinct, and she may die." "Okay then, if that's how you'll 
play things." 

Seeker flies away and returns to his body. He rushes down the stairs to meet everyone. 
"So, it turns out he’ll kill, or at least shoot, Elsie if I attack him. I wasn’t really sure how 
to respond to that." "We may have to go to the supervillains for this one" says Dread, 

"This sounds like their kind of expertise. Beside, we might as well start working together 
more if we want to destroy the threats." Helmholtz, meanwhile, takes a break from all the 
lifting and sits on a bench with Elsie, as he drinks a cold beer. "Damn, that's good. This 
kid weighs too much, although she is eight. I need to start working out more. He takes out 
an energy bar and starts to chew on it, mulling over his next move. "I suppose I could just 
steal another car, but I’d rather it be a super's car than someone else. Still, desperate times 
call for desperate measures." He takes a short nap, awakened only when Elsie starts to 
stir. He knocks her out yet again. "Hmm, that can't be good for her heart. Alright, time to 
go." 

At Mother’s, the supers meet and discuss what to do. Incarnate suggests sniping 
Helmholtz from a distance. "And risk hitting Elsie?" asks Nexus, "No way. We are 
definitely not going with that option. What about...what's her face? The one who can will 



herself to not die?" Bombshell scoffs. "You mean Tessa with the violet eyes? That meek 
kitty wouldn’t stand a chance against Helmholtz. He'd just knock her out like all the 
others, than stop her heart once she's down and out. Don’t tell me we can't defeat a single 
old man, people. I mean, we couldn’t defeat Maestro, but he was an existential...yeah, 
let's go with that." "We could try exhausting him" says Audio, "By having so many 
enemies surround him. I admit though, that risks many possible deaths." "Not if Xeno 
and Serenity went" responds Chrono, "Xeno could call a bunch of selves and help tire 
him out. And Serenity, well, you won't die if he stops your heart, will you?" "Nah" 
answers Serenity, "It’ll just make me exhausted." 

The supers travel to Helmholtz's location, using the trackers and Vector and Nexus as 
guides. Xeno and Serenity travel separately in a car and head off Helmholtz at his 
location, while the rest of the supers isolate themselves in different locations, both to trap 
Helmholtz and to hide them from his sights. Helmholtz, having stolen another car, sees 
the other car blocking him, so he gets out. Xeno gets out of the car and brings forth four 
future selves, while Serenity joins them, and the original Xeno drives away. The five 
heroes surround Helmholtz, and a standoff begins. "Didn’t your astral friend warn you?" 
inquires Helmholtz, "Attack me, and Elsie might die. It is not in your best interest to 
approach me. Besides, it's not like you can beat me anyhow." "Who says that's our 
intent?" asks Serenity, beguiling Helmholtz. The heroes close in on Helmholtz, but he 
simple closes his eyes and concentrates. Moments later, all five of them fall to the ground 
- the Xenos disappear and Serenity is asleep once more. "What a waste of time" 
Helmholtz thinks, "These so-called 'supers’ aren't worth my energy at all." 

Audio looks at the situation and how drastic things have become. He pulls out a spherical 
object from his pocket and steps out of his hidden location, walking toward Helmholtz 
from behind while the other supers prepare for his actions. Audio looks at the ball before 
him, and thinks to himself, "Brother, are you watching me?" He throws the sphere at 
Helmholtz, who's facing the other way. Before it lands, Audio push a button and the ball 
explodes, unleashing waves of deafening sound. Helmholtz drops Elsie and the gun to the 
ground and clutches his ears, as his eyes roll into his head, the sounds proving to be too 
much. A now deaf Helmholtz tries to get his bearings as he looks for the gun. He spots it, 
picks it up, and spins around, looking for the perpetrator. Spotting Audio, he points the 
weapon at him, who freezes in his spot, unsure of what to do. Helmholtz is about to pull 
the trigger when a body falls from the telephone pole wires above down on him below, 
crushing his head against the pavement below and killing him. Audio is shocked to see 
the man and rushes to his side. "You're the one known as Bodave, aren't you?" Bodave 
smiles back. "Yeah, that's me alright. I hope you're not too mad that I accidentally stole 
your kill, but all that noise shook me from my spot." "Hey, as long as Helmholtz died, I 
was fine with however it might have happened." The other supers rush from their 
positions and get to Audio's side. Volta picks Elsie up and brushes off some loose gravel, 
and she and Nexus return to Topaz, where they get Elsie to restore her own hearing, as 
she, too, became deaf by Audio's weapon. 

"So now what?" asks Dread to Audio, "What will you do?" "I think I'll join the Family 
Villa" he answers, "Bodave has shown me that there is a good in evil that good by itself 



cannot always reach. Sometimes it is necessary to kill. Although that does not make it 
right to always kill. I suppose that makes me an anti-villain, in the end." Bodave shrugs 
and replies, "I'm glad I was a little useful. But remember, there is no doubt that more 
superevils will be coming to Eisenstadt." "About that" says Audio, "Before he died, Optic 
mentioned something about sensing gamma rays in the city. I don’t know if that indicates 
another super or not, but it doesn’t sound like good news." "It isn’t" responds Incarnate, 
"Gamma rays on Earth are always man-made, since that frequency of the Sun's radiation 
can't penetrate the Earth's atmosphere. This leaves me with a bad feeling." 

As the supers go their separate ways, Incarnate pulls Bodave aside. "So what exactly 
happened on that wire, Bodave? Weren't you wearing headphones?" "The sound was still 
too great" Bodave responds, "So I fell onto Helmholtz." "Please" Incarnate replies, "We 
both know that your body has perfect balance even when you're not aware of it. Even if 
the sounds distracted you, you still would not have fallen." "Okay, okay, so I deliberately 
fell onto Helmholtz. The man was a superevil. And besides, I am a villain, so I should 
start acting like one, don’t you think?" 



Chapter 65: The Blessed Curse 


The night after the defeat of Helmholtz, Penta and Fly Guy are soaring over the city, with 
the shining stars above and the lamp lights below illuminating their path. Things were 
starting to get a little hectic lately, but the various supers made sure to have time to relax, 
lest they get burnt out. On this particular night, Fly Guy is questioning Penta's absence. 
"So where were you when we fought Helmholtz? I realize that the term 'we' is a little 
unfair since I did nothing, as most of us couldn’t do much with Helmholtz's radius of 
power, but I feel like you would have been the perfect one to fight him, given that 
magical energy is different from physical energy, so that he couldn’t have targeted you." 
Penta nods at his assertion. "It's true that I probably could have helped, although I don't 
know if he wouldn't have been within striking range. Anyhow, I was elsewhere, 
researching this." And with that, Penta pulls out Quaffs pendant from a pocket. "I've been 
trying to figure out how to actually use the pendant to capture a soul, since most of my 
books say very little on the subject. I've actually been forced to look online, and, as you 
can imagine, there are a ton of false leads on the Web. The trick is to try and deduce 
which is the correct method." She puts the pendant back. "But Helmholtz's power would 
have been mighty useful to have, against the superevils or just in general. Speaking of 
Quaff, are you still over that whole 'being a freak' thing, or do you still want to be 
human?" "I think I'll stick with being a hybrid" Fly Guy answers, "But I still want to 
know how I became this way. I remember Leo wondering how I could even be, if the 
scientists that made him couldn’t manage to add wings, so I was either born this way, or 
made by some other means. And I think Bombshell has the answer." "So go ask her then. 
It's not like you have anything to lose by learning the truth if you've decided to stay the 
way you are - not that you can change it anyhow." "Yeah, I guess you're right. I keep 
dreading it, though, as if the truth will destroy who I am, instead of strengthening my 
identity." 

The two of them return to the Villa, and Fly Guy rides up the elevator to the third floor 
lounge, where most of the villains are. He finds Bombshell lying down and immersed in a 
book on nuclear fission for some light reading, so he lets out a cough. She looks up and 
notices him standing there, thumbs dipped into his pockets and one foot bent at the toes. 
"What can I do for you, Fly Guy?" "I was wondering if you could tell me my origin story. 
That whole scuffle with Quaff has left me wondering just who I am. I no longer feel it's 
enough to simply fit in here - everyone else knows their beginnings, after all, but I'm in 
the dark." Bombshell sighs and sits up; she pats to the spot where her legs were and he 
sits down. Other villains begin to turn to them in interest. "I suppose it is time that you 
knew the truth" Bombshell begins, "Of who you really are. I hope you don’t get too 
angry, and I hope you let me tell the whole story before passing any judgment." Her 
words intrigue Fly Guy and the others, and Penta enters the lounge to see them crowd 
around and joins them. 

"Your real name is 'Percy' - well, 'Percy IIP and you were the son of a wealthy statesman. 
It was during a particular period of turmoil, and the Villa was low on funds. When you 



were just about three, we had kidnapped you in the hopes of a hefty ransom, but that was 
not to be. Apparently, your father was going to run for mayor of Eisenstadt, and he didn't 
want any scandals overshadowing his campaign. In fact, he felt so lowly of his children, 
that he completely ignored our demands and went on with his life. Well, we couldn’t 
abandon you, even if we were needing of cash, so we took you in for the time being, 
hoping your father would eventually changed his mind after the elections, but by then, he 
was already outed for having an affair, and he left town. Not a good man, I must admit, 
and this is coming from a murderer. Seeing this, the Villa simply began to live more 
frugally. It definitely helped that Grotesk cannibalized more often, or that Strongarm ate 
more fish and far less meat - everyone contributed. It was at this time that we had in the 
Villa a magician; not Legerdemain, for he had come at an earlier time before leaving for 
England. No, it was a witch who called herself'Juju' and she was particularly adept at 
curses. My science could not turn you into a super, for it was not strong enough. And her 
magic could not turn you into a super, either, without it being temporary. So we took the 
only natural approach and combined the two methods. 'Magience' has been around for 
ages, and all we needed was the right instructions, which were eventually found in one of 
Juju's old tomes - which, by the way, were left to the Villa and taken by Penta after Juju 
accidentally cursed herself and was turned into a frog, but that's another story. 

Your powers are actually a strong curse that involved locking you in a vat full of flies and 
involving a spell that would forcibly incorporate the flies' DNA into your system. First I 
would have to prepare your body, which, thankfully, involved putting you to sleep with 
anesthesia. Then I scooped out your eyes to make room for the compound ones that 
would grow, as well as creating thin holes in the back of your body, analogous to a fly's 
mesopleuron and pteropleuron, so that the wings would grow out. Luckily, there was 
nothing that needed to be done for the antennae, which I was most concerned about, since 
a fly's antennae rely on smell, and I really didn’t want to drill into your skull. Well, after 
the curse was completed, we had to put you into a light coma and hook you to an IV to 
help speed recovery and let your body adjust. It only took a few days, surprisingly, which 
I guess it both part of a fly's own regenerative properties as well as Juju's curse, which 
was probably extremely powerful, considering you were just a tot. After you woke up 
from your coma, you were raised normally for a while, and then Leo took over and taught 
you most of what you know, including fighting and how to fly, although he later admitted 
that he mostly guessed at the latter, which I should have foreseen, being that he can’t fly. 
In any event, time went on and you eventually became part of the team, but I'm sure you 
remember that part. As for why we even turned you into a super to begin with, well, to be 
honest, we needed more supers, and when your father wouldn't take you back, it was the 
perfect opportunity to add another member of the time. And that’s the whole shebang. 

Any questions?" 

All of the villains look at Fly Guy, expecting a response, but he shrugs. "I don’t really 
know what to think. You guys stole my real life away from me, what I could have been. 
On the other hand, if my father was racked by an affair, he probably was a dirtbag 
anyway, and in that respect, you actually gave me my real life. Perhaps this was all meant 
to be, and I should be thankful, I don’t know. Actually, I do have one question - why 
flies?" "Oh, that’s simple" replies Bombshell, "We needed another super to help track 



Topaz, and a flying super is a great bonus." Fly Guy gets up and says, "It’s late, but I 
think I'll go for a little fly and clear my head. I have a lot to think over." He leaves the 
room, leaving the rest of the villains confused, but it's not long before they return to their 
previous activities; Bombshell goes to her room, exhausted from the storytelling. Fly Guy 
takes the elevator to the roof and stares out over the ledge. "In another life, this drop 
would have killed me, but now I can soar to the heavens above with no regard for limit. 

So why do I feel cheated out of my destiny?" He flies off into the night, only for Claire to 
emerge onto the roof moments later. "I hope Fly Guy is alright" she says to no one in 
particular, "His powers were forced on him, after all. Perhaps I better check on him." She 
sets herself alight, and using her emotional superpower, the flames turn a blazing blue. 
Claire runs across the roof and jumps into the air; the flames on the bottom of her body 
keep her aloft and fire shooting out from her feet propels her forward, and she, too, 
travels over the city. 

Meanwhile, Fly Guy is moving over the red-light district over the city, and views the 
sordid details of the section below. "I suppose it could be worse" he thinks, "I could have 
been taken by one of them. Then I probably would have ended up being a mugger or a 
rapist or some crap. Although then you have to question if being a supervillain is any 
better, since you are still committing crimes. I guess there are some questions that can 
never be answered." Suddenly, Fly Guy spots an eerie red glow in one of the alleys below 
and goes down to one of the siding roofs to see what's happening. In the alley, a man in a 
completely white suit is glowing, as he corners a pimp who is shaking at the knees. "Just 
tell me where I can find the Family Villa and I’ll let you live...maybe." The man tumbles 
backward over a garbage bag and falls onto his hands and feet as he tries to scramble 
away. "I told you already, man, I have no idea where they live. Nobody does." "Are you 
saying that no one in this entire freaking city has managed to discover their location? 
Surely you jest." And with that, the man shoots out a red beam from his forehead. It hits 
the pimp in the chest, and burns a hole through, melting his innards. "Holy crap!" gasps 
Fly Guy, and he starts to lift off to return to the Villa. The man hears him, and, seeing him 
in the air, realizes he must be a super. He lets out a beam once more and it hits Fly Guy's 
right wing, and Fly Guy spins out of of control. He falls back on the roof, and the man 
climbs up the emergency fire stairs to get to the top, using a dumpster to reach the ladder. 
With both of them on the roof, the man asks snidely, "So who are you and what can you 
tell me about the Family Villa?" "That depends. Who are you, and what do you want with 
the Family?" "Don't be a smartass, boy, I can kill you in an instant. Just answer my 
questions before you get hurt." "I'm nobody at all, just a lonely refugee. As for the Family 
Villa, you won’t find it. It's hidden from human eyes." Fly Guy attempts to zip away with 
just one wing, but the man bums it away and Fly Guy falls down. He bounces off the roof 
and down into the alley below, where he lands on his hands and knees, breaking the 
bones. "God damn it!" he howls in pain, as the man climbs back down and picks up Fly 
Guy by the neck of his shirt. "I'll give you one more chance - where's the Villa?" "Screw 
you" Fly Guy replies, and spits saliva in the man’s face. It starts to bum him, so the man 
lets out a small red glow by where the saliva hit him, and the aura dissolves it. He is 
about to deliver the killing blow to Fly Guy when he hears a noise from behind and spots 
Claire lowering herself from the air. "Leave him alone, or face my wrath" she demands, 
with little time to come up with a better line, "I will not hold back on you." She walks 



toward him, her body ablaze, and the man drops Fly Guy. He turns to her and shoots out a 
red beam, but when it hits her suit, the beam is neutralized and Claire remains unaffected. 
"Who are you?" demands Claire. The man picks up Fly Guy and slumps him over his 
right shoulder, then walks away from her and gets into a car at the other end of the alley. 
Claire rushes after him but the man's left hand glows and he places it uncomfortably close 
to Fly Guy's own head. "Not an inch more, Red. Tell the Villa 'Regards from Radon’. I'll 
be there soon." He puts Fly Guy in the passenger seat, slides over the hood, and gets into 
the car, driving off. Claire stands there dumbfounded and unsure of what to do. 

As Radon drives away with Fly Guy, he smiles at the badly injured supervillain. "So tell 
me something, young one, why are you so intent on protecting the Family Villa? If you're 
truly a 'refugee' as you claim, then it shouldn’t matter. Logically, you are truly a villain as 
well. In that case, what does it matter what happens to the Villa? From one supervillain to 
another, I can tell you that holding too much allegiance in one place is pointless. You 
must be able to rely on yourself at all times, in case things go completely the wrong way, 
as they did for you tonight. Do you really expect your fellow supers to look for you?" Fly 
Guy looks over at him weakly and responds, "You will never understand a thing about 
family, Radon. They are more than just coworkers or associates. There is between us a 
love that a superevil doesn't get. Life is people - besides, who are you to talk, working 
within an organization? You're a hypocrite." Radon chuckles. "Haven’t you wondered 
why we keep attacking one by one? First Quaff, then Helmholtz, and now me? There is 
no trust between any of us. True, I work for an organization, but it's really a misnomer. 
After all, an 'organism' can only function if all of its parts cooperating together. I work as 
a mercenary, nothing more, sent to destroy the Villa so that it won’t disturb us when we 
try to take Elsie. Before Helmholtz was killed, he sent back what information he knew, 
and it seems that the heroes and villains are working together, which, I must say, is 
pitiful. Anyhow, trying to destroy the superheroes directly is risky with Elsie nearby, so 
my boss wanted me to take out the Family first. But that female I just encountered may 
prove to be a problem." 

Claire, not wanting Radon to kill Fly Guy, returns home, and rushes to the lounge, where 
only Incarnate remains. "Incarnate! Fly Guy's been captured! I'm pretty sure it's from the 
next superevil, a guy who calls himself'Radon' and can use some sort of red energy to 
kill. We need to inform everyone!" "I think they've all gone to sleep already. Not that that 
has ever stopped us from kicking ass and possibly chewing bubblegum. Let's go tell 
Bombshell." The two wake up the matriarch from her slumber, and her first order is to 
wake up the rest of the supervillains. "So what can you tell us Claire? What do you know 
about Radon?" "Actually" interrupts Audio, "I think I can help. If Radon was the threat 
that Optic tried to warn me about, then he uses a very high frequency of radiation to 
attack his enemies. The radiation is so deadly that it can melt away body parts." "But it 
doesn't seem to work against me" says Claire, “So at least we have a possible defense 
against him. And he doesn’t know how many we are, so we have the advantage. 
Unfortunately, I have no idea where he went, and he has Fly Guy as a hostage, so we 
have to act carefully. Damn it, I should have attacked him when I had the chance. This is 
all my fault!" "Relax" says Bombshell, trying to console her, "No one is to blame for the 
superevils but the superevils themselves. A question, however: how did you even find 



them in the first place? The last I recall, you said you were going to the roof." "Oh" 
answers Claire, sheepishly, "I kind of can fly now...but I really don't think that matters at 
this point. We have to save Fly Guy!" "Of course, of course. I was just wondering. Now, 
we need a plan." 



Chapter 66: The Cursed Blessing 


Bombshell calls up Cubes, and the whole of the Topaz Villa, minus Nexus, Volta, and 
Elsie, and Misha’el's children, arrive. Surge is still stuck at college for the night, but 
Serenity is able to oblige and hurries on over by herself. A meeting begins in the third 
floor lounge of the Family Villa, headed by Bombshell. "So, basically" she starts, 
yawning, "Fly Guy has been captured by a man known to us as ’Radon’. As per Audio's 
intel, he uses radiation as his power and can easily damage and kill with his ability. So, 
any suggestions on how to disable, that is, to destroy, this Radon?" "What about 
Serenity?" opts Cubes, "If she isn’t against it. We should be taking advantage of her 
immortality against these superevils. Although Helmholtz was too powerful against her, 
and I doubt she could have stood up to Quaffs magic." "Eh, if you think it's the best idea" 
sighs Serenity, "I’d rather not, but I don’t have much of a choice. I just keep wondering 
how many of these guys and gals we’ll have to go through before they're done with. Will 
it be endless?" "I can safely say that we hope there's a limit" answers Cubes, "And seeing 
that they work for an organization, that may very well be the case. Anyhow, if you feel up 
to it, you should go, even if out of guilt. Radon seems especially dangerous to me." 

Cubes points to Seeker. "Seeker, what about you? In astral form, you'd be another good 
choice against the target. Eike Helmholtz, Radon would useless against you." "True" says 
Claire, putting her hand on Seeker's shoulder, "But he also failed against Helmholtz, 
because he had a hostage. Radon has Fly Guy, so it may turn out the same. Even if 
Serenity goes against Radon, who knows how things will turn out. Do we dare sacrifice a 
life to kill Radon?" "If it comes to that" says Bombshell, "We may have to, as horrible as 
that seems. But Seeker seems the best chance. Fast time, he failed, because he 
communicated with Helmholtz. This time, he should go in his astral form alone. After 
attacking Radon, he’ll be able to separate the superevil from Fly Guy. This will give 
Serenity the opening she needs to attack Radon without compromising Fly Guy's life. 
We’ll need someone to retrieve Fly Guy, and I propose Claire, who, given recent 
revelations, can fly. She can swoop in and get him, while still being protected from 
Radon's powers." "Hold on!" interrupts Cubes, "She can fly?! And she's protected by 
radiation? How is this so?" "As for flying, I cannot vouch" responds Bombshell, "But 
after Alpha killed Strongarm, I set to work on an upgrade to her suit. I have added a thin 
layer of depleted thorium to it, dense enough to prevent radiation but not too thick as to 
make the suit too heavy. I must admit, it was solely as extra armor, but that it works 
against radiation is a nice bonus, seeing as she was attacked by Radon." 

"Huh" says Claire, "No wonder my suit felt different. Anyway, I've been able to fly since 
defeating Alpha. I unlocked an emotional power - Seeker can attest - and it has allowed 
me to take my flames to new heights, both literally and in regards to temperature. I agree 
that I should take part in this. The three of us together should suffice. However, Radon 
can shoot radioactive beams from a good distance, so we may need a back-up plan." 
"What about Misha’el?" asks Dread, "He's been awfully quiet all this time. Do you even 
have a radius of power?" For the first time in a while, Misha’el speaks up. "As long as I 
can see my target, my power can be used. There are two limitations to what I can do - 



well, three, actually. One, the further away I am, the weaker my ability. Two, how much 
afterlife left I have to serve as fuel. And three, how fast I can find the right verse of 
Scripture. If Radon can attack from a distance as well, I may not be well-placed against 
him, unless I recite from where I can see him easily, but he cannot see me well, like a 
rooftop. I also have no defense against him, so we may need someone for that. What 
about you, Cubes?" "I guess I could encase you if needed, but I don’t know how that 
would fare against radiation. Bombshell?" "Yeah, it would do crap" replies Bombshell, 
"Sorry to be blunt, but maybe I should be your defender, even with the bad blood 
between us. I can create a smokescreen for you...and for the first line of attack, come to 
think of it. Alright, the plan is set. The rest of you, stay in the Villa and watch from the 
windows in case you're needed." "What about me?" pipes up Penta, "Should I continue to 
research Quaffs pendant?" "Yeah, that's a good idea. You never know when that will 
come in handy. And Crusher, you better stay inside this time. Only Claire's suit has 
thorium in it." 

* 

Radon continues to drive with Fly Guy in the passenger seat. Fly Guy, feeling queasy, 
suddenly lurches forward and throws up onto the floor below him. "Ah, don't worry about 
ruining the carpet" says Radon, "I've had to clean this car many times from puke. Besides 
from burning and damaging tissue, radiation also makes a person pretty sick. You won’t 
be feeling good for a while. Unless you want to tell me the Villa's location, that is. I can 
absorb radiation as well as giving it off, so I can heal you at any time - well, not the 
broken bones, but that was your fault, now wasn’t it?" Fly Guy sits back up, exhaling 
heavily. "I would rather die than tell you where the Villa is. More lives would be lost if I 
were to remain alive in this situation. What the hell do you get out of this, anyhow?" 
Radon rolls his eyes. "I told you already, I'm a mercenary. I'll get paid, and rather well. 
Enough so that I'll never have to have someone hurl in my car ever again. Money may 
not buy happiness, but it sure can help." "Hardly noble, but you sure are a gas" retorts Fly 
Guy, "What can a superevil know about happiness? You obviously have some feud with 
the world if you've resorted to being a thug for hire." "Don't speak like you know my 
situation, you child. Having a power isn't enough to make you a good guy, and I should 
know." 

"A long time ago, I was your average Joe - a little more than average, really, as I was a 
nuclear technician. After a disaster with the nuclear core, I emerged a super, and thought 
it was my destiny to help, just like all the other pitiful heroes out there. The thing is, it's 
not so easy to help people when your power is one of destruction. Sure, I can attack bank 
robbers, but I wasn’t looked upon so fondly when they died of radiation poisoning, or 
when the bank had to be neutralized, closing it for days. Situations like that got me bad 
press instead of fame, and soon I was ostracized as a 'superhero'. It is like they say, 'Some 
are bom with superpowers, some attain superpowers, some have superpowers thrust upon 
them'. Eventually, I gave up trying to help all the miscreants in this world, and focused on 
my own happiness instead. I have to say, it's been mighty helpful. And after this job, I can 
retire from being a super altogether. No more messes to be blamed on Radon." "Yeah, and 
with Elsie taken by your boss, he’ll probably just dispose of you" responds Fly Guy, 



coughing, "What use will you be once he has all the power in the world?" "Elsie isn’t 
limitless, you know. Besides, I trust my boss to keep his word. He may have no reason to 
keep me alive, but he’ll also have no reason to kill me. You'll see...or not, depending on if 
you live. Now, I'll ask you again, where is the Family Villa?" Fly Guy turns to Radon and 
answers, "And I’ll tell you again: Screw you". "A foolish reply, insectoid." Radon places 
his right hand on Fly Guy left ann and bums it off, and the arm flops to the floor. Fly Guy 
screams in pain, and Radon turns on some music to drown out the cries. Fly Guy's 
howling soon turns to crying, and Radon turns the music off. "Now, are we ready to 
cooperate?" "It's 1729 Einstein Boulevard, alright?!" "Alright" Radon answers, smiling, 
as turns on his GPS and heads toward the Villa. 

* 

The anxious supers are at the Villa, waiting for Radon to arrive. "Maybe he won’t really 
come?" ponders Serenity aloud. "I doubt it" answers Claire, "He said he’ll be here soon, 
so I don’t doubt that he's found a way to get here. Maybe he got Fly Guy to tell him, or 
maybe he's gone to the Topaz Villa first. Or maybe he knows from Quaff. Who knows? 
But we should spend the time being prepared and not distracted from idle chatter." "Wow, 
you're the mature one, aren't you? I guess you still have the will of life within, though. 
You get to see things from a different perspective after a few centuries. But for Elsie's 
sake, I must agree. Still, one wonders how life would have been if Elsie wasn’t a demigod 
reborn - how is she one, anyhow?" "Please stop talking." Time passes, but eventually, 
they hear a car coming down the road, and, it being so late at night, there aren’t many 
options as to who can be the driver. The car stops on the opposite side of the street and 
Radon steps out. He slides over the hood once more and extracts Fly Guy from the seat. 
Even from far away, Claire can tell he's hurt. "He's missing his left arm! Damn that 
Radon!" The two supers slowly cross the street where they stand before Claire and 
Serenity, who are leaning against the Villa walls. Radon looks around and sees faces 
against all the front windows of the apartment building. "So, an army against one? This 
should be interesting. But first..." Radon places his arm on Fly Guy's other shoulder, and 
Fly Guy flinches. But instead of destroying his remaining arm, Radon absorbs the 
radiation from Fly Guy's body, and the latter now feels a lot better, even if his wounds are 
still great. Radon carries Fly Guy toward the Villa, and Fly Guy looks at Claire. "I'm 
sorry I told him where we live. I hope you understand." He starts to crawl up the steps, 
but a beam shoots out from behind and blasts a hole straight through Fly Guy's torso. 
"Ah!" he yells, and he slumps to the ground as blood pools out. "Fly Guy!" screams out 
Claire. She lifts him up and stares at the large hole. "I-I love you, Claire" says Fly Guy, 
and his eyes close for the last time. Tears stream down Claire's face as she holds the dead 
supervillain. "I love you, too, Fly Guy, but not in that way." 

She drops the corpse and sets herself on fire. Claire charges Radon who simply stands 
there and smiles. Before Claire reaches him, Radon blasts a hole in the ground and Claire 
falls and trips into it. Radon charges another beam, but Seeker comes up from behind in 
his astral form and attacks him. Radon falls backward and Seeker begins to punch him 
repeatedly, but Radon emits radiation from the back of his body, and burns through the 
sidewalk's concrete while Seeker remains aloft. Seeker floats down into the pit, but 



Radon is prepared this time. He strikes back with all four limbs at the air and knocks an 
unprepared Seeker right back into his body back in the Villa. Radon climbs out of the 
hole, and brushes off the gravel from his body. Claire is standing there her flames now 
blue. She throws a fireball from her right hand, but the energy dissipates against Radon’s 
radiation. Serenity comes to her aid and tackles Radon, pummeling as did Seeker. She 
suddenly stops and rolls off to the side, clutching her stomach, and vomits all over the 
street. "Oh, I don't feel so good." "I thought you were immortal?" asks Claire. "Well, I 
still get affected by some things from time to time, like from Helmholtz's ability. Ah, my 
stomach kills me - count me out." She throws up again and lays on the ground, resting. 
Claire retreats and lifts an arm up in air. "That's the signal!" shouts Bombshell to 
Misha’el, "Do your thing!" "Not so loud" he cautions, as he begins to recite, but Radon 
has heard Bombshell's words. He looks up, and vaguely sees their figures towering over 
the roofs ledge wall. Not knowing what powers they may have, he takes no chances, and 
Radon shoots gamma rays at the roof. The ledge wall melts away, and Bombshell tackles 
Misha’el so that they dodge the beam as it continues upward. 

Bombshell quickly gets up and throws a bomb down at Radon. It explodes and a 
smokescreen envelops him. Radon struggles to see as some of the smoke enters his lungs 
and causes him to cough heavily. Claire rushes forward into the smoke and blindly 
attacks, hitting Radon a few times. Radon gathers his bearings and focuses on the sound 
of Claire's movements and gives a kick in her direction. He lands the hit on her stomach 
and falls back out of the smoke. Radon follows, the smoke being too much for his eyes to 
bear. Now he stands exposed for everyone to see, as he look over Claire. "Enough of this, 
Red, you've been a hassle for too long." He shoots a beam toward the exposed part of 
Claire's face, but she quickly raises her arm in instinct and the radiation is deflected. An 
angry Seeker jumps from a second story window, now in his fused physical-astral form. 
The sidewalk crunches beneath his feet as he seeks out his target. A large, purple beast, he 
jumps toward Radon, who shoots out another beam which hits Seeker in his left arm. The 
radiation burns away some flesh, but Seeker keeps going, as if unaffected. "Oh crap..." is 
all Radon can manage, as his whole body glows red, "I hope this works." Seeker lands on 
Radon, crushing him. He takes Radon's arm in his hands and rips them out of their 
sockets. "Not so pleasant when you're on the receiving end, is it, Radon?" Radon coughs 
up blood as he convulses in immense pain, but soon Seeker gets up, feeling hurt as well. 
The front of his body is burned all over and he begins to feel the nauseating feeling that 
so affected Serenity. He backs away and rests on the curb, unable to fight any longer as 
he tries to hold onto his strength, but the pain gives way and he soon shrinks back to his 
usual self. Seeker retains the burns over his body and soon falls over, unconscious from 
the pain. Radon struggles to get back up to his feet without the use of his hands, but the 
damage to his body makes him unable to rise. He screams out in frustration and begins 
shooting out gamma rays at the Villa, trying to hit anyone and anything, and randomly 
hits Misha’el in the stomach - he keels over, clutching his stomach, but manages to walk 
out of Radon's vision. Exhausted, Radon lay there, knowing his fate is all but sealed at 
this point, and that he has failed in his mission. "Damn heroes" he thinks, "If only they 
weren't here, I might have stood a chance." 


He charges one last beam at Seeker, hoping to kill him, but hears a soft voice from his 



left, and turns to see Penta. Holding the pendant with her right hand, she speaks, as an 
indigo aura surrounds her. "Mix sal thalan uz uvay sal shu unu thal." An ethereal hand 
emerges from the pendant and strikes Radon in the chest. It slowly removes an indigo 
being - his soul - from his body, but Radon refuses to let go easily. The soul inches back 
and forth between them, and times stands still for them, as the other supers do nothing but 
stand by and watch a battle of wills being fought out. "Do you really think you're strong 
enough for my soul, girly?" mocks Radon, "Tve had more experience than you in life, and 
am thus far more powerful." "You may have had a longer life" answers Penta, keeping 
her concentration undisturbed, "But that doesn’t mean you're stronger. Power comes from 
within, and someone such as yourself can only feel for himself. I, on the other hand, feel 
greatly for others, so that their strength becomes mine. Never underestimate 
togetherness." Soon, the soul gets closer and closer to the pendant, and Radon is having a 
hard time keeping his thoughts with the wounds he retains. "Ah, screw it, I've had a good 
run." He gives up and his soul floats freely to the pendant, which now glows indigo itself. 
Penta replaces the pendant back in her pocket. "That was certainly easier than I thought." 
"Of course it was" says Claire, still lying on the ground, "We softened him up for you. In 
a one-to-one fight, do you really believe you could have taken him, at your current level? 
Fly Guy even gave up his life for us!" "I know" answers Penta,"He's what I focused on 
when I had that tug-of-war with Radon. We weren’t in love in any shape or fonn, but we 
were close friends, and it pained me greatly to see him die. But I knew that I couldn’t let 
that pain get to me just yet, not when everyone was counting on me to end this. Come on, 
let's get you and the others out of here." 

* 

Seeker is sent to the hospital to undergo treatment for his burns, and Misha’el joins him 
for his own treatment. Cubes takes Serenity home to rest up for the time being. Although 
injured, Claire can still take care of herself and refuses to be helped, wanting to gain the 
strength to stand alone when needed. "What if I'm alone when something like this 
happens?" she asks of the others, "I'll need all the will I can get." The others shrug at her 
demand but decide to leave her be, since, as Bombshell determines, the radiation has had 
no effect on her. The others, tired as anything from the late night excursion, return to their 
respective rooms, where they can at least take solace in the fact that one more superevil 
has been defeated. Two of the supervillains, however, stay up. Seethe dissolves Radon's 
body so that he may never return from the dead, and then takes Fly Guy's body to the 
freezer in Bombshell's lab, to be buried in the morning; Penta flies up to the roof and 
mulls over the night’s events. She takes out the glowing pendant and grasps it in her right 
hand. Focusing, she shoots out some radiation into the air. "I've got a physical power now 
as well. But at what cost?" 



Chapter 6 7 : Silent Witness 


The next day, the supers arise late, due to the late night battle. They gather at the 
cemetery for Fly Guy's funeral. Ever since Strongarm’s death, there has been a closeness 
between the two sides, and perhaps that is what propelled the superheroes to join the 
funeral. The service goes by slowly, as the sun beams down on them, a warm and sunny 
day being predicted by the meteorologist. They stand around the plot, moping his death to 
yet another superevil, and wonder when things will return to normal. Or course, even if 
there was an end to the superevils, the dichotomy could never return. The two Villas were 
bound by emotion far too strongly - at least most of the supers believed that. Incarnate 
was more wary of the intrusion of the heroes into his life, and Misha’el still hasn't trusted 
the villains fully. Yet they all gathered to bid farewell one last time to Fly Guy, a starting 
point if anything else. Penta, having known Fly Guy the best, was to give the eulogy. She 
stands in front of his grave and faces toward the supers gathered around, mixed together 
as if no boundary ever existed between them. "The literal meaning of'eulogy', its 
etymology, is 'well spoken’. I think that alone speaks the whole of Fly Guy, aka Percy III. 
He rarely got angry, and always seemed to have a good word to say to his friends. We 
used to take flight in the night sometimes and just talk about our days, and just as he was 
amiable in his speech, he was admirable in his ability to listen. A person, super or not, can 
be summed up by the way he treats others, and Fly Guy made sure to have a kind word 
whenever we spoke. It is with great sadness that I will no longer be able to fly with him 
in this world, but perhaps in the next world our souls will drift together. He may have 
been made a super just because we needed one, but in the end, he needed us as well, so 
much that he refused to become human once more. Good night, sweet prince." The supers 
stand around some more, chatting for a while, before Cubes decides that it's time for the 
heroes to go. They leave the graveyard and the villains, who stick around for a little 
longer, remembering the times they had with Fly Guy. But eventually, they need to leave, 
too, for their own obligations, be it work, school, or miscellaneous. 

A teenager wearing goggles drives along Einstein Boulevard, looking for the Family 
Villa. Since Radon failed in his mission to destroy the Villa, this boy was sent to 
complete the job. The boss wanted no mistakes this time, and decided to go with the sure 
route. Why he wasn’t sent in the first place is another matter; perhaps the boss was saving 
this boy in the event he needed him. But by the way the boy drives, this much is clear: he 
means business. He continues onward, and as he progresses, pedestrian after pedestrian 
drop dead on the spot, crushed like a grape with their blood splattered over the ground. 
Each time, the boy holds up two fingers and closes them, the simple action somehow 
leading to their demise. He has no care to make a pit stop, but he also has little regard for 
human life, and wants no one in his way when he completes his mission Soon, he gets to 
the Villa using the information Radon transmitted back to the boss while taking back Fly 
Guy. He gets out of the car on the other side of the street, looks at the Villa, and, from his 
viewpoint, places his hands vertically on each side of the apartment building. Then, he 
claps his hands together and the dwelling is squeezed from the sides, and breaks to 
pieces. Brick and wood are shattered and scattered, and a cloud of dust is cast over the 



ruins. The boy brushes off his shoulders from the dust, looks toward the demolished 
building, and gets back to his car, driving toward the Topaz Villa now, although that will 
take him some time. 

Meanwhile, the heroes have returned home. They start about their daily businesses, 
getting ready to leave for their various activities, when an alarm goes off - the police are 
calling. Cubes rushes to the phone, and a conversation takes place. "Cubes, we've been 
getting some disturbing reports. Starting earlier this morning, there have been many 
suspicious deaths in the city. After sending out officers, it can only be determined that the 
victims were crushed to death. The only problem is, the deaths happened out in the open, 
with nothing nearby to even crush them. There are no witnesses to the scenes, and there 
seems to be no apparent motive if indeed it is the work of a serial killer. The only clue we 
have is that the deaths seem to be leaving a trail down Einstein Boulevard. Do you think 
the villains could be responsible for this?" "It is highly unlikely, no, impossible, for the 
supervillains to be involved: they were with me the entire morning save for a brief period 
where they woke up and got ready. I'm afraid that, if correct, this is the latest in a string of 
supers known as 'superevils', and a particularly vicious one at that. I can’t tell you how it's 
happening, but there's no way this can have a silver lining. If these deaths are random, 
people should be advised to stay inside until the matter is resolved." The conversation 
ends there and Cubes informs the rest of the heroes to keep indoors. "Something strange 
is going on, guys and gals, and we need to tell the Family." He picks up the phone and 
dials, but only gets a busy signal. "Strange, that's never happened before." Cubes then 
tries Bombshell's cell phone, and hopes things are alright. To his relief, she answers, but 
to his dismay, she does so in a panic. "You wouldn’t believe it, Cubes, our Villa has been 
destroyed! I don’t know how, but we've lost it all, We're looking through the ruins to 
locate anything we can get our hands on, from clothes to equipment to whatever. And 
Lucy, we cannot find her at all!" "Listen to me carefully" says Cubes, "I think this was 
the work of another superevil. There's been a trail of deaths this morning, and they led in 
your path. Try to get out of there, and get everyone to the back of Topaz, where we’ll 
transport you. As for Lucy, call the police and they'll send a search party over. I don’t 
think your Villa will be hidden from them any longer. Oh, and be careful. If the superevil 
can destroy a brick building in a single morning, there's no telling of his or her powers." 

Bombshell ends the call and shouts out to the others, "We got another superevil on the 
loose! He's been through here, so he’s probably the one to do this. We’re heading up to 
Topaz for now to come up with a short term, and hopefully long term, plan. We’re taking 
all the cars, but we’re going through their Villa from behind, just in case. Everybody, 
gather what you have, and let's go! We’ll call the police to look for Lucy." The 
supervillains bunch together in four vehicles and drive off, curving around the city from 
the west to the back of Topaz. At first, they find bodies all over the town, but soon they 
travel away from the superevil's path and into an area with some life in it. "It looks like 
this is a safe area" thinks Bombshell, as she leads the packs of cars, "At least for now. 

Just what the hell is going on?" They turn onto Leibniz Place, which is parallel to Newton 
Lane and passes behind the Topaz Villa. When they get to the apartment building that 
faces back-to-back with the Villa, they park, and get out, and find Vector and Nexus 
waiting for them. The two, along with Penta and Wayward, lift everyone over the 



building and onto the roof of the Villa, where they find all of the heroes waiting, 
including Surge, Serenity, and, surprisingly, Elsie. Bodave asks the obvious; "So why are 
we all on the roof?" "After we heard that your Villa was destroyed" answers Dread, "We 
thought it might be a good idea to stay on the roof instead of inside the building, just in 
case. But in the event that the building does collapse, I guess it will still be hard to make 
it out alive. Either way, we have the flying supers to get us out of here if need be." "So 
what's the situation?" "We’re pretty sure the superevil is down on the street in front of the 
Villa, but we're not too sure. It's not like any of us has x-ray vision...no offense, Audio." 
"None taken" Audio answers, "And I'm sorry that I can't help much. Optic and I heard 
about this particular superevil, but we couldn’t gather much information. He leaves no 
survivors and he doesn't speak. All I know, from questioning a lackey of the organization 
early on, is that his name is 'Eyesore'. You can interpret as much as you want from there. 
Aside from that, I can hear his movements. He's pacing back and forth across the street. 
I'd say he's about five and a half feet tall, with a regular build. From his footsteps, it also 
sounds as if he's wearing a suit of some sort. Say, couldn’t Elsie see him somehow?" 
"We’d rather not risk that" replies Nexus, "Just in case this Eyesore accidentally kills her 
like he's killed so many others. If his name really is 'Eyesore', then perhaps his power 
involves sight - the best thing to do would be to remain out of his vision, then. Although, 
there is a way we can still see him. Did anyone bring a mirror with them from the Family 
Villa? I'd go back inside to get one, but, again, it's risky. Let's play this one safer than the 
last." 

"I got one!" yells Claire, providing a hand mirror to Nexus, "You never know when you 
might need one." He takes it, and cautiously walks to the ledge wall. As he approaching, 
his posture becomes that of a stoop, until he is kneeling next to the wall. He lifts up the 
mirror and looks at the reflected light to find Eyesore. He locates him, and takes in as 
much detail as he can. He returns to the others and exhales. "Audio got it right - he's 
wearing a suit, probably like the rest of us are. But he's also goggles on. I don’t know 
why, maybe to protect his eyes or something. But we have to be very careful about this. 
I've got a very bad feeling about it all." "Okay, fine, I'll go" says Serenity, "We all know 
I'll be asked to anyhow. This is getting mighty annoying." "Hey" says Cubes, "It's less 
annoying than more of us dying. Do you have a plan, or are you just going to jump in 
there?" "The latter. Screw planning. If I can't kill him, then you can do whatever you 
want." Serenity runs to the edge of the roof and jumps over the small wall. She plummets 
through the air and lands on the sidewalk, cracking it. Eyesore quickly raises a hand to 
his right eye. He curls his fist around his view of her and squeezes shut, but when he 
opens his hand Serenity is still there. He tries clapping with both hands but this, too, 
proves futile. Serenity dashes forward, and Eyesore, in frustration, lifts his right hand. He 
flicks his perspective of Serenity to the left, and she goes flying through the air, over 
countless roads and buildings of Eisenstadt, ending up somewhere west of the city. The 
supers watch her barrel through the air. "Well, that just sucks." 

As Serenity soars over the earth, she takes out her cell phone and calls Cubes. "Yeah, 
Cubes? So, apparently, Eyesore uses his hands somehow to attack what he sees. I don't 
get it myself, but he flicked his hand, and the next thing you know, I'm almost in Heinlein 
City. Be very, very careful with this guy. Also, do you think this counts as a roaming 



call?" Cubes sighs and turns to the others. "Based on Serenity's testimony, Eyesore's 
ability has something to do with his hands. And I think he can only attack what he sees, 
or else he could have killed all of us by now. I think the only thing that's preventing him 
from destroying this building is the possibility, in his mind, that Elsie is with us." "Hey!" 
pipes Crusher, recalling his experience with Beta, "I could take away his hands, just like I 
did to that other kid." "That’s a nice thought" says Bombshell, "But, no. I'm not 
endangering you. Besides, How would you even get to his hands? You'd be dead the 
moment he sees you. I wish Seeker wasn’t in the hospital...we could have used his help 
right about now. I could throw a bomb or two, but who's to say that Eyesore couldn’t 
destroy those as well. Hmm, it's a problem, alright." "I think I can help" says Wayward, 
"If I get underneath Eyesore, in the sewer, I can force him to kiss the street. Then you can 
have at him as you wish." "Nice one!" says Bombshell, "Where the hell have you been all 
this time?" "I was always here" Wayward answers quietly, "I’ve mostly just been 
observing the chaos." "I'll go, too" says Leopard, "You'll need me to navigate." And with 
that, Wayward and Leopard step off the roof and they slowly descend to Leibniz Place. 
Leopard uncovers a manhole and climbs down; he finds a path that leads him and 
Wayward across to Newton Lane. Leopard sniffs the air, trying to get the scent of 
Eyesore. "Man, there's so much sewage here, it's hard to find anything human." He keeps 
at it until they spot a manhole nearby. Leopard climbs up the ladder and easily lifts the 
cover with one hand, being careful not to make any noise. He looks around and spots blue 
shoes not ten feet away. "That must be him" he thinks, "I hope." 

Leopard signals to Wayward, who, in turn, increases the gravity around him. Leopard 
struggles to stay on the ladder, but stays long enough to see Eyesore fall to the ground, 
his face to the side and his hands on each side of his body. Leopard lets out a loud roar 
and falls back down into the sewer. Hearing the noise, Nexus investigates and finds, via 
the hand mirror, that Eyesore is prone, his stomach facing the street. He shouts it out to 
the others, and Surge reacts to the call. She stabs herself in each leg, and lets out a painful 
cry, and then races to the edge, easily scaling the ledge wall. She lands near Eyesore, and 
with her adrenaline racing, she overcomes Wayward's gravity. Surge nears Eyesore, but, 
seeing her, he closes his right fist, and the street below disappears, sending her into the 
sewer. Not to be outdone, Surge jumps back through the hole with a smug look on her 
face. She jumps and is about to land on Eyesore when her legs are suddenly crushed and 
she is flung through the air. We see that Eyesore has managed to lift an arm despite the 
gravity. Surge lands and roars in pain, as a red mist envelops her entire body. She crawls 
with her hands as quickly as she can toward Eyesore, but he squeezes his perspective of 
her with his right hand, and when he opens his fist, she is squashed on the pavement, her 
guts everywhere. Eyesore manages to get both of his hands under him. He places them by 
his eyes, and curls them closed, destroying the pavement beneath his face, and allowing 
him to see Wayward. Wayward, having seen the sewer suddenly lit up by the light that 
passes through the first hole, notices Eyesore and runs away, but Eyesore crushes one of 
Wayward's feet. In horrible pain, Wayward lets go of the gravity and Eyesore stands up, 
feeling that he is no longer restrained. 


From above, Nexus tells the others what has happened. Penta recites, "Han xolt xolu 
lonul" and becomes invisible. She floats down to Eyesore and slowly closes in on him. 



Penta pulls out a knife and tries to stab Eyesore in the shoulder, but his suit protects him. 
She immediately grasps his left hand and plunges the knife into it, and blood sprays 
everywhere. Unfortunately for her, the blood outlines pieces of her body, and Eyesore 
starts attacking her physically. Vector, watching without abandon from the roof, flies 
down and and swoops into Eyesore. He falls backward, but regains his balance. Eyesore 
takes the knife out of his hand and waves the wound around, spreading more blood over 
Penta's body. Then, he puts his two hands at the edges of his sight, and starts to close 
them, when he is attacked from behind. He stumbles forward, and spins on his heel to 
face the attacker, but sees no one. He squirts blood in the direction, yet no one appears, 
only for him to be attacked by the rear once more. Eyesore gets overwhelmed and, 
confused, charges at Vector, believing her to be the source. He tackles her and slashes her 
waist. Eyesore backs away, satisfied with her injury, and gets both her and Penta in his 
vision. He tries to kill them once more, but a knife slashes him across his bare neck, 
instantly killing him. Penta's spell fades and the rest of the supers look from the roof to 
see what has happened. Suddenly, a woman, looking to be about 21, materializes out of 
thin air, and rushes to Vector's side. She quickly takes a bottle of peroxide from a belt she 
wears., and after sterilizing the wound, she bandages it. "That should hold for now, but 
you'll need to go to the hospital." "Who are you?" asks Vector. "You can call me 'Star 
Sweeper', love." And with that she kisses Vector on the lips. Vector is shocked and 
confused, but accepts the osculation. The other supers race down to the street where they 
circle around the deceased Eyesore. Cubes takes off the goggles and is disturbed at what 
he sees. Instead of irises, Eyesore's eyes are entirely violet. Incarnate examines the 
goggles and declares, "It looks like these goggles were used to protect his eyes", as he 
gives it a sharp rap, "The material seems to be titanium, and the glass is probably 
bulletproof." Leopard and Wayward come back up from the sewer, and the supers notice 
Wayward's wound. Cubes gets Elsie to heal him up, although she feels ill at ease in doing 
so, and she regenerates Incarnate's arm as well. "We’re all on the same side at this point" 
explains Cubes, "No sense in pulling any punches." 

The day has been won once more, but this time at the cost of Surge's life. Bodave 
expresses regret of her loss. "Although she was a hero she was also once one of us. I like 
to think that we had something in common. Neither of us seemed to be 'bad enough’ for 
murder, yet we did it all the same. I remember when she once accidentally killed a man. I 
think Surge was still too confused about who she was then, and she was a reluctant super, 
but I also think that she redeemed herself today by trying to destroy Eyesore...may she 
rest in peace." "So what now?" asks Bombshell, "Our Villa has been destroyed, and we 
have nowhere to go." "For now" replies Cubes, "You can stay by us, at least until all 
threats of superevils exists. After that, well, we’ll discuss it then. Let's take this one day at 
a time. What about the new kid?" He points to Star Sweeper, who looks back and 
answers, "I came from Clarkeston to join the fight for Elsie. I have nowhere to stay, so I'll 
be happy if you let me lodge by you." "Sounds good." Wayward and Vector are taken to 
the hospital, and Misha’el returns from his treatments, although Seeker still remains. 

What is left of Surge is buried in the cemetery, as a second funeral takes place that day. 
Eyesore's body is destroyed, and as the day comes to an end, the non-injured supers 
return to the Topaz Villa, where the heroes and villains share rooms together. 



Chapter 68: Shade 


The next few days go by without any problematic incidents. Even the general crimes by 
the populace seems to have died down a bit, as if the presence of the superevils has 
pervaded in the general feeling of the city, becoming palpable. The supers were more 
than glad for this reprieve from fighting, as they needed the rest for future threats. The 
different students go back to their classes, explaining their absence as a stomach virus, 
and the various workers have taken sick leave as well. The stress of leading a double life 
is something the supers are used to, but with the added pressure of the superevils, things 
were getting stressful. If the heroes and villains were fighting against each other as per 
usual, battles could always be postponed to the weekend, but the superevils have no care 
for convenience. The only matter is time, how long it takes to get Elsie and by what 
means. Conclusively, the supers were living by the superevils' schedule, which meant that 
they had to be ready to fight 24/7. 

However, the supers were still adjusting to sharing rooms with each other. Seethe joined 
with Audio, Star Sweeper dwelled with Vector, Claire and Penta split Aquano's old room, 
Crusher donned with Elsie, and Chrono roomed with Xeno since they were already 
familiar with each other. The others got their own rooms, except for Incarnate, who 
agreed to share with Bodave, seeing as they were already working together, anyhow. And 
Misha’el's children were moved to their uncle's house to keep them safe now that the 
Topaz Villa was under attack. The police found the remains of Lucy under the enormous 
pile of debris, as well as Legerdemain's enchanted rod, but little else. Bombshell's lab was 
utterly destroyed, and the subbasement still existed, but it stood hidden below all the 
destruction. Life became a little hectic for everyone, save Serenity, as the Topaz Villa 
quickly became a very busy place, usually swarming with activity. The lack of distance 
only served to make relations between the two sides even closer, which could only hinder 
the efforts of the superevils. 

* 

One day, a Monday, Incarnate comes up to Cubes and Bombshell, holding Eyesore's 
goggles. "So, as it turns out" he starts, "There's been a live feed from the goggles the 
entire time, recording everything it saw, and sending it back to a location somewhere east 
of the city. Don’t worry, I disabled the feed, but, unfortunately, the head of the superevils 
saw a lot of infonnation. He's definitely seen every single super by now, and probably 
knows a bunch of our abilities due to the battle with Eyesore. Needless to say, which 
makes it strange that I say this in the first place, the superevils will have a slight 
advantage over us. Even with Audio's intel, they'll still know more about us than we will 
about them." "Well that sucks" says Bombshell, "But I guess it was bound to happen 
sooner or later. But with all of us in one location, we should be have a stronger defense, 
even if it also makes us an easier target." "Our only hope is to keep on fighting and hope 
for the best" adds Cubes, "We must learn from our past mistakes. Running recklessly into 
battle gets us killed. It may be better to wait for the enemy to come to us, rather than the 



other way around. By sticking together, we minimize the risk of death. 


Nearing 7 PM, a black van is parked outside the remains of the Family Villa. It windows 
are tinted so that one cannot see in from any angle, not even through the windshield, as 
illegal as that may be. Inside, two woman are talking; one, about 27, is wearing a black 
body suit that goes up to the bottom of her head, and is sitting in the driver's seat; the 
other, around the age of 25, is dressed in plainclothes and is sitting in the passenger seat. 
The two are talking, and their intent is quite clear from their words. "You know, Sis, that 
everyone has failed before us, even if they took out an enemy or two. This suggests that 
they are a hell of a lot stronger than the boss is willing to admit." "I know" says the elder 
woman, "A part of me is beginning to question his tactic of sending us so spread out. If 
all of us were to go at once, Elsie would be ours in a heartbeat. I can't imagine what he's 
thinking, Wanda." "I can, Yvette" responds the younger, "He doesn't trust us. He probably 
think that if everyone went at once, after Elsie was retrieved we’d fight among ourselves 
for the credit of who got her, or that we'd turn out like Quaff and try to get Elsie for 
ourselves. I'm also beginning to wonder if we're just pawns in a bigger game." "Well, of 
course we’re pawns - we fight for the boss, not ourselves. He employed us, even if he did 
so a little...forcefully. Besides, it's not like we disagree with his overall plan, so there's no 
purpose in questioning motives at this point. Let's just try to get Elsie, and hope we don't 
fail." "Whatever you say, Sis. I'm in the mood for blood, anyway, and I'm sure Muluz is 
as well." 

Back at the Villa, dinner is being served, and Audio sits down to a table populated by 
Cubes, Dread, Bombshell, and Crusher. "What's the word?" asks Dread of Audio, "Any 
more intel you can share with us?" "Yes" he answers, "But not as solid as the last bits. 
Let's see...well first there are the Sinister Sisters. The older one, Yvette, possesses a 
demon that lives inside her. It's a partially corporeal demon, and has a spiritual makeup, 
so it can go through any material. Its name is Muluz. As for the other sister, Wanda, I 
don’t know what she can do, as she doesn’t like to leave witnesses. Then you have Zipper, 
who is said to be immortal like Serenity, but you can never know for sure. After that, 
there's some guy named 'Despair', whatever the hell that entails, but I don't know of 
anymore. Keep in mind, Optic and I had to track this information without getting 
ourselves killed, so our information is sparse." "So there's at least four more, then" adds 
Dread, "That isn’t good. The first four already took out a sizable chu nk of our forces, and 
I hate to see what the next four can do." "Oh" interrupts Audio, "There's also the boss, of 
course, so there's at least five more before we can relax. And you never know, this is just 
one organization, so there might always be more. I've been hearing reports of superheroes 
in other cities stepping up their fight against the supervillains in order to prevent them 
from leaving to Eisenstadt. I guess not all hope is lost." 

The Sinister Sisters arrive at the Topaz Villa. "Are you ready for this, Wanda?" "You 
know I never am" she answers, "I can’t stand it when they stare at my body. Is everyone 
in this world some kind of of pervert?" They get in the back of the van, which is full of 
clothes. Yvette, the older sister, sits cross-legged and concentrates. Soon, she glows 
indigo, as a spirit is emitted from her body, but still attached to her. "Hello, Yvette" says 
the spirit, "What do we have this time?" "A ton of supers, Muluz" Yvette replies to the 



demon, "And we have the mission to kill as many as we can. Wanda will get the ones 
who flee." "Sounds delicious to me. I haven’t eaten in a while. Wanda, you look as lovely 
as ever." Wanda, at this point, has undressed and is completely naked. "Et tu, Muluz? 

God, do I hate sentience." Wanda slides open the side door of the van and jumps into the 
ground, her body disappearing as she touches the darkened surface. "Your turn" 
commands Yvette, and Muluz soars out toward the Villa, again, still connected to her. It 
goes into the front wall of the Villa, letting only its eyes go through completely, as it 
scans the scene before itself. A lot of noise can be heard all around, as supers scurry to 
and fro about the Villa. Muluz is unsure how to progress but knows that Yvette, its 
master, will not accept that as an answer. It begins to move out of the wall and into the 
open, when Misha’el, out of nowhere, cites, "Hanotah ozen, hahlo yishma? Im yosair 
ayin, hahlo yabit?" ("He that planted the ear, shall he not hear? He that formed the eye, 
shall he not see?") In that instant, Audio comes into view, and one by one the supers line 
up in front of Muluz, their eyes and ears glowing an eerie indigo. "Do you really think I 
didn't hear you out there?" asks Audio of Muluz, "I know that the sisters are out there, 
although I must admit that Wanda's words were confusing. Tell me, Muluz, now what do 
you plan to do?" 

Muluz floats still for a second, then answers, "I guess I have no choice but to fulfill my 
mission - Yvette commands it, after all." It dashes at Dread, the nearest super, and grabs 
her. It starts to pull her soul out, so she casts out an aura of fear. Muluz can feel terror 
feeding on its body, but declines to relent. "Come on, woman, what do I fear? I'm a 
demon!" "How about Yvette?" Dread replies, "As long as you reside in her body, she 
owns you. and one fears its master." Dread strengthens her aura and Muluz gives up, 
floating back. "It's kind of unfair" it says, "Being outnumbered like this." He quickly 
retreats back into the van, where an irate Yvette now sits at the driver's wheel. "What 
happened?" she demands. "They knew I was coming" Muluz answers, "And there are too 
many of them." The doors of the Villa open, and the supers file out. Seeing them, Yvette 
drives off into the night, drawing them after her, as some of the supers follow in their 
own cars. Others stay, in order to protect Elsie and watch out for Wanda. Even with their 
hearing and sight increased by Misha’el, they cannot detect her movements. Yvette, 
meanwhile, continues to drive to the north of the city. Following her are three cars of 
supers, hot on her tail, as she swerves into an alley. She gets out and commands "Muluz, 
zugu!" Muluz flies up to the roof of a building and pulls Yvette up after him, and she runs 
up the side of the building. They get to the roof and look down below, watching as the 
supers start to arrive. Muluz descends to street level and attacks the first car it sees, lifting 
the vehicle up and tossing it against the wall. The car flips upside down and pounds the 
supers inside, rendering them all trapped. The other two cars stop, as the drivers see this, 
and the passengers get out. 

Muluz stands before them, eying the supers that have venture forth against him: Leopard, 
Xeno, Chrono, Start Sweeper, Incarnate, and Claire. Claire throws a fireball at Muluz and 
it bounces off of the creature, doing nothing. "Child, I'm a demon. Do you really think 
fire will work on me?" Incarnate tries shooting at the being, all to the same ill effect. 

"You guys aren’t very bright, are you?" Leopard charges at Muluz and tackles him. Xeno 
brings forth three future selves and the four join Leopard in beating down on Muluz. 



"Kind of ironic, isn’t it?" asks Xeno of Leopard, "When we were fighting each other that 
other time?" "Not exactly the best time to be reminiscing, Xeno." Muluz lets out a roar 
and digs each of his hands into two of the future Xenos. It pulls out their souls, and the 
original Xeno rolls off of Muluz in pain. "Ah, I feel like a part of me has been suddenly 
murdered! It hurts like hell!" Leopard gives one last punch and jumps off, getting to 
Xeno's side. Muluz stands back up and races after Leopard. It attacks from the side and 
knocks Leopard into Xeno, and the two go sprawling onto the sidewalk. Star Sweeper 
strikes it from behind while invisible, and it backhands her. Muluz then reaches into her 
chest, but Chrono stops the malevolent brute. She bends space and encloses Muluz in a 
ball. "Really? Is that it? Even bending space will do naught to me, young lady. I'm a 
demon ! How many times must I say it?! I'm sick of fighting with such weak fare. Where 
is the lady with the fear?!" "Right here" says Dread from behind him. As Muluz talks, 
Leopard and Xeno get the first car right-side up again, and Dread, Cubes, and Penta get 
out. Penta shouts "Dengu, maynulani un!", and suddenly Muluz cannot move from its 
spot, as it contorts its body in an effort to move. Cubes supports the spell by casing 
Muluz's body from the neck down, although it truthfully does little to help, and Dread 
reaches up and presses her hand against its forehead. She connects it with her phobias and 
it struggles to fight against the fears. Yvette sees this from the roof and chants, "Jixvu, 
Muluz". The demon is forcibly sucked up back into her body, breaking through the spell. 
"Damn it, Yvette" it says from the inside of her body, "That hurt! What were you waiting 
for?" "Hey" she answers, "You said you were looking for a real match, so don’t complain 
when you get overwhelmed. Let's get out of here and try to find Wanda." Muluz leaps 
from her body to the next building and pulls Yvette after itself. They continue to do this, 
eventually losing themselves from the supers in the dark of the night. 

* 

Back at the Villa, the supers split up into groups and search around for the missing 
Wanda, letting their enhanced eyesight and hearing lead the way. However, as much as 
they search they can't seem to find her. A group consisting of Bodave, Bombshell, and 
Serenity look around outside, as Serenity has been called forth from her home. "How is it 
possible that no one has seen her yet?" asks Bodave, "It's as if she's completely 
disappeared!" "Maybe there is no 'Wanda'" suggests Serenity, "And she’s just a myth 
created by Yvette to confuse the enemy." "I doubt it" counters Bombshell, "Audio says 
she exists, and he has reliable sources. There must be a trick to her absence. Do you think 
it's invisibility?" "Like Star Sweeper?" wonders Bodave, "It's possible, but unless she's 
light on her feet, we would hear her footsteps, I think. Perhaps there's another way for her 
to move." And just as he finishes speaking, Serenity falls to the floor as she is tripped. 
Bodave and Bombshell look around, but see nothing. "Gotta be more careful, Serenity." 
"That wasn't me, Bombshell. Something deliberately hit me. Something sinister." 

Serenity is struck again, and this time Bombshell throws a small bomb near the location. 

It explodes, throwing Serenity into the outside wall of the Villa. "Hey, watch it!" says 
Serenity, "You could really hurt someone like that!" "Why are you complaining? You're 
immortal." "I'm just saying, you never know what you may hit." They continue along, not 
sure what to think. A rock is suddenly cast at Bodave from behind, but he senses it and 
spins around, catching it. "That does it!" he exclaims, "Something is definitely following 



us, and I know it's Wanda!" They decide to stand with their backs together as they scour 
the area for their enemy. A naked Wanda soon jumps out of the ground and into 
Bombshell. Wanda takes out one of the bombs from her belt and detonates it, jumping 
into the nearby shadowed wall before it explodes. Bombshell quickly takes the bomb, 
shoves it inside her suit, and turns her body into steel. The explosion is extremely loud to 
them and the three supers hear a temporarily ringing in their ears as Bombshell turns back 
to nonnal and stands up. "I hope you guys saw that" she says, "I think Wanda can jump 
directly into and out of shadows. She's naked, which makes sense, since her clothes 
wouldn’t be able to join her. In that case, we have an advantage, because it also means she 
can’t carry a weapon with her.""So, what?" asks Bodave, "Are we just supposed to ignore 
the fact that you can turn into metal?" Bombshell sighs. "I thought this would happen 
sooner or later. Yes, I have a power, and Cubes knows it, too. I guess at this point you can 
tell whomever you wish. It makes no little difference since we’re all in this together." 

They continue to search around for a while longer, before choosing to go back inside. 
After another ten minutes or so, a new car pulls up to the Villa, and Yvette gets out. She 
points to the roof, and Muluz flies up to it, pulling her up after it lands. "I hope Wanda is 
around here somewhere" she thinks, "Because things are about to get more complicated." 



Chapter 69: Searching 


Yvette looks down over the ledge wall, thinking of what to do. "I can rappel down and 
break through a window, but that’ll draw them near. Then again, nine of the enemy are 
elsewhere; I can only presume they are heading back to the Villa as a worst case scenario. 
If Wanda is here, we can team up against the remaining supers and take them out more 
easily, but how many are there? By my count, given the boss's information, there should 
be a dozen more or so. With the three of us together, that's four enemies each. Damn, is 
this a suicide mission? Were we all suicide missions? What the hell is the boss thinking?" 
"Do you want to give up?" thinks Muluz from inside of her. "No, if we abandoned the 
mission, the boss would hunt us down and force us to return. Might as well fight by our 
own accord. Well, let's do this." Muluz emerges from Yvette's body and stands by the 
ledge wall. Yvette climbs over the wall and Muluz slowly lowers her down to a window, 
she tries to open it, but finds it to be locked from the inside. Yvette pushes back from the 
wall and swings into the air. On the way back, she takes aim and shatters the window 
with her feet, and lands inside the Villa. Muluz swoops in after her, and the two find 
themselves in Incarnate and Bodave's room. The noise is obviously heard, though they be 
on the fourth floor, and soon a group of supers, consisting of Vector, Misha'el, and 
Crusher are in the room. 

Vector strikes first with a gust of wind and hits Yvette in the stomach. She flies back 
through the window, but Muluz grabs her by her suit and pulls her back inside, then 
places her back on the floor. The demon jumps at Vector to attack her, but Vector 
unleashes a kick that hits Muluz in the head. It falls mid-flight, but lands on its claws and 
knees, and launches itself once more, striking Vector's midsection. It sticks its claws into 
her body to take out her soul, and Misha'el, in response, recites, "Rav, ata heref yadecha." 
("It is enough; now, withdraw your hand.") Muluz hands are forced out of her body, and 
Misha’el kicks the creature multiple times, forcing it backward. Vector quickly gets back 
on her feet and sends forth a powerful gale which sends them both flying against the wall, 
knocking out Yvette. Muluz, seeing this, lets out a roar. It picks up a bed and tosses it at 
the supers. Vector forces the wind to carry the bed to the side, missing them, but Muluz 
and Yvette are gone by the time the bed is out of hann's way. "I presume they went 
through the window" says Misha’el. "You kn ow what sucks?" asks, Vector, "Bodave and 
Incarnate are going to be pissed when they find out what their room is like now." "Can 
we please go now?" asks Crusher, annoyed that he couldn’t interfere, and is traveling with 
them only for safety, "We should probably join up with some others." "He's right" 
concurs Misha’el, "Muluz is extremely powerful. I can't necessarily quote fast enough in 
such close quarters when it's so quick on its feet." The three hurry on. 

Elsewhere, Seethe, Wayward, and Audio walk around aimlessly, not really sure of what to 
do. "I've never been this deep into the Villa" says Seethe, "It's really a nice place." "Do 
you regret joining the villains?" asks Wayward. "Nah, it's definitely a lot more fun with 
them. Money may not buy happiness, but it sure as hell helps. Haven't you seen that sea 
turtle?" "We should probably be listening for Wanda" says Audio, "She's bound to be 



around here somewhere, her sounds rebounding off the walls. And I still don’t know what 
she can do..." "It's a three on one, I doubt she’ll be too hard to take on. Besides, we're 
inside the Villa, so if something happens, others will rush to our help. I’d say we’re at an 
advantage here." "It's that kind of talk that can get you killed" retorts Audio, "Never 
underestimate your opponent. That's what Optic did to Helmholtz." Soon, they meet up 
with Bodave, Serenity, and Bombshell, and the newly gathered information is shared. "So 
she can jump into shadows, huh?" "That means she can be anywhere at anytime. And 
since you can't strike a shadow, Wanda is invincible unless she shows herself." "Or if 
she's forced to show herself adds Bodave. If we can eliminate the shadows, she should 
be entirely vulnerable, prey at our mercy." "Let's just keep walking around and hope we 
bump into her." As the group of six walks away, Wanda emerges from the shadows. "It 
looks like this will be a lot harder than I thought" she thinks. A hand suddenly lands on 
her shoulder, and in instinct she phases downward into the floor. From inside the shadow, 
she looks around, only to see Yvette waving down on her. Wanda rises back up, and is 
about to speak, when Yvette puts a finger to her own mouth, telling her to keep quiet. 
They go the other way of the group, down the stairs to the first level. Wanda makes a 
hand sign to symbolize a phone, and Yvette takes it out and hands it to her. Wanda 
quickly types out a text and gives the phone to Yvette. "How'd you get in?" it reads. 

Yvette quickly taps out the answer; "Muluz unlocked the door from the inside." Wanda 
chuckles lightly, then puts her hand to her mouth, hoping no one heard it. They go outside 
the Villa, and see a car pull up. Dread, Cubes, and Penta pull up, and it becomes apparent 
from their conversation that the others are still out in the city looking for Yvette. "It is 
better that we stay here" says Cubes, "Seeing as you two are effective against Muluz. 
Maybe we can switch places with some of the others." Yvette and Wanda silently stay in 
the alley at the side of the building as they watch the triad enter it. Minutes later, Vector, 
Misha’el, and Crusher leave the Villa, taking the same car as they drive away. 

By now, the power of Misha’el's quote has faded, and the supers no longer have enhanced 
vision and hearing. Yvette and Wanda re-enter the Villa, after Muluz unlocks it once 
more, and snoop around looking for Dread. "She's the problematic one" thinks Muluz, 

"So we should get rid of her first." Yvette continues on ahead while Wanda jumps back 
into the shadows and follows alongside her sister. They silently look around the first floor 
for Dread, but don’t find anyone at all there. Ascending to the second floor, they hear 
some whispering coming from Elsie's room. Wanda slips inside from under the door and 
stays against the wall, and Muluz moves through the building near Wanda, as he lets only 
his eyes emerge from the same wall. Inside, Cubes and Dread, accompanied by Penta, are 
checking up with Nexus and Volta. "Everything's fine so far" says Nexus, "But we haven’t 
seen either of the sisters yet, so there's no telling what can happen." "Good" says Cubes, 
"Just keep an eye on Elsie and make sure nothing happens to her." "Yeah" answers Volta, 
sarcastically, "Because we haven’t been doing that all along. I think we know how to be 
good parents." Cubes rolls his eyes, responding, "You know what I mean. Watch out for 
the superevils. Jeez." Cubes, Dread, and Penta walk out of the room and continue down 
the hallway, stopping once they enter the room at the far end of the hallway. "Do you 
think we should call back the others?" asks Cubes, "It may have been a mistake switching 
places. Eisenstadt is a big city, and it is better that we let the sisters come to us, as I said 
earlier. By thinning our defense, we put everyone at risk, not just Elsie." "It seems best to 



recall them" agrees Dread, "Just in case. We can easily overwhelm them with everyone 
here." "Alright, then." Cubes takes out his cell phone and begins dialing Misha’el. As he 
does so, Muluz comes from the wall and strikes. It forces its claws into Dread's back and 
leaches out her soul, greedily feasting on it. Penta chants a spell to restrain it, but by the 
time she's done, Dread is already dead. Cubes drops the phones and lets out a storm of 
punches against Muluz, who remains stuck in its place. Wanda rises up from Cubes' 
shadow in his front and tries to choke him, but Cubes forces her hands together, clasping 
them with solidified air. He grabs Penta's hand and the two rush out of the room, as he 
tries to hold back his pain. He screams as the two make their way down the hallway, and 
soon a large group of supers gathers at the second floor. Yvette, having watched Cubes 
and Penta pass her by as they fled the room, enters the room herself and joins up with 
Wanda and Muluz. "The magician is also a problem" says Muluz, "She should be next." 

Outside, Nexus, Volta, and Elsie rush out to find Cubes in hysterics. Penta informs them 
of what happened, and Volta runs to the room where Dread lay. "Wait!" shouts Cubes, 
stopping Volta in her place, "That demon is more powerful than you can handle. We need 
the combined strength of Penta and Misha'el." Nexus takes out his phone and calls 
Misha’el, and this time the call connects. "Hello?" says Misha’el. "It’s Nexus. Listen, 
gather the other groups and return home immediately. Dread has been killed, and by what 
Penta has told us, both Yvette and Wanda are in the Villa. Get here as fast as you can." 
Back in the room, Muluz floats up to the room on the third floor, currently used by 
Wayward. It unlocks the window this time, and pulls Yvette from the second floor to the 
room. Wanda travels against the outside wall of the Villa and emerges through the open 
window as well. After a brief inspection, Wanda reveals to them that there are three 
supers nearby in the hallway, Seethe, Wayward, and Audio, as Bodave, Bombshell, and 
Serenity have separated to and comfort Cubes. "No magician" thinks Yvette, "But these 
three are as good as any." "I'll take them" thinks Muluz, "Any blood is good blood." 
Muluz busts through the door and toward the three as Yvette and Wanda trail behind him. 
Wayward immediately raises the gravity, forcing the girls to the ground, but Muluz 
remains unaffected. Seethe sprays out acid, but Muluz phases through it. Wanda sinks 
into the ground, using the sparse shadows that are there, and leaps up onto Audio from 
behind. Audio backs up into a wall to try to get her off, but Muluz digs a claw into Audio 
and pulls out his soul, and then quickly consumes it. Audio's corpse collapses against the 
wall as Wanda pounces onto Wayward, where he cannot increase the gravity without 
being affected by it as well. Instead, he lowers the gravity to a high degree, and the two 
rush upward. Wanda impacts the ceiling and Wayward slams against her, dealing double 
the damage. Wayward restores the gravity and Wanda falls to the ground. Seethe spits 
acid at her, but Muluz blocks it. Yvette steps on Wayward's destroyed foot, and he yelps 
in pain, hobbling backward while holding his foot between his hands. Seethe cries out 
"Help!" and some finally arrives. Serenity, Bodave, and Bombshell race up the stairs and 
find Seethe and Wayward surrounded by the sisters and Muluz. 

Serenity pulls out a gun and aims it and Wanda. She slips into the wall in response, so 
Serenity shoots Yvette instead. The bullet grazes Yvette's jaw, and blood spurts out of the 
open wound. "You mortal!" shouts Muluz, who leaps and lands inches away from 
Serenity, staring down on her with a look of utter contempt. It reaches into her and pulls 



out a soul, but it is not Serenity's. "Jessica?" thinks Serenity, recognizing the spirit. 

Muluz, seeing that Serenity is still standing, pulls out soul after soul. Bombshell throws a 
bomb at Yvette, who tries to pull it off, but it sticks to her like glue. The bomb explodes, 
and takes Yvette's head with it. Muluz looks back in horror as its master is slain, and tries 
to get at Bombshell. Its form begins to fade away, however, and before the demon can 
reach her, Muluz is completely gone, and all that remains is Wanda, who is nowhere to be 
found. On the second floor, the supers hear all the commotion from the bomb and the 
fighting and run up to find Audio dead and Serenity shaking. Serenity is put under the 
care of Nexus and Volta for now, and the rest of the supers split up into singles, as they 
search the Villa by their lonesome selves for Wanda. The other groups of supers return, 
and soon everyone is on the lookout. As per Cubes’ idea, they each grab a flashlight and 
light up all the different shadows in the Villa. One by one, the shadows are shown to be 
innocent, and it is only a matter of time before Wanda is found. 

Seethe goes back to his new room, checking each shadow individually. He finishes the 
search with no results. "I guess she's not in here" he thinks, as he sits down on his bed 
"What an exhausting night this has been. I feel like all I did was walk around the whole 
time." His eyes begin to close, so Seethe lies down and starts to take a little nap. A few 
minutes later, he is suddenly awakened when the room grows dark, as the light are shut 
off. He reluctantly gets up to turn the lights on, but Wanda kicks him in the chest and he 
falls over the other side of the bed. Seethe gets up but doesn’t see Wanda anywhere. 
"Damn!" he thinks, "The whole room is one big shadow for her!" Seethe tries to yell out, 
but as the sound first emits from his mouth, he is struck again, this time in the back of his 
head, almost knocking him out completely. He feels himself being dragged, and looks up 
to find Wanda pulling him to a window, hoping to defenestrate him. His head aching, 
Seethe spits acid at her, melting away her right hand. Wanda slips into the shadows where 
she can yell without being heard. Seethe crawls toward the lights, but Wanda springs out 
of the darkness once more. She pins him to the floor, his mouth against the carpet so that 
he can’t spit acid at her. Wanda is positioned so that her legs press his arms against the 
floor, but Seethe's legs are free, and he swings them backward and into Wanda, pushing 
her forward and off of him. He sprays acid this time, and small drops of the corrosive 
liquid splatter all over her body, burning her many times over. She yells in pain, so much 
so that other supers hear her and make their way to the room. "This is what happens when 
you screw with a supervillain" Seethe proclaims, as he hovers over her singed body. He 
drips a small bit of acid into her eyes, destroying them as her yells become shrieks of 
horror. Blinded, Wanda tries to sink into the shadows, but Seethe pulls her away. He leans 
in closer and whispers into her ear "I think I'll let you live. Sometimes life is worse than 
death". He drops her and she falls into the floor. The others barge in and are confused 
when they see Seethe looking down at the carpet. "What happened?" asks Penta, 

"Where's Wanda?" "Let's just say we no longer have to worry about her" answers Seethe, 
"And leave it at that. Some things are better left unsaid." 

The next day, Seeker is back from the hospital, the bums on his body fully healed and the 
radiation no longer present. He is devastated to leam of his mother's death and locks 
himself inside of his room, allowing only Claire to comfort him. Just as he comforted her 
when Strongarm died, Claire does her best to pacify Seeker, holding him close and 



connecting with him emotionally, although he still feels a deep hole inside. "If I were 
here, I could have done something to save her..." he wails. "Some things cannot be 
prevented" she responds, "We can't blame ourselves for not being there all the time - we 
may be supers, but we’re still human." Legerdemain's rod is brought to the Villa under 
Cubes' orders, and Bombshell takes ownership. "I suppose I can always sell this on the 
black market for some extra cash. We don’t need its magic considering the Family Villa 
no longer exists. But, I'm more worried about the subbasement. We’ll have to clear it out 
eventually. It's a good thing that we still own that plot of land, so we can claim any 
remains the police find." Serenity is still shaken up about the previous night’s events, as 
she sits in her house. "Just what the hell happened back there?" she wonders aloud, her 
pets staring at her as if she were crazy. "I suddenly feel so empty." 

Around noon, a double funeral is held for Dread and Audio, the latter buried next to 
Optic. A darkened sky is cast overhead, as if to symbolize the evil that the supers face 
together. Cubes speaks for Dread: "When Dread was younger, she had fears for just about 
everything: necrophobia, acrophobia, hydrophobia, even ailurophobia - that's a fear of 
cats, which is just plain sad. One of the worst was her agoraphobia. She was so shut-in 
during her teenage years that she missed out on truly living. And with a city such as 
Eisenstadt, there was so much she could've done, so many memories she could've 
created, so many friends she could’ve made. I guess you could say she had pantophobia, a 
fear of all things. Well, her parents didn't think so, and Dread was sent to a therapist 
where she worked through each fear one at a time by using cognitive behavioral therapy, 
which is sort of a way of rewriting how one reacts to a situation by slowly quelling their 
fears through many small steps. It's what inspired her to become a psychologist in the 
first place. Dread learned to get control of myself and remove the fears - or so she 
thought. While she did weaken their effect on her greatly, in the end, she had only 
repressed them, although she didn’t know it at the time. Things changed when I met 
Dread. I showed her that instead of learning how to control how you react to the fears, 
one can use their mind to use the fears as a strength. She began to see each fear as another 
challenge, challenges that made her stronger, like working out one's muscles. In time, this 
had an interesting effect: She became so good at confronting and using her fears, that 
when she 'worked out' one could literally feel the fear emanating from her body. This, of 
course, was the case, as Dread had unlocked a super power, the ability to create fear 
among those around her. Her fears had now become her weapon of choice, and I revealed 
that I, too, was a super, and part of the heroes that protected the city from evil. Seeing her 
ability, I immediately got Dread to join me at the Villa, and the rest you know. Dread was 
felled by a force beyond her greatest fears, but she shall never fall from my heart. 

Through her, I even overcame my own fears and insecurities, and owe everything to her." 
The crowd is silent as they mourn for their fallen peers, but the wind howls loudly, 
whirling the leaves around. "Everyone's dying! What are we supposed to do?!" shouts a 
bawling Seeker, surprising the others. "We fight" answers Claire, "And we don't stop until 
Elsie is safe. Too much is upon us to simply give up." 



Chapter 70: Personal Hell 


Each time a super died, the remaining heroes and villains tried to retain a nonnalcy in 
their lives, and after the attack by the Sinister Sisters, it was no exception. The day after 
the funerals for Audio and Dread, the various supers go back to work and school. The 
only ones remaining in the Villa are Leopard, Bombshell, Seethe, Wayward, Cubes, and 
Star Sweeper, as well as Serenity who decided to go to Cubes about what had happened 
to her with Muluz; Seeker also stayed home for the day, as he was still adjusting from his 
mother’s death, in addition to the fact that he just got back from the hospital. Cubes ran 
the Villa while Dread was the sole breadwinner of the family, but now that Dread was 
gone, he contemplated getting a job. He was in his room, online and looking at various 
job offers when he hears a knock at the door. He gets up and answers it, and is surprised 
to see Serenity on the other side. "Hey Serenity, what's up?" "Wow, you look like crap" 
she offers, "You really need to get some sleep." "'Hi' to you, too" Cubes answers, "But it's 
been pretty rough lately, and my dreams have been pretty messed up. So, what can I do 
for you?" "Can you tell me anything about how I acted after Muluz attacked me? It's sort 
of a blur for me and I can’t help but have a horrible feeling about it all." "Based on what 
you told us" he recounts, "Muluz removed the souls of the runaway slaves who gave their 
lives to you. So what does that bode for you?" "I'm not really sure" Serenity answers, 

"But I don't like it one bit. This must be how the others felt when Muluz attacked them. 
Having your soul torn from your body...there is something unnatural about it. True, the 
two are separated at death, but when one dies the bonds between the body and soul 
deteriorate. To tear the soul away, it is painful and cruel." "Pain? You felt pain?" wonders 
Cubes, "I hope that doesn't mean what I think it means. You are a very valuable asset." 
Cubes sighs in exasperation. "How long do you think we can keep doing this?" "Doing 
what?" "Defending against the superevils. Even if there are only a few more, every time 
we lose someone, we lose another friend or ally, son or daughter, husband or wife. The 
emotional toll can be devastating to a person. Just look at how Seeker was after Dread 
was murdered. I fear for the future." "Just take things one step at a time. One day, we may 
be free of our burden." 

Elsewhere, Leopard and Seethe relax in the lounge, lying down and staring at the ceiling. 
"So, Seethe, what really happened to Wanda? I want to know more than 'Some things are 
better left said’. Did you kill her?" "Nah, but she's basically dead. She’s missing a hand 
and her eyes, and she's naked. How much of a threat can she possibly be at this point?" 
"Plenty. She may be physically useless, but she knows some stuff about us. If their boss 
found her, she could tell him all she knows. Eh, what happens, happens." "That’s rather 
laid back of you" responds Seethe, "Are you feeling apathetic or something?" "Nope, I 
guess I'm just feeling a little lonely. How ironic for the Leopard. But it feels like everyone 
here as found someone, or at least had someone for a while. Claire has Seeker, Vector has 
Star Sweeper - which, by the way, is very random - Chrono has Xeno, it's kind of dep-" 
"Wait, what?!" exclaims Seethe, sitting up, "Chrono’s with Xeno? When did that 
happen?" "Well, they are rooming with each other, so I figured that was the case. Why do 
you care? Don't tell me the acerbic Seethe has got the hots for Fiona?" "Maybe, maybe 



not. Let's just say I'm keeping her as an option. It's not like I have a lot of choices. What 
about you? Do you have anyone in mind?" "It's hard to say at this point, but I'll let you 
know if anything changes. It's no one you know, so don't worry about me stealing Chrono 
for myself...besides the fact that I'm far too old for her, anyway." The two continue to 
stare at the ceiling, letting the minutes whittle away while they catch a break from life 
and its insanity. 

Bombshell, all the while, sets up a makeshift lab in the basement, although it is plenty 
smaller than her old one. She feels incapacitated at the way things are going. "Gah, first 
Strongarm dies, then the Villa is destroyed by Eyesore, and our forces have started to 
dwindle. I feel like I can't do anything for the others, like I have to rely on Cubes to lead 
the villains. I wonder what Strongarm would say if he saw me like this. Probably tell me 
to harden my heart and keep pushing onward, and maybe try to keep from getting to close 
with the heroes, but doing that seems impossible at this point. We're already living with 
them, so it can't get much worse." She calls up Xeno and asks him to sift through the 
debris at the Family Villa when he has a chance to collect a safe from the subbasement. 
Wayward find himself on the roof, staring off into the city. "Well, Otis, you certainly have 
found yourself the chaos you were looking for. Elsie really was the source, after all. 

Might as well play things out and see how they progress. And if I live, who knows? 
Maybe I'll even stick around permanently. It’s not like there's anything better out there 
right now. I just can't wait to see what the boss is like. I await with fervor." Star Sweeper 
opens the door to the roof, and Wayward, upon hearing it, turns around. "Oh, sorry, I 
didn't know you were here. 'Wayward', right?" "That is correct, Star Sweeper, or can I just 
call you 'Star'? May I ask what brought you to join the war effort?" "'Star' is just fine. To 
answer your second question, it was a frustration with feeling useless. Back home, there 
are more than enough heroes to keep the city in shape. Eisenstadt has always been in a lot 
of trouble, so I thought I could make a difference. Mind you, it's still hard to do so when 
living with so many others." "One other question" Wayward says, "And you need not 
answer if you don’t wish to. Why Vector? What is she to you?" "I researched the heroes 
before coming here, just to get a better sense of who I’d be fighting with - of course, I 
had no idea that the villains would end up fighting alongside them. When I heard about 
the death of Vector's beau, Aquano, I knew she must feel a hole inside of her. And when I 
finally saw Vector, I felt a sudden connection with her, as if it were kismet. Why her, and 
not someone else? This, I do not know." 

* 

Time passes, and at noon, a truck pulls up in front of the Villa. Bombshell, eating lunch in 
the kitchen, hears it and realizes it must be Xeno. "That was quick!" she thinks, "But then 
again, he’s his own army, so I'm not surprised. I hope none of the items were damaged..." 
She quickly finishes up and says to the others, "Xeno's back with some stuff from our 
Villa. I'll be right back." She goes outside and sees the driver, but does not recognize him. 
"Well, he's still on his shift" she recalls, "So maybe he sent a buddy?" The driver presses 
a button and the back of the truck opens up; a ramp extends to the ground. "This feels 
wrong..." Loud thuds are heard and soon Bombshell sees a large mechanical being walk 
down from the truck. The ramp retracts and the back closes up; the truck drives away, and 



Bombshell is unclear as to how to proceed. The being swivels around, and she gets a 
better view: it is about six and a half feet tall, and the front of the head is made of 
Plexiglas. A man’s face can be seen behind it, save for his lips which are hidden behind a 
mouthpiece. Bombshell rolls a bomb at on of the legs and it explodes, but nothing 
happens. "You'll need a lot more firepower than that, Bombshell" says the man, "This suit 
is beyond your chemistry!" "And just who do you think you are?!" shouts Bombshell, 
hoping to get the attention of the others. 

They have already heard the explosion, however, and quickly race out from the cafeteria, 
except for Seeker who is resting in bed. "I am the crushing pains of man and woman, He 
who has seen what others fear to even imagine. They call Me 'Despair', because by the 
time I am done with you, you will be wishing for the sweet release of death. Allow Me to 
demonstrate." He raises an arm and fires a green light which envelops Bombshell. Images 
of Strongarm's abused corpse flash before her eyes, rendering them full of tears. She yells 
out and throws bomb after bomb at Despair. They detonate, but cannot topple him, or 
even do any external damage. "Hahahaha!" he laughs, enjoying her feeble attempts, "Is 
that all you've got, woman? I'm sure Strongarm would have put up a better fight! You 
cannot defeat Despair!" The others crowd around Bombshell, making sure she's alright. 
"I'll be okay" she insists, "That beam attacked my mind or something. I think he has a 
psychological power based on the color, but that's just a guess." "No, you’re right" says 
Leopard, staring at Despair from twenty feet away, "My eagle eyes tell me his irises are 
one-seventh green. What exactly happened to you?" "He showed me Strongarm's beaten 
body. Maybe he ca-" "Hey!" Despair shouts, "Enough with the chit-chat. I'm over here, 
right? So let's get to it." He shoots out a beam and it hits Leopard, who experiences a 
seizure of images from his time at the laboratory, when they were forced into training. 
Leopard shakes his head and rids himself on the unpleasant memories. He charges at 
Despair in retaliation. Despair shoot at him again, but Leopard dodges; Despair simply 
discharges from his other hand, and another beam hits Leopard. This time, Leopard is not 
treated to a cascade of his own memories, but suffers the memories of another, reliving 
physical abuse of a child. When he comes to, Leopard finds himself in a fetal position. 
"What the hell was that?!" he thinks, "That has never happened to me!" Despair trudges 
closer to him, and is about stomp down on him, but Leopard quickly rolls away and runs 
back toward the group. "He fights with painful memories, but not just your own. Be 
careful with him." 

"Haha! Two down already. What say the rest of you, hmm?" Cubes forms a javelin out of 
the air and throws it at Despair. It hits the Plexiglas, but bounces off harmlessly. In return, 
Despair runs at the group to crush them. Wayward lifts them all up into the air, and 
Despair is stuck underneath them. He raises both arms and shoots out two beams, both of 
which hit Wayward. They create a storm of painful feelings for him: the first is of his 
dead wife, who died of cancer after struggling with it for many years; the second is not of 
his own, and Wayward experiences the pain of being raped, his sense of identity and self- 
worth violated. He falls onto Despair, and the others follow. "Whoops" thinks Despair, "I 
didn't see that coming." The six of them cause Despair to fall onto his back, and he 
struggles to get up. Leopard jumps on him over and over, slowly denting the metal, but 
Despair pushes him away with more recollections of pain. Despair rolls onto his stomach, 



and using his hands, push himself back up. He turns around to face his opponents, but 
notices that something is off. "Hey, weren’t there more of you a second ago?" Star 
Sweeper sneaks behind him and signals to a still shaken Wayward. He lifts her up, and 
she turns invisible. No longer seeing a target, Wayward has no way of controlling her 
gravity, and she falls onto Despair gracefully, so that he doesn't even sense it. She pulls 
one of Bombshell's sticky bombs from her belt and attaches it to the Despair's 
mouthpiece, and then jumps off of him and runs back to the others. It explodes, and takes 
the mouthpiece with it, injuring Despair a bit as well. "You bitch! I'll make sure you don’t 
live past sunset!" He shoots a green light at her, and Star Sweeper is stricken with a 
strong depression. Her will to live dwindles until she feels nothing inside of her, and she 
sits down, blank-eyed and motionless. The others are confused but Serenity understands. 
"He hit her with the 'Darkness'" explains Serenity, "Or depression, if you want to call it 
by that name. Star Sweeper will be useless for a while. Let me try." 

Serenity pulls out a gun and shoots several rounds at Despairs head. Some miss, but two 
hit the Plexiglas and bounce harmlessly off of it. Despair targets Serenity, but his attacks 
do nothing to her. She gets closer and closer, shooting out more bullets, and he keeps 
firing at her as well. "This obviously isn’t working" thinks Despair, and he rips a street 
sign from the sidewalk. He hurls it at her and Serenity tries to catch it by the bottom. The 
metal strikes her stomach and throws her back a few feet. She gets up and feels a pain in 
her stomach, so she clutches it. Serenity suddenly coughs up a red substance. "Blood!" 
she thinks, "How can that happen? I haven't seen blood in centuries!" She backs up and 
calls to the others, "I don't think I can fight any longer. And I don't mean against Despair, 
I mean against anyone. I'm afraid I no longer possess immortality." "Oh, crap" groans 
Bombshell, "So do we just stall until the others come back?" "No, I don't think we’ll have 
the chance to" replies Cubes, "We must fight." 

Seethe spits out a fountain of acid at Despair, who jumps back. The acid splashes against 
the ground, dissolving some of the asphalt. In response, Despair shoots twin lights at 
Seethe, and he falls to the floor, convulsing as he experiences a beating, then stiffening as 
he endures the echo of a heart attack. Cubes runs after Despair and covers himself with 
armor. Despair fires a beam and it goes through, striking Cubes, who now must deal with 
witnessing the murder of a child before his eyes. But Cubes fights it and inches closer to 
Despair. As Cubes nears him more and more, Despair tries every pain he knows, striking 
Cubes with total pain. Cubes shrieks and falls to the floor, his body glowing green as he 
submits to the pain. "Nothing can defeat Despair" the superevil reiterates, "Nothing 
except Death. Tell me, Cubes, do you wish for death?" Cubes, in tears, looks up at 
Despair. "Please...kill me." "No! shouts Bombshell, "We all need you - I, most of all. 
Let's go everybody!" Seethe, Leopard, Wayward, and Serenity get up, leaving the 
depressed Star Sweeper and Cubes. Wayward lifts them up into the air and the five float 
toward Despair. He fires another beam at Wayward, who stands his ground and pushes 
through the pain of being set on fire. Wayward then returns the gravity to normal and the 
four fall on Despair. Wayward increases Despairs gravity, pushing him down to the 
ground, and Seethe showers acid on the metal suit's right ann. The acid cuts through the 
suit and severs Despair's arm in half. "Ahhh!" screams Despair, as another real pain hits 
him, "What the hell, man?!" He swings his left arm and it connects with Seethe’s head, 



knocking him out. He fires another beam at Leopard, pushing him away from the suit, 
and then kicks off Bombshell and Serenity. Wayward, still on Despair, quickly reverses 
the gravity to a high degree, and the supervillain and superevil fly up into the air, fifty 
feet high. Wayward then returns the gravity and Despair hurtles downward as Wayward 
remains aloft. "Aw, crap" thinks Despair, "This is going to hurt." He strikes Wayward one 
more time as he falls to the earth, and Wayward falls as well. Leopard quickly gathers 
Seethe's body and jumps out of the way just in time, as Despair crashes into the street and 
forms a fairly big crater. Leopard catches Wayward, and sets the two down. He then 
walks to the edge of the crater, and is aghast when he sees Despair climbing out of the 
hole. "What the hell is this guy made of?" "Damn, that really hurts" moans Despair, the 
metal below the severance completely tom off and dripping with blood. He sees Leopard 
ahead of him and is about to fire at him when he suddenly falls backward into the hole. 
Leopard approaches, hearing Despair cry in pain for about five seconds, and then he 
becomes quiet. He looks back at Serenity and shrugs. Moments later, Seeker comes out 
the Villa's entrance. "I didn’t kill the guy" he says, "I just kn ocked him out. Anyhow, it's 
not even possible to kill someone while in the astral form." "Seeker!" exclaims Serenity, 
"Are you okay?" "I'm more than okay" answers Seeker, "I'm ready to fight again. The 
only question is, what are we going to do with that guy?" "I have an idea" replies 
Bombshell, "If you guys are willing to go along with it. We’ll need Cubes’ permission, of 
course." 

* 

Hours later, the Villa is abuzz with activity as all the supers have returned. Xeno has 
brought the safe to the basement from which Bombshell retrieves a yellow octahedron. 
"Ah, the Mind Stone. I've been wanting to use this for quite some time now." "Are you 
sure it’ll work?" asks a skeptical Cubes, "It seems very risky." "Don't worry, as long as the 
stone is in place, it won't fail," Bombshell puts her hand through the hole in the Plexiglas 
of Despair's helmet. She presses the stone against his forehead, and he soon absorbs it 
into his body. "His mind and mine are now in sync" she explains, "And will remain so 
unless the stone is taken away, or I die. I can tell him what to do, or leave him to his own 
devices, but he's on our side now." 

Serenity goes back home, sobbing at her predicament. She can longer be much of a hero 
with her immortality gone, or so she believes, forgetting that Incarnate is in a similar 
situation as her. "I'm useless. That's even worse than just being depressed. At least Cubes 
and Star Sweeper have returned to nonnal, but I will always be the same. How can I 
possibly continue like this? If I am not a superheroine, I am nothing at all." From another 
dimension, a man observes these words, and yearns to be with her. 



Chapter 71: The Watcher 


At dinner, the day of Despair's defeat, a solemn Cubes sits down to eat with Bombshell. 
"Did you really mean it?" "Mean what?" "That you needed me. I didn’t realize I was 
important to you." "We may be enemies" responds Bombshell, "But don’t forget that you 
and Strongarm were both friends. I feel...an obligation to carry on the friendship, at least 
until the this threat against Elsie is over. After that, I can't say how we'll be. I need you 
because I can't seem to help myself. I was never the leader of anything - Strongarm did 
all the planning, while I stood by and agreed. It’s hard to be thrown into leadership." "Did 
you ever think about stepping down?" asks Cubes, "Incarnate or Leopard could always be 
in charge, probably not Incarnate since he's so busy as it is." "I have, but that might cause 
too much chaos. Leo is helping me, but he has yet to officially lead, and I wonder what 
will happen if he took over. It may be for the best, in the end. Meanwhile, Claire's with 
Seeker, and we've all become frenemies, and the line between good and evil has turned 
gray. After we are safe, I can't imagine what will happen. How will be go on being on two 
different sides again?" "Maybe it's just something that will take getting used to" says 
Cubes, "Although I can't deny that I would love it if all the supervillains became heroes. 
We’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. Lor now, we focus on the superevils. By the 
way, where is Incarnate? He hasn't eaten anything." "Oh, he's patching up Despair's ann. 
It sucks that he has only one useful hand to attack with, but it's still good enough, 
especially if we lose control of him somehow." "Yeah, he sure took a beating. But why 
didn't your bombs work against him? What was that suit made of?" "Tungsten" replies 
Bombshell, "It's ridiculously hard and has a very high melting point. It's rare though, and 
I wonder how Despair got so much of it. Perhaps their boss has a vast supply of money." 
"But Seethe's acid got through! How can that happen?" "Bombs and acid are very 
different, as they strike in different ways. Bombs explode, and give off a huge force 
which impacts the target, while acid attacks in a concentrated manner, and creates a 
chemical reaction which weakens and ultimately destroys the molecular structure of the 
target. One can compare it to paper. When you rip paper, you are tearing the fibers at the 
core, much like acid. But if you were to pull the piece of paper at both ends, you are 
stretching the fibers, and it is much harder to rip them that way since they give resistance, 
much like how Despair's suit reacted to the bombs. Sometimes, brute force is the wrong 
approach, and a laser-like focus is required instead." "I suppose that makes sense...I sort 
of lost track of what you were saying, but let's just say that I got it." 

The man, observing these words, focuses his attention back to Serenity. He watches her 
from his screen and takes a deep breathe. "Well, if Blue can skidoo into a book, why 
should a monitor be any different? All it takes is a sense of wonderment and belief. Here 
goes nothing." The man concentrates his energy and dives straight into the screen. He 
comes out the other side, about eighty feet in the sky above Eisenstadt and falls straight 
down into a backyard, creating a small mushroom cloud of dirt and dust. He stands up 
and wipes himself off. "Interesting, I'm still alive. Dare I hold to be a ’toon?" He 
continues on his way to Serenity's house. Meanwhile, Serenity is eating a microwaved 
supper in front of her TV, and catching up the daily news. Not surprisingly, nothing has 



been mentioned of Despair, as the police have agreed to keep quiet about the superevils 
for now to avoid a city-wide panic. This was considerably difficult, particularly after 
Eyesore's destruction of the Family Villa and his merciless murders along the path he 
took. The police gave the cause of the deaths as "spontaneous implosions", although the 
citizens didn’t really take to it, and most suspected the deaths to be the work of a super, 
anyhow. Luckily, the random deaths stopped after Eyesore, and so the citizens believed 
the threat to be extinguished. In any event, Serenity was still mourning the loss of her 
immortality, unsure of how to progress from there. Her pets gave her little comfort and 
she felt utterly alone, confident that none of the other supers could understand her. She 
sits back, trying to fully comprehend everything happened that day, when she hears a 
knock at the door. Putting her supper down on the coffee table, she reluctantly gets up 
and answers, not even bothering to check who it is. When Serenity answers the door, she 
finds the man, about the age of 50, standing before her. 

"Can I help you?" "Hi, my name is Jake, but I'd prefer if you call me...'Hammerspace'." 
"'Hammerspace'? You're a super?" "I’m...not really sure. Can you tell me?" Serenity looks 
into his eyes, and sees only fully blue irises. "You don’t appear to be one. But what do I 
know, I'm not even a super anymore." "What do you mean 'anymore'?" asks 
Hammerspace, "You're still a super, even if you lost your immortality." Serenity eyes him 
suspiciously. "And just how do you know that? Are you a superevil? If so, you can do 
whatever you want to me, but I'll never tell you anything." "Heavens, no!" chuckles 
Hammerspace. "I have simply been observing you and your brethren for some time. I 
come from another dimension." "Another dimension?" asks Serenity, "You don't happen 
to know Sophie Ayn, do you?" "I only know of her" replies Hammerspace, "And nothing 
more." "So, how were you even observing us in the first place?" "Hmm" thinks 
Hammerspace, "I cannot reveal the truth about her world, for it would devastate her 
further. And if she told the others, the world will be lost, Elsie or no Elsie." "I guess you 
could say I come from a species of watchers" he finally answers, "And I got tired of 
watching. I wanted to be part of this world more than my own, so I took the dive and 
traveled here to be with you." "With me?" wonders a bemused Serenity, "What would 
you want with a woman who's over 400 years old? I'm afraid I’d be of no use to you." 

"On the contrary, I have seen the bulk of your life in mere minutes. You are young to me 
and I cherish your company. We are both outsiders to the present. Please, I have waited 
for someone like you for so long. Do not hold back. Didn’t Michael say not to cling to his 
memory?" "So you know that, too?" asks Serenity, astonished, "You must really have 
been watching me then." "What do you say then, will you give love another chance? I 
promise not to leave this world. In fact, I'm not even sure I can." "I suppose it is worth a 
shot. My life can’t get much worse than it already is. But tell me, what did you mean by 
telling me that I'm still a super even without my immortality?" "Well, look at Incarnate. 
His power is mostly useless for fighting, but he still joins in battles...for the most part. 
You can still support the resistance. Just...be a little more careful. I'll be by your side, if 
it's any comfort." "Heh, I feel so pathetic, the way I am now. So vulnerable to death, and 
yet it frightens me, even after being depressed for so long. Pain makes you want death, 
yet it can make you feel more alive than ever. Okay, I’ll take this car out for a spin. The 
worst case scenario is death, and that's long overdue, anyhow." 



Serenity invites the newly named Hammerspace into her home, where he finds himself 
physically comfortable being there, and not just being alright when watching from afar. 
She turns off the TV and finishes her dinner while Hammerspace gets used to the 
surroundings. "So how did you get here, exactly?" "Uh, that's really hard to explain, since 
I'm not really sure myself. I sort of jumped into your world. Luckily, due to what I 
presume is the difference of physics of the the two realms, I survived the impact. I think 
there is more to it than just that, but I have yet to see anything unusual." "The impact? 
You mean you fell?" "Precisely, and it was a tall fall at that. I can only ascribe this to a 
change in worlds, since you told me that I'm not a super." "Wow, the others really need to 
see you to believe it. I don’t know how useful you will be against the superevils, but at 
least you're fascinating. C’mon, let's go." And with that, Serenity and Hammerspace get 
into her car and drive off toward the Villa. "So tell me more about your world, 
Hammerspace. What's it like?" "A lot like this one, actually, with the exception that 
superpowers don't exist. There are still heroes and villains, just not in the same way you 
might imagine them. And there's no certainty of an afterlife or any kind of god, so there's 
a lot more hate based on variety of opinion. I suppose that's part of the reason I wanted to 
come here: to escape that insanity and embrace this one." "Sounds interesting. If people 
on your world can fight without powers, I suppose I can, too, although it would still be 
difficult against those that do have powers. I must have a niche somewhere, though." 

They arrive at the Villa and Serenity unlocks the entrance. The two walk into the 
cafeteria, where dinner is just ending. When they see Serenity and Hammerspace enter, 
the supers do a double take at the new addition to their team. "Serenity" asks a calm 
Cubes, "Who is this strange man?" "His name is 'Hammerspace' and he’s decided to join 
me - and us - in our fight." "Are you sure he hasn't just tricked you, like Helmholtz did 
to us?" "What makes you sure he's not a superevil?" "He can’t be" says Serenity, 

"Because he's not even a super. He's from another world." "What, like an alien?" asks 
Bombshell, "And how can he fight if he's not a super?" "Don’t forget" counters Claire, 
"That we thought you weren’t one, Mom, for quite a while. It can obviously be done. But 
what kind of a name is 'Hammerspace'? Sounds...odd." Hammerspace steps up to the 
plate. "I'm not an alien, but rather I'm from a parallel universe where supers don't exist. I 
may have powers, but that remains to be seen. As for my name, it's a name for the space 
where cartoon characters can pull out objects from nowhere, as if there were a portal to 
another dimension in their pocket." "But why?" asks Claire, "That doesn’t seem to 
describe you, at least not entirely. "It's complicated. Let's just say it has to do with the 
world that I come from. Now that that is over with, what do we do now? I feel the need to 
tell you that introductions are unnecessary -1 know about each one of you, and the 
events over the last few years." "What kind of events?" asks Bombshell, still suspicious. 
"Just the basic happenings of the Villas; Seethe's arrival, Elsie's powers awakening, 
Phoumos, Strongarm’s death - as well as all the others who died - and the arrival of the 
superevils. Heck, I even know most of your first names." "Then answer me this, oh wise 
one" begins a sarcastic Incarnate, "What ancient tongue does Penta speak in when casting 
spells?" "Koltian, which is directly related to the name of Audio and Optic's father's 
name, Kolta. Anything else?" "I have one" pipes Seeker, "Who killed Zavod? If you 
know that, I'll definitely believe your story." "Let's see...it happened in Egypt, when you 
were all looking for the Luxor staff. As I recall, she was crushed to death by sand 



by...Khol? No, it was Khul, yes, definitely Khul." "Correct" responds Seeker, "It looks 
like you're the real deal. What do you say, Dad?" Cubes shrugs; "I guess he can join us. If 
knows this much but were against us, he could have just gone to the superevils instead. 
That he is willingly telling us that he knows everything is a good sign of trust." "I'm glad 
you see things that way" says Serenity, "Hammerspace and I will be living together, so 
you need not accommodate him here unless it's an emergency. I guess my life isn't so bad 
after all." 

* 

The next day, Serenity and Hammerspace go out for a walk, as they get to learn more 
about each other. "So where in your world are you from, Hammerspace?" "I'm from an 
area in New York. The city folk call it 'upstate' though, despite it being the lowest part of 
the state aside from the city and the islands it's on. I never quite understood that." "New 
York, huh? We have a New York here as well. Isn’t that strange?" "Not really" answers 
Hammerspace, "Parallel universes usually differ in only one or two ways, and the rest of 
the changes result from them. We also have a France in our world, and just about every 
other place that's in this world, as far as I know. We don’t, however, have an 
Eisenstadt...at least not one that's parallel to this one." "Now that's definitely strange, 
don’t you think?" "I guess so, but then superpowers don't exist in our world, and 
Eisenstadt seems to be a hub for them, so one can see where it makes sense." As the two 
walk on, they come across a man being robbed at gunpoint in an alleyway. "Damn it!" 
whispers Serenity, "How can I do anything? I don't have my suit on, and I'm vulnerable to 
bullets now!" "Stand away from the alley, and let me try something." Hammerspace steps 
forward into the alley and starts to approach the mugger. "Hello there, good sir. I hate to 
interrupt, but would you kindly stop stealing from this honest, hardworking man and let 
him go on his merry way? It would be much appreciated if you gave back his money and 
gave up on crime. They say it doesn't pay, after all." The mugger hits the victim with his 
gun and he falls to the floor; the criminal lets out a "tsk" and points his weapon at 
Hammerspace. He fires six bullets, but Hammerspace's body contorts left and right as he 
dodges each bullet with ease, as if time has slowed down for him. Serenity watches in 
awe as Hammerspace is left without a scratch, unable to comprehend what just happened. 
"Those bullets, they didn't go through him! It's as if they went around him!" 
Hammerspace continues walking forward and the robber keeps pulling the trigger, but no 
bullet ever hits the intended target. The criminal, scared for his life, turns and runs away, 
but Hammerspace chases after him, with Serenity following closely behind. He soon 
catches up, and pulls a large, wooden mallet out of nowhere. "Cool, that actually 
worked!" he shouts joyously, spooking the mugger even more. Hammerspace lifts the 
mallet over his head and bops the robber, who proceeds to collapse. A pool of blood 
begins to form around the body. "Ew" says Serenity, "That’s a bad way to start a life 
around here as a hero. Let's call that a practice run and keep it to ourselves." 
Hammerspace, however, is aghast at what he has done. "I never intended to kill him, you 
know that! Ah, what have I done?! There is terrible. I only wished to save the victim and 
bring the robber to justice." 

"Relax" says Serenity, "We've all had a kill in our time. It's not right, that's true, but this 



was an accident. Just put the mallet away and let's pretend it never happened. Trust me, 
you don’t want to start your new life here with horrible guilt on your head." "How can 
you, as a superhero, say that? I can never forgive myself for what I have done here today. 
I will atone for it. I don't know how, but I will. I must only kill the truly evil, not some 
junkie looking for a little cash. I swear on my life that I will atone for this!" Serenity hugs 
him. "I understand. It’s hard, it really is. But don’t let it keep you from fighting for what 
really matters. Hmm, I should be taking my advice." The two continue on, holding hands 
tightly while they each strive to find their way. They walk around, taking in the sights of 
the city, when they come across a horde of people running their way. Serenity stops one 
of them. "Hey, lady, what's going on here?" "There's a man at the intersection around the 
block" she gasps, "And he’s holding a very large weapon, with ammo strapped around his 
body. I don't know what he's up to, but I'm not sticking around to see it." The woman 
continues to run with the crowd and Serenity turns to Hammerspace. "See, now this is a 
perfect redemption for you. Not that I'm suggesting you go after him alone or anything. 
I’ll call the Villa." 



Chapter 72: Skin Deep 


"Hello, Cubes? It's Serenity." "What can I do for you?" "There's a new threat in town, 
possibly a superevil. He's a bulky man, clearly powerful physically, and he's holding a 
minigun. I'm going to need some backup." "A mini gun? Are you sure? Those things are 
generally mounted." "I think I've been in enough wars to know my weapons, Cubes. This 
one is definitely holding a minigun, making him inapproachable. Send everyone you can, 
but be careful that he doesn’t see them. I think the guy is out here purposely to draw out 
supers one by one. He's at the town square by Acacia Street, and is causing quite a 
ruckus. I guess attacking the Villa wasn't working for them as well as they thought, even 
if they did take down a bunch of us. A lot of people have fled the area, so it should be 
fairly safe to fight him without causing innocents to die. However, I can't say the same 
for us." "These guys just don’t stop coming, do they? Alright, I see who I can gather up, 
and get there as soon as I can. Hold tight for now, Serenity." Serenity hangs up and turns 
to Hammerspace. "Well, it looks like we wait until the others arrive. Going after this guy 
alone will be suicidal...for me, anyhow. You seem adept at dodging bullets, based on your 
performance earlier." "Are you suggesting I try to defeat the guy?" asks Hammerspace, 

"If it's a minigun, I don’t know if I’d live. Those things can pump out several thousand 
bullets a minute. I'll probably be shot dead before I even blink." "I'm not suggesting 
anything. All I know is, you can dodge bullets, at least on a low scale. That can definitely 
come in handy." 

About fifteen minutes later, a number of supers have gathered around the square, at 
distances far enough from the newest threat. Bombshell, Leopard, and Cubes meet in an 
alley, as they look around the comer of the building and stare at the muscled man. "What 
do you think, Leopard? Can you take him?" "Maybe? It definitely won’t be easy. I'll need 
to move as quietly as I can if I want to approach him. And even then, he might see me out 
of the corner of his eye. If I get shot oh so many times, I don’t know if I'll live or not." 
"What say you, Bombshell? Do you want to risk it?" Bombshell takes a bomb from her 
belt and gives it to Leopard. "Here, take it, Leo. Get close enough, and you can blow him 
to pieces while still remaining okay from the blast. We’ll need a distraction, though." 
"Xeno can provide that - let me give him a call." Xeno, on the other side of the square, 
gets the plan and releases four future selves. "Alright guys, I need you four to distract a 
threat at the center of the town square long enough for Leopard to kill him." "Leopard? 

So the heroes and villains are still working with each other? In that case, whoever you’re 
fighting is most assuredly a superevil." "Well" says the original, "He's got a big ass gun, 
that's all I know." "Sounds like Zipper to me" says a future self, "I can't remember how he 
was beaten though." "Well, on to it!" The four Xenos run out into the open just as 
Leopard sneaks into the scene from his side. Zipper sees the Xenos and begins shooting 
at them. They provide for a pathetic tactic and all four are easily disposed of. Zipper 
begins to walk to the source of the Xenos as Leopard hurries along, trying to catch up. He 
throws a bomb at Zipper, and when it hits the ground, the superevil turns at sees Leopard, 
but a little too late. The bomb explodes and a cloud of dust and blood flies everywhere. 
But when the dust finally settles, Zipper appears completely unharmed. He stares at 



Leopard with malice in his eyes and unloads a clip at him. The bullets spray Leopard all 
over and he hits the ground, his back against the gravel. Zipper continues to shoot at him 
until Leopard remains motionless, and then proceeds to walk over to him. 

Zipper crouches down beside him, and puts his head to Leopard's neck to check his pulse. 
"Huh, still alive" he says in a gruff voice, "This one's tough." He positions his hands to 
break Leopard's neck, but before he can do anything, Leopard swings an arm and his fist 
connects with Zipper's face. Zipper falls back and Leopard stands up, his body strangely 
positioned. Leopard kicks at Zipper, but it deals no damage, and Zipper lets out a grunt of 
confusion. He begins to shoot again, and Leopard floats away into the sky and onto the 
roof of a nearby building where Nexus is waiting with Elsie. "That was a close one, 
Cubes" says Nexus into a cell phone. "Why didn’t you just pick up the bad guy?" "It’s 
harder with a conscious being since they can resist. Plus, he has a freaking gun. I'm not 
going to mess with that. Maybe another plan?" "I was just thinking that, Nexus. I think 
it's time we tried out Despair." Cubes ends the call and turns to Bombshell. "Well, it's 
your move now. Let's see what the Mind Stone is capable of." Bombshell closes her eyes 
and concentrates. From another rooftop, where Wayward peers over the edge, Despair 
stands and aim his remaining, left arm at Zipper. He lets out a green beam which strikes 
Zipper and causes him to fall to his knees. "Now what?" asks Cubes of Bombshell. "Now 
we get the new guy to give his share of the fighting." Bombshell calls up Serenity and 
asks for Hammerspace's help. "Serenity, it's time for your boyfriend to get in on this fight. 
I don’t know what he can do, but I bet he can help us, if only a little." "Well, he can sort 
of dodge bullets, but he doesn't know if that will work against this guy." "Why didn’t you 
say so before?! In any event, get him to kill the superevil while Despair has him 
weakened." 

Hammerspace walks out into the square, unsure of how he’s going to even get to Zipper, 
who kneels at a distance of twenty-five feet away. Hammerspace moves cautiously, 
hoping not to attract any attention his way. Zipper sees him, and tries to get through the 
pain of an amputated limb, unsure if his arm is really there or not. Hammerspace, more 
confident, begins to run in Zipper's direction and pulls out his mallet. But Zipper gets a 
hold of his weapon and shoots from his kneeling position. Hammerspace immediately 
drops the mallet as he is riddled with bullet holes, but blood does not pour out of his 
body. Intrigued, Hammerspace pulls out a glass of water and drinks it. The water spouts 
from his body like a fountain. "Whoa, this is getting freaky" he thinks, and his body 
suddenly becomes a complete blur. When the movement finally slows down, every hole 
has been covered by a cross of two white bandages, and Hammerspace is perfectly okay. 
He picks up the mallet and continues to run toward Zipper, striking him over his head 
with the mallet. Blood flows down Zipper's back, and in an instant strange even to 
Hammerspace, a layer of Zipper's skin scatters into the air and dissipates. Zipper looks up 
and smiles at Hammerspace. "I don’t kn ow what you are, old man, but you can't kill me. 
I'm immortal." "In case you haven’t noticed" replies Hammerspace, "I'm not exactly 
normal myself." "We’ll see about that!" 


Zipper uppercuts Hammerspace, who flies up well into the sky despite his weight. 
Looking down from above, Hammerspace sees the different supers situated around the 



square. "Hmm, if I work it well enough, I can land next to Seethe." He pulls out a tiny, 
paper umbrella and floats downward, letting the wind carry him to Seethe and Chrono. 
"What's up, doc?" "Yeah" replies Seethe, "That wasn't strange at all. Are you even 
human? Or maybe this is really the Matrix? Honestly, you're a monkey wrench in the 
whole system." "Hey, no one ever said this world was nonnal. Hell, super powers 
themselves are strange and weird. Remember Beta?" Chrono sighs. "So now what? I 
would go, but I don’t think I can hold up against that many bullets. And even if I trap him, 
his bullets might still get through." "How do you mean?" asks Seethe, "I thought that you 
can bend space around them and trap them entirely." "No" Chrono answers, "That's 
impossible, as it would require cutting off a piece of space from the continuum. No 
matter how I bend space, it must all be connected. Therefore, when I trap someone, like 
when I trapped Phournos in a sphere, there were still a few 'holes' in the sphere that he 
could get a hand or two through. That's why we were still able to even see him - if he 
were fully enclosed, he’d be invisible to our eyes. And even if I trapped this guy, he could 
shoot his way out -1 couldn’t hold back those bullets forever." "We just need for him to 
run out" says Hammerspace, "And than he’ll be easy to take out, although he says he's 
immortal. The strange thing is, we all saw blood come from him when Leo bombed him. 
He can die, but still live, as if he's a video game character and has multiple lives. But the 
more important question is how we’ll get him to run out of bullets." 

Cubes phone rings and sees that it's his son. "Did you get my message, Seeker? I hope 
you have some good news." "Help has arrived, dad. I'm with the Flare and Penta. We’ll be 
joining Xeno who's already told me his location." "Good to here it. Do you think you can 
take out the superevil?" "We’ll have to see. The Flare and Penta will protect my body 
while I attack." "Good luck, son." Seeker hangs up and goes from a side street into the 
other side of the alley where he finds Xeno waiting for him. "So which form are you 
going to use, Seeker, astral, astral-mental or astral-physical?" "The latter is stronger, but 
still vulnerable to bullets. I don't really want to risk too much when just my astral fonn 
will do. Well, let's go for it." Seeker sits in a lotus position as Xeno, Claire, and Penta 
stand around him, watching out for Zipper and any other disturbances. Seeker soon 
reaches his astral fonn and floats over to Zipper. He kicks the superevil in the side of the 
head and Zipper stumbles to the side. Seeker doesn't stop in his assault and continues to 
attack Zipper, kicking him over and over until Zipper is beaten into submission and lies 
on his side. Claire rushes over and takes the minigun in her hands. "Heavy!" she thinks as 
she sets herself on fire and lets the flames roast to a crisp blue. The flames envelop the 
weapon and slowly melt it. She drops the gun and the metal cools, fusing together and 
becoming useless. Claire than throws a fireball at Zipper and burns him alive. Zipper 
wakes from his unconscious state and screams violently as a layer of his skin bums away. 
Then, he gets up and stands before Claire and looks her dead in the eye. "You may have 
destroyed my weapon, girly, but you have yet to harm me. I would walk away if I were 
you." Claire hugs him tightly and the flames engulf him once more, causing him to 
resume screaming. 

Claire soon exhausts her emotional energy and the flames return to red, still enough to 
kill a person. Layer after layer of Zipper's skin burns away, but he remains alive. Seeing 
this, Claire grabs Zipper's ears shoves fire into the canals, the fire spreads to the 



superevil's brain, and Zipper falls to the ground. Claire stares down at him, unsure if he’s 
truly dead or not. She nudges him with her left foot, but he fails to respond. Just to be 
sure, she throws another fireball at him, and he begins to scream once more, scaring her. 
"How many times must I kill this guy?" Claire wonders. Zipper, still on fire, sweeps 
Claire and knocks her to the ground. He pats out the fire on his body and swings a foot 
into Claire's stomach, kicking her several feet away, where she grabs her midsection in 
pain. Seeker, who had been watching all along, sees this and attacks Zipper again. He 
knocks the superevil out once more, then returns to his own body, and then runs back to 
Claire's side in his normal form. He rubs her stomach with his hands, hoping that she's 
okay. "Don’t worry" Claire weakly responds, "I'll be fine. More importantly, we need to 
do something with this guy. Xeno tells me his name is 'Zipper', and according to Audio, 
he's immortal somehow, but I know I killed him a few times over." Seeker lifts his hand 
up to the air and waves to symbolize that it's okay to approach Zipper. The present supers 
make their way toward Zipper and surround him. "So what do we do?" asks Serenity, 

"We can't kill him, and he may be knocked out now, but judging by what happened 
before, if we try to kill him, he’ll wake back up." "Suppose we chain him up for now?" 
suggests Wayward, "That's what the villains did to me when I first arrived. It will prevent 
him doing anything until we come up with an idea of what to do with him." "We can 
always send him to Kraftbrecher" says Cubes. "Don’t forget" says Seethe, "I was busted 
out of there, even if it cost Sim his life. If we send him there, we lose control over what 
may happen. Suppose, for example, that their boss frees him somehow. Then he’ll 
probably get a new weapon, and this will start all over again. Let's lock him up in the 
Villa for now." "And put him in the same building as Elsie?!" asks an incredulous Nexus, 
"That doesn't sound very safe." "We could always do a swap" suggests Bombshell, "We 
take the Mind Stone from Despair, kill him or whatever, than implant the stone in Zipper. 
But...there’s no telling which one of them is stronger." "Ah, hell" says Cubes, deciding, 
"Lets just lock him in the Villa basement for now. It's the best we've got." 


* 

Later that day, when everyone has returned, the supers discuss over an early dinner how 
to handle the situation. "We can't keep him locked up forever" says Volta, "He'll get out 
eventually when we’re distracted by another superevil. And if he does get out, it can 
easily turn the tide against us at a critical moment. We need to figure out how to kill him 
once and for all." "Suppose we give him some concrete shoes?" asks Xeno, "And let him 
drown? Even if he lives after that, he’ll just continue to drown over and over." "Someone 
might eventually find him and save him" says Wayward, "But I think you’re on the right 
track." "So put him out of sight, then" says Star Sweeper, "No one knows where he is 
right now, right? So let's put him underground somewhere. He’ll suffocate over and over, 
and no one will be able to help him." "Bury him alive?" responds Cubes, "Damn, that's 
harsh. But I guess any type of answer to this problem will be. Alright, that sounds like it's 
the way to go, so let's do it." Xeno, Seeker, Nexus, and Cubes take the chained Zipper 
with them to the park. "You can’t kill me, you know" says Zipper, "I am immortal." "Cut 
the crap" says Cubes, "If you can die even once, you can die forever. You may be an 
existential super, but that doesn't make you a god." "Okay, okay, you caught me. I guess it 
makes no difference given what you're going to do to me, so here goes: I am mortal, but I 



have a vast amount of lives. Every time the clock strikes midnight, I am blessed with one 
more life. And given that I'm 32 years old, that's over ten thousand lives." "In that case" 
says Nexus, "You'll be in an eternal amount of pain. You'll suffocate over and over and 
over until those lives are used up, and no one will be able to find you." "Oh, I disagree" 
says Zipper, "The boss will eventually find me, no matter where I'm hidden." "Oh, and 
how will he do that?" "I'm afraid I can't tell you that" answers Zipper, "That would be 
rude of me. But good luck, because you'll need it." They arrive at a secluded spot by a 
tree and begin to dig a very deep hole, with a depth of close to twenty feet. After 
throwing Zipper in, they toss back all the dirt until the hole is filled back up. "At that 
depth, no one will hear him scream. Of course, with no air, he won’t be able to scream 
anyhow." 



Chapter 73: Manifest 


At midnight, well after Cubes and others have left Zipper in his grave, a skinny man 
strolls along a dirt path within the park. He holds a device in his left hand which beeps as 
a red light blinks. "Hmm, at least they buried him in the park. If they kept him in the city 
he would have been a bitch to get to." The man continues to walk for another ten minutes 
or so before the blinking becomes rapid and the beeping almost incessant. "Look's like 
I've found him at last." He lays down the tracking device and stretches his arms out to his 
sides. From the man's heart, a tangible, cohesive darkness exudes outward like smoke. It 
covers his arms entirely, but does not stop. The black substance keeps coming until he 
holds a black shovel in his hands, at which point the man halts the darkness and targets 
the ground in front of him. He digs into the fresh dirt over and over, breaking away clump 
after clump as a method of excavation. Eventually, at twenty feet, the man pushes 
downward and strikes flesh. "Ouch!" yells Zipper, "That really hurt, you know." "It's not 
my fault you got yourself caught, B.J. Don't suck next time." "It's not so easy when you’re 
fighting so many enemies, Evile, and don't call me that. Not to mention there's an astral 
user among them, I think. And I only faced a bunch of them, so you can imagine how 
hard it will be to take them all on." "Lucky you, then. Besides having to dig you out - 
you're welcome, by the way - I have to fight 'alongside' you, as the boss told me." "Fine, 
thank you" sighs Zipper, "It’s true that I would have fully died if not for you. But what's 
with the boss uniting us? I thought he didn’t trust us to fight together." "You got me" 
answers Evile, "Just when you think you know him, he pulls out another curveball. My 
guess is, he was just too lazy to dig you out himself, and once he got me doing it, he 
figured sending both of us couldn’t hurt much. A majority of the team's already gone, 
anyhow." "You ever get the feeling the boss doesn’t care if we die? He didn’t seem 
affected by anyone's death. You’d think he’d at least feel something for his pet project, 
Eyesore." "Whatever" says Evile, "Let's just get it over with. If taking a child and using 
her for evil doesn't strengthen me, nothing will." 

* 

The next day, which tends to happen a lot, is a Friday, right before the weekend starts. 
About half of the supers are at their respective jobs and classes, leaving the rest behind at 
the Villa. However, Zipper and Evile are not interested in going there. "According to the 
boss" starts Evile, "We’re going straight for Elsie instead of beating the hell out of her 
guardians. She's enlisted at the Hilbert Elementary School, located to the east of the 
Topaz Villa. This should be straightforward: we knock her out, and what's done is done." 
"Why didn’t we do this from the start?" asks a freshly-cleaned Zipper, now armed with a 
smaller, yet still efficient, machine gun, "It seems like the most obvious choice." 

"Because if you try to take Elsie, the others will follow her somehow. Actually, I think 
they have a tracking device on her, like the ones implanted in us. We just have to make it 
to the safehouse before we’re caught, and all will be well. I doubt her protectors can take 
us all on." "Something about this feels wrong, but that's probably because everyone else 
has died before us." The two hail a cab, the driver being unable see Zipper's weapon, as it 



hangs from his right shoulder. When the car stops, the two get in, and Zipper aims the 
gun at the cabbie. "Drive." The vehicle pulls away from the curb and speeds off as the 
driver is terrified of Zipper. "W-Where to?" "Hilbert Elementary School. If we get there 
fast enough, you'll live." 

Twenty minutes later, the car taxi pulls up to the school. The two superevils get out and 
the cab peels away once more. Evile shrugs and nods his head in the direction of the 
school's entrance. "Showtime." They walk through the doors and enter the lobby. Zipper 
walks up to the secretary and asks politely, "May I please be shown to Elsie's room?" The 
woman doesn’t even look up. "You'll have to be more specific. Which Elsie?" "Aah, crap" 
thinks Zipper, "What the hell is her last name?" "I refer to the Elsie with the crazy eyes." 
"Yeah, that doesn't really help." The secretary looks up and sees Zipper's weapon. She 
becomes wide-eyed and her mouth opens slightly, symptoms that Zipper does not miss. "I 
see you’re ready to talk now. So, where is Elsie? This doesn’t have to be difficult." The 
woman shakes. "I, I don’t know. There are several Elsies in this school." She quickly 
looks at the computer files. "Four to be exact." "Well, this one should be about 8 years 
old." "That narrows it down to two, then. Rooms 104 and 212." "Thank you very much. 
Oh, don’t call the cops if you value your life." Zipper and Evile split up in search of the 
different rooms. When they're out of her view, the woman frantically dials the police and 
explains the situation. "Two men, one holding a weapon, at Hilbert Elementary. They're 
looking for a child named Elsie. Please hurry." 

Zipper hurries along to room 104. Students gasp as they spot him barreling down the 
hallway and press their backs to the walls as they let him pass by undisturbed. It is, after 
all, an elementary school and they are far too young to know how to handle the situation. 
One girl sees him and screams, as she runs back into her classroom. "Crap, this sucks. 
Maybe I shouldn’t have brought my gun. But the supers would have found me either way, 
and better a weapon than being unarmed." He finds room 104 and kicks the door open, 
brandishing the weapon as he surveys the scene. Twenty-something students quickly look 
up in shock and flee to the back of the room. The teacher, backs up toward the side of the 
room, where the windows he. "Will Elsie please step forward?" Zipper asks in a calm 
demeanor. A girl with long, blond curls emerges from the crowd. "I'm Elsie..." she 
answers uncertainly. "Great, come with me. The rest of you, stay in here and continue as 
if nothing has happened." By this time, however, word has spread throughout the school 
of the two intruders and the police are on their way. Classrooms are locked from the 
inside as the teachers try to do their best to keep the children safe. Meanwhile, Evile, 
figuring out the system, climbs the stairs to the second floor. He walks slowly, taking in 
the surroundings, and comes across a small classroom at the end of the hallway. He stares 
intently through the door window, scouting the room in front of him. To the left are the 
closet and the cubbies, and straight at the other end of the room is the blackboard. The 
teacher, facing Evile, sees him and walks toward the door. Opening it, the man asks "Can 
I help you?" "Yeah, I looking for Elsie." "And may I ask who you are?" "I'm her father, 
and it's an emergency. Her mother is in the hospital." The teacher looks at Evile, than at 
Elsie, and fails to see the comparison. "You don’t look like her father..." Evile sighs. "I 
tried to be nice, I really did." Darkness emits from his heart and wraps around the teacher 
neck, suffocating him. The man grips the darkness, trying to pry it open, but he is not 



strong enough and dies." Evile lets the darkness recede and the body falls to the floor. 

The children, watching all of this, scream in terror, most of all Elsie, who knows what 
Evile is after. 

Evile ambles over toward the children and goes down on one knee, attempting to quell 
them, though knowing it will prove futile. "Which one of you is Elsie? I know she's here, 
so there's no use hiding it." A desk flies up and pegs him in the chest, casting him into the 
wall. "Playing, rough, eh? I guess I have no choice." Evile closes his eyes and the 
darkness coming from his heart covers his entire body, turning him into a large creature. 
He easily lifts the desk that's partially trapping him and hurls it to the side where it 
smashes against the wall. Evile gets back up and asks once more, "Which one of you is 
Elsie? This is no time to play the hero." A boy immediately points to the true Elsie, who 
looks back at him, aghast. She runs toward the wall of cubbies but Evile lets out a black 
rope from his body which chases her. Elsie phases through the cubbies and wall, stunning 
her classmates, but Evile's rope manages to catch her around the ankle. A sizzling can be 
heard, and the rope breaks away and Elsie escapes from the room. "Ow!" yells Evile, 
startling by the sudden pain, "What the hell was that?" He turns and leaves the room, to 
chase after her, but can't help but wonder at what just happened. Evile considers 
murdering the rest of the children, but realizes that he has no time to waste. Zipper, on the 
other hand, has the false Elsie with him and leads her two the exit of the school, but stops 
right before he leaves and listens. The faint screech of tires can be heard as the police 
arrive. Zipper opens a door slightly and sees the cop cars parked outside the entrance. He 
turns and sees the secretary across the room, looking at him with fear. Zipper shakes his 
head, points the machine gun at her, and fires. Elsie shrieks in fear and Zipper covers her 
mouth with his left hand. "Relax, Elsie, once we get you to the boss, this will all be over. 
Now where on earth is Evile?" He waits impatiently for the other superevil to arrive. 

However, the police also notify Topaz, and the stay-at-home supers receive the alert. 
Seethe, Wayward, Star Sweeper, Bombshell, and Cubes make haste as Cubes contacts 
Nexus and Volta of the situation. He then informs Serenity and Hammerspace and soon 
the supers are racing through town to get to the school. Elsie, still on the run, makes her 
way to the roof of the building, phasing through the access door when she finds it to be 
locked. She runs across to the edge and sees the police in font of the building. Elsie 
concentrates, and a pair of feathered wings sprout from back. She leaps and the wings 
beat rapidly as she falls to the ground, but they don't move fast enough, and when she 
lands at a fast speed, her left ankle breaks. She screams in pain, attracting the attention of 
both the police and Evile, who is searching through a classroom by an open window. He 
jumps out and lands firmly on the grass, and begins to walk toward her. The cops fire at 
him, but the bullets bounce off harmlessly, and they stop shooting when he gets too close 
of Elsie, afraid that either they'll hit her or a bullet will ricochet into her. Zipper, hearing 
all the shooting and figuring it must be Evile, opens the left door and looks to the right, 
where he sees Evile and Elsie with her wings. He looks back at his Elsie and crouches 
down, looking into her eyes, but does not see rainbows. "Looks like you're free to go kid. 
You're the wrong Elsie." The girl quickly runs away. Zipper makes a run for it and tries to 
get himself to Evile and Elsie. The police start shooting again, and Zipper loses life after 
life, but eventually gets to the others. "Pickup Elsie" Evile asks of Zipper. "Why?" "Just 



do it, alright? I'm going to get us out of here." Zipper shrugs and lifts her up, and is 
electrocuted in response. He immediately drops her. "What the hell, man! Pick her up!" 
"Didn't you see?! She shocked me!" "Then knock her out!" Zipper strikes Elsie across the 
face and she is left unconscious. He picks her up, and Evile creates a ball of impenetrable 
darkness around them, emanating from his chest, with a hole for Evile to see out of. The 
ball grows legs and it starts to move, trampling the cop cars on the way out. "So why was 
I supposed to pick her up, anyhow?" "For some reason, she can escape my evil. I don’t 
know if it's because she's a demigod reborn, or because of...well, you know." "No, I don’t. 
Enlighten me, if you please." Evile exhales. "Basically, the darkness is a manifestation of 
my evil. Therefore, the only way to actually destroy it is to be either more evil, or more 
pure, than the intensity of evil. To put it in a mathematical way, |x|>y, where 'y' is the 
magnitude of my evil and 'x' is the magnitude of either their evil or their purity. It's a 
balance of spiritual proportions, which is why I'm a spiritual super to begin with. In this 
case, however, it could be that she's able to destroy it simply because she’s a demigod. I 
don’t know which reason is the case, but that doesn't matter. Just don't set her down or 
she’ll fall right through the orb." 

"Interesting, very interesting" thinks Zipper, armed with the new information, "If Evile 
delivers Elsie, he'll get all the credit, since I’ve done squat so far. I better make sure that I, 
at least, hand her to the boss." He sees Elsie's ankle. "Hey, what happened to Elsie? She 
looks hurt. She's not supposed to be injured, if you recall." "I think she jumped from the 
roof. Hey, it's not my fault she took a dumb risk. Let's just keep going." The supers start 
to arrive as Serenity and Hammerspace find them first by tracking Elsie. "I guess I'm up" 
says Hammerspace, "Wish me luck." He gets out of the car and pulls out his mallet. He 
runs toward the walking orb from behind and strikes one of the two feet made of evil, but 
it does nothing other than to alert Evile of Hammerspace's presence. The legs disappear 
and the orb falls, squashing Hammerspace. The legs grow back and Evile walks forward, 
then turns around and surveys the area. Hammerspace puts his thumb in his mouth and 
blows hard. With a loud 'pop' he returns to his usual shape, albeit with a minor headache. 
Evile creates a whip and strikes Hammerspace to the side, causing him to crash into a 
lamppost. Satisfied, Evile moves on, not bothering to check if the hero is dead or not, as 
he has no time to spare. A few blocks later, he runs into two cars, and the supers pile out. 
Bombshell throws a sticky bomb at the orb, but the explosion does nothing. Cubes creates 
a staircase which he and Seethe run up, and, when they are situated above the sphere, 
Seethe sprays a downpour of acid, but it merely slides off the sides. Cubes creates a 
bundle of spears made of solidified air and hurls them at the black ball, but they, too, 
prove useless. Seeing the failed tactics, Wayward grounds the orb by increasing its 
gravity. Evile removes the shielding and whips at Wayward, but the dark rope slumps to 
the street below. Zipper, seeing his comrade in trouble, drops Elsie and raises his weapon, 
but it is kicked into the air by an invisible Star Sweeper. She continues her assault on 
him, dodging at his attempts to defend himself. Star Sweeper takes out her knife and 
gouges both of Zipper's eyes, blinding him, but keeping him alive. She picks up Elsie and 
gives her to Cubes to take care of. Evile stands still, assessing the situation before him. 

He whips out a spike from behind and stabs Zipper through the heart, killing and thus 
reviving him, and allowing him to regain his sight. Zipper picks up his weapon, which 
had dropped to the floor, and starts to shoot at Wayward. The bullets hit his suit all over, 



as there are too many to stop at once, and knock him out. Then, Evile, lassos Wayward in 
and sends a rope down Wayward’s throat, where it sprouts spikes and kills him. The rope 
recedes, dripping with blood that Evile licks up. 

Volta arrives at the scene, as she had not been with Nexus. Zipper sees her and laughs. 
"Another super? Please. You can’t stand up to us!" "What?" mocks Volta, "Was your boss 
so afraid that he sent you help this time? Are you not enough of a man to fight your own 
battles?" Zipper scoffs at her, "Please, I could take you on all by myself. I don't need 
anyone’s help!" He aims his gun and shoots at her, but the bullets hit a wall of air that 
Cubes creates. Volta shoots a bolt which casts away Zipper's weapon. He runs to get at it, 
and Evile launches a spiked rope of evil at Volta, but she quickly flies up into the air and 
dodges it. Zipper, grabbing his weapon, sees what happens and berates Evile. "Damn it, 
man! She's mine. I don't need your help!" "Sure looks like you do. You may be 'immortal' 
but you’re useless without your guns, you know that?" "Shut the hell up, Evile! You 
couldn’t defeat me for all you're worth, so in my book, you're the weak one!" "Please" 
responds Evile, rolling his eyes, "If not for me, you'd still be buried in the park. My evil 
is far too great for you to handle. I can easily kill you thousands of times before I were to 
tire, which is more than you can say." "At least I can't be hurt by a child! One touch and 
suddenly you're not a man at all. How about that?" The supers track the conversation, 
trying to figure out what's going on, while Nexus finally arrives. He speaks to Volta and 
learns that Evile can manipulate the dark matter coming from his body, and that 
according to Zipper, it seems Elsie can hurt him. "So we just need to get Elsie to touch 
that guy then?" "Zipper does have a gun though, which might make it harder to do..." 
"Let's hope for the best, then." Nexus takes Elsie from Cubes and sets her standing up, 
noting the broken ankle. He controls her body and floats her toward Evile, whose facing 
toward Zipper as he continues to argue and doesn't realize it. Zipper sees her coming and 
smirks, knowing that he’ll get the credit for Elsie's capture. Elsie's body hugs Evile and 
burns through the darkness. Evile shouts in pain and the darkness fully recedes from him. 
Cubes creates a dart and throws it at Evile in the back of his head, killing him. With Evile 
dead, only Zipper remains. He shoots at Cubes, but Nexus stops the bullets in midair. 
Bombshell throws a bomb at Zipper and it explodes, and the smoke it releases causes him 
to fall asleep. "He’ll be out for quite a while." 

Serenity and Hammerspace finally arrive at the scene where they find the dead Wayward 
and Evile. Seethe continues his job of destroying the dead superevils, and, upon 
agreement, this time Zipper is taken to Kraftbrecher by the police. The supers take 
Wayward's corpse and bury him in the cemetery after Elsie is bandaged up. The funeral is 
a somber one, as they lost a particularly strong super, and Star Sweeper is the one to 
speak of his deeds. Despite her short time with the supers, she knew Wayward the best, 
and she goes on to extol his service to the supers, and his jovial manner, but particularly 
his ability to be his own self and watch the chaos, yet partake in it all the same. "I guess 
what I'm trying to say is, Wayward just wanted to have fun, even if that meant giving his 
life. He was able to live his life to the fullest each day by fighting for it and for us. His 
perseverance is something we should leam from; does it not say, 'For a righteous man 
falls seven times, and rises again’? We, too, must learn to get back up, no matter the 
circumstances." The supers return to the Villa, and check on Leopard, who is still 



unconscious from his bout with Zipper. "I wonder what he's dreaming about?" asks a 
curious Incarnate. 



Chapter 74: Myself 


"I feel lost. What am I? Man or beast? Am I defined by the actions I take, by the thoughts 
I have and the ideas I conceive, or simply by the DNA that makes me up? If I am nothing 
but an animal, or animals, have I truly found my purpose in life, or is it really all pretend? 
After all, an animal is but a servant to man, the pet to the owner, just an amusement of 
sorts. No, I must believe that I am a man; does not that very decision render me one? Is it 
not 'Cogito ergo sum'? For man is defined primarily by his mind. His actions are simply 
more complicated movements than an animal's, but his thoughts break the limits of 
'human' and cross over into 'being'. 'Being' is what we all seek...no, only some of us. The 
hedonistic ones are satisfied with mere pleasure, and right before they die, they think 'I 
have done nothing’, only to realize it is too late to change. But the being, he or she can 
become something greater than his or her own self. This transcendence may come via 
many paths, but it is meant to be the ultimate goal of life. Therefore, we strive to reach of 
higher plane of existence, one that does not only feed off of pleasure, but even of pain, 
for without the two happiness cannot be achieved. Happiness being defined by the 
completion of one's own path - we must not mistake it for a physical or emotional 
happiness, but an existential one, which looms beyond the body and determines how the 
reality around us is affected. So what is my path to this happiness? Is it really to mete out 
punishment to those who deserve it? If so, why not be a vigilante instead of a villain? My 
role is to be evil, to dole pain both to those who seek good and those who seek true evil. 

To the good, I hurt so that they may reach happiness, and to the true evil I hurt so that 
they may turn back from their corrupted path. Ultimately, necessary evils must be done, 
but that is a kn own sacrifice and nothing to dwell too much time on. Now, arise." 

Leopard gets up and finds himself in a bed. He takes a look around and sees a few dozen 
others, dozing. "I'm in the lab? But how? We destroyed it years ago!" He gets up and 
walks around his surroundings, wondering with awe how he returned. The others stay 
asleep in their cots, shifting in their sleep, whether from their dreams or from their 
corrupted genes. "Does that mean she’s here? I haven’t seen her in so long..." Leopard 
continues on to the other corner of the room, until he finally finds the specimen he's 
looking for. "Cammy" he whispers, nudging her with his hand. She moans, and turns 
over, facing away from him. "Camel!" he says, a little louder, but she does not respond. 

He hears noises and turns around. The other specimens are all awake, and slowly drift 
toward him, their feet sliding across the floor. "Huh?" Leopard stays facing them, but 
tries to wake Camel once more. Once more, nothing happens, so he turns back around, 
only to find her missing. The noises behind him grow louder, as the others get closer to 
him, so Leopard tries to alert the guards above, behind the Plexiglas. He runs up to the 
wall and jumps, but the glass leaps up out of his reach. He turns around, and finds himself 
surrounded by the others. His body presses against the metal wall behind him, and hears a 
female voice say, "Just breathe". Leopard inhales, and he falls through the wall into 
another room. He looks around, and finds scientists standing next to an operation table. 

He knows, but cannot explain how he does, that they want him on the table. "Activate" he 
says to his armpit speaker, but the suit does not turn on. "Activate!" he yells in despair, 



but nothing happens. "I can see the boxes all over me, yet they won’t work. Is that why I 
am in here?" Leopard goes forth and lies down on the table, hoping to repair his broken 
system. The scientist strap him down tightly, and one of them puts a mask over him as he 
pumps out anesthesia. Leopard feels his eyes grow heavy, closing down on him beyond 
the power of his will. 

When he awakes, Leopard finds himself in a line with the other specimens. One of the 
scientists is talking, but in an unknown language, and Leopard struggles to glean any 
piece of information he can from the man. A specimen, suited, jumps out of the line and 
rushes toward the scientist, but a guard guns him down. Suddenly, all hell breaks loose 
and the specimens revolt. Chaos reigns, but Leopard is only on the search for Camel. 
Bullets hit him over and over, continuously piercing his suit, and he feels the pain each 
time, but much to his confusion, death does not overtake him. Leopard sees another 
suited specimen running through a door and knows it to be Camel. He chases after her 
but two guards roll by and block him. Leopard clutches each neck with his hands until 
there is no more air in their lungs. He tosses the corpses aside and runs through the door, 
finding himself in a labyrinth of hallways. "Nice and easy, Leo. Stick to the right wall, 
and you’ll eventually find the exit, however long it may take." Leopard runs along the 
right wall, always turning right. He goes on for what feels like ages, until he hears a voice 
behind him. He swivels, yet finds only a wall before him. He turns back, but finds 
another wall, and he is trapped on all four sides. "Jump!" says the female voice. He does 
so, and leaps up ten feet, soaring over the pit he found himself in. When he lands, the 
metal floor turns into a meadow, with tall sunflowers obscuring the ground beneath him. 
Leopard wades through the meadow, hoping to find her. A buzzing starts to grow, as 
hordes of gnats overtake the sky and force Leopard to get on his hands and knees. 

"Crawl" he thinks, practically pouncing through the flowers. The gnats get to him 
anyhow, and they surround his body, lifting him up in the air. He ascends higher and 
higher until the meadow is just a blur of yellow within a large patch of green. Leopard 
finds himself exactly 30,000 feet in the air, and the clouds are below his feet, squishy, yet 
comfortable. He runs on all fours, faster than he's ever gone before, after a vision of 
Camel that lies ahead. Every time his appendages land down on the clouds, droplets of 
water scatter away from him. 

Soon, he reaches Camel. "Deactivate" he calls out, and she does the same. Her suit 
recedes to reveal a tan woman with short, black hair, her long eyelashes drawing in the 
eye. She is clothed in a single piece of underwear that covers up her fully like a swim 
suit. "I've been waiting for you, Leo." "Cammy, how is this possible? How are you here? 
How are we here?" "There is no impossible Leo. Witnessing Elsie, surely you should 
know that..." "How do you know Elsie? We only just escaped the lab!" "Have we? Look 
around." Leopard finds themselves back in the lab, in a room set for training. "Don’t think 
too much about it, or you'll never see the answer. Follow your heart and the truth will 
reveal itself in time. Truth...does not try to hide from us. Rather, we distract ourselves 
from seeing it." A guard walks over. "You've been on a break long enough Leopard. 

You're up." He steps forward and faces three opponents before him. "Remember, this is 
merely an exercise. Your goal is to incapacitate them." Leopard charges at his enemies, 
tackling the center one and push off of him in a handspring motion. He flips and lands 



past the head of the felled victim, and continues on. He runs up the wall with the other 
two after him and kicks off with his feet, flipping backward and landing behind the 
opponents. He sweeps the one on the left and the right one turns around. Leopard is about 
to punch when the last enemy is found to be Camel. "Wait, weren't you back there?" asks 
Leopard, pointing behind him. "You also speak too much, Leo. Actions show our true 
worth more than empty epigrams." She punches him in the face repeatedly, and he is 
knocked out. 

Leopard wakes up again, and this time he is chained up in the Family Villa's basement. 

He immediately recognizes his surroundings. "Impossible! Eyesore destroyed the Villa. 
We've been fighting the superevils in the Topaz Villa since! What is happening to me? 
Have I finally lost my mind to my animal side? Am I that far gone, unable to reclaim my 
mental throne?" Strongann bounds down the stairs and stands before him. "Strongann? 
You died!" "Yes, I died, because of you. You were unable to fight off Alpha's forces in the 
park, and I paid the price. How weak you have become! You were our strongest member, 
yet you were felled by one man!" "The man with the gun?" asks Leopard, "That was no 
ordinary weapon. You certainly would have died fighting him alone." "Correct. You did 
your best. Let me set you free." Strongann rips the chains from the wall and points to the 
stairs. "Find what you are looking for. Seek and receive." Leopard dashes up the stairs but 
finds the rest of the Villa in ruins as it currently is. He finds Sim in lotus position and 
levitating in the air. "Sim, you too?" Sim opens his eyes and answers, "It is quite simple. 
You are not going crazy, Leopard. There is a far more rational explanation for what is 
happening. Discover it and you will be free. But, more importantly, you cannot blame 
yourself for Strongann’s death, and certainly not for mine. Likewise, with the fight 
continuing as it is with the superevils, you must not heap guilt upon your conscience. 
Supers die - this is the golden rule. Fighting for so long, we cannot avoid death forever. 
Even Serenity will die someday. Instead, focus on destroying the truly evil as you have 
decided your path shall be. If you perish, you perish. But know that you die, living and 
fulfilling your path, and not hiding from destiny like a helpless puppy." With that, Sim 
vanishes into thin air and Leopard is left to his own devices. 

Leopard walks down an alley and finds himself in front of the Topaz Villa. He can hear a 
loud dither emanating from the open windows. He walks up to the entrance and goes 
inside, deducing that the noise is coming from the cafeteria. Entering, he finds all his 
friends and allies waiting for him. Bombshell gets up and approaches him. "The offer still 
stands, Leo. I can't run our side all by myself. Strongann was far more able in that area, 
while I'm just a scientist. What do you say?" "I wish to take up your offer, but I, as well, 
need help. Once I find her, I will report back to you." "Remember, Leo, there is no shame 
in needing help. Even the main character of a story only succeeds because of his or her 
loved ones. The belief that man must be victorious on his own is a foolish one." "Aye, 
Bombshell, I will keep that in mind." Leopard goes back to the hallway and takes the 
stairs to the roof. When he access it, however, he finds Zipper there, taunting him. "Well, 
look who it is" he says, in a strange-pitched voice, "The manimal. Why don't you stop 
trying to fight and join the circus instead, freak?" "You cannot anger me with such words. 
They come from a man whose soul has been twisted by years of evil. You have strayed so 
far from the path that I don’t think even I can help you. Away with you!" Leopard kicks 



Zipper in the face and then grabs him by the legs. He spins around until Zipper is parallel 
to the ground, and then Leopard lets go, flinging Zipper off the roof and onto the 
pavement below. "Now, to find Cainmy." He looks over the vast city, unsure of where to 
start. "Need a lift?" He looks to the right and sees Fly Guy standing beside him. "She 
must be somewhere." 

Leopard blinks, and the next thing he knows, he's flying above Eisenstadt with Fly Guy 
holding him from above. "Where did Gammy go? She was with me before, and then 
suddenly disappeared. And then everyone else appeared? How is this happening. It's not a 
hallucination, so it's either real or imaginary. If it's real, is it magic? Perhaps Penta is 
behind this all. But for what? What can she possibly gain? Or maybe I agreed to some 
kind of an experiment. The last thing I remember before I woke up in the lab is throwing 
a bomb at that guy. It exploded, but he didn’t die. And then...he pointed his gun at me and 
shot. He had a powerful weapon, a minigun as Cubes mentioned. Am I dead? It would 
make sense, since I'm seeing all these dead supers. But I am seeing live ones as well, so 
that can’t be it. Am I...am I dreaming? That would make sense, and it's a simple answer. If 
so, nothing that happens here is real. That would explain me getting shot by the guards 
but surviving. It would also explain my random teleportations. Let me assume I am 
dreaming. So how do I wake up? Does it require finding Cammy? Let me try something." 
Leopard points to a rooftop. "Over there, Fly Guy." "No one is there." "Please, just go 
there." "I'm afraid I can't do that, Leo." Leopard sends out an electric shock and Fly Guy 
loses his grip and drops him, and then proceeds to fly away. Leopard falls and lands on 
the roof unhanned. He calls out, "If this is a dream, let Cammy appear." She materializes 
out of nowhere. "Congratulations, you've finally caught me." "It wasn't easy, especially 
when you knocked me out. Can we go home now?" "That's up to you, Leo. You must 
wake up." "But how?" "Like this." 

Camel picks up Leopard and slams him into the ground. He wakes up in a start, still in his 
suit. "Deactivate" he mutters, and the suit recedes into the black boxes, and we see sweat 
dripping from his forehead. All the villains see this and gather around more closely. They 
begin to shout out various statements of caution and joy, and Bombshell wipes off his 
forehead with a towel. "Welcome back, Leo. I hope you weren’t having a nightmare." "It's 
hard to say" he answers over the tumultuous crowd, "It was another world, that's for sure. 
One thing I do know, I'd like to help run our Villa. I'll need to make a call first, though." 
"Whatever you need, Leo, you got it. How are you feeling?" "Like someone beat the crap 
out of me." "Yeah" replies Bombshell, "Zipper really messed you up. You've been out of 
it for a full day." "Zipper? Is he the guy with the gun?" "Yeah, he’s in Kraftbrecher now, 
though. We also took down another superevil since, but we lost Wayward." "Damn, he 
was really strong! I'm sure going to miss the guy. Anyhow, I feel ready to fight once 
more. My body's still sore, but I should be back to normal in a few days." Eventually, the 
villains filter out one by one, leaving Leopard alone. He takes a cell phone from the top 
of a dresser and dials a number. "Hello, Cammy?" 



Chapter 75: The All-Gifted 


As Leopard continues his call to Camel, and while Elsie and Crusher are already in bed, 
asleep, the rest of the supers adjourn to the lounge, where Incarnate calls a meeting to 
order. "I know I haven’t been so active in this battle against the superevils, but I've been 
doing some research and I hope to shed some light on what Elsie is." "What do you 
mean, 'What Elsie is'?" asks Volta, "She's a demigoddess, isn't she?" "Exactly so" replies 
Incarnate, "But she's a living demigoddess, a mortal demigoddess, which isn't normal at 
all. Or maybe it's perfectly normal, yet it appears strange only because we didn’t know 
enough of her story. Let me try to expand and expound on her history so that we may 
realize the severity of our battles." The other supers, hearing these words, grow very 
interested and lean forward just a bit, eager to hear every word. "I gathered much 
information from the lore, and I hope to satisfy what questions you might have. It all 
began thousands of years ago - the exact year is unknown, however. According to Greek 
mythology, Prometheus, one of the Titans, stole fire from Zeus and gave it to the mortal 
men. In retaliation for this, Zeus had Hephaestus - his son, born from Hera - and Athena, 
his daughter, make a woman from the earth. This woman was blessed with many qualities 
and gifts, bestowed to her by the gods. As such, she became known as 'Pandora', meaning 
'all-gifted'." 

"Hold on!" exclaims Bodave, "Is it not known that the Greek gods are false?" "Indeed" 
confirms Incarnate, "As what I spoke of is but the legend. It is necessary, however, 
because it brings up the name of Pandora. Now, other sources I have read about tell 
things differently. There is a single god, who created life in the beginning, and life 
followed a complex algorithm of reproduction through the ingenuity of DNA. Evolution 
occurred over millions of years until man finally descended from the apes. These men, 
however, were imperfect, in that they lacked the highest of souls. As you may recall, the 
soul is made of five parts, the highest level bears the mark of the super power, the same 
mark which counteracts Legerdemain's rod. Not only does the soul bear the mark of the 
power, but it is necessary for a being to hold this highest of souls in order to attain a super 
power in the first place. Which is why, according to the Greeks, Pandora was the first 
woman. In truth, she is equivalent to the first woman with a soul, whom you might know 
as 'Eve', the wife as Adam." "So why is she even called 'Eve' then?" asks Volta, "And not 
Pandora?" "Alas, here is the answer, and I pray you do not stone me for sounding sexist. 
As you probably know, Pandora was given a box. That is false. She was actually given a 
jar. In the Greek texts, particularly Hesiod's Theogony, the word used was 'pithos', which 
means 'jar'. But a sixteenth-century humanist named Erasmus translation 'pithos' into 
'pyxis', Latin for 'box', and the mistake has remained with us since. Anyhow, this jar 
contained all the miseries of the world, and was given to Pandora as a wedding gift, as 
she was to be married to Epimethius, the brother of Prometheus. One of Pandora 
endowments was to have a curious nature, and being so, she eventually opened the jar, 
spreading all sorts of maladies across the earth, from disease to death. Sensing this, she 
quickly closed it, leaving inside only hope. Hope would remain inside until Prometheus 
himself opened the jar." 



"So what does this have to do with the story if it's all a legend?" asks Misha’el. "Well, you 
should know better than I" says Incarnate, "You know Scripture by heart. Since Pandora 
is equivalent to Eve, Pandora's opening the jar is equivalent to Eve eating from the Tree 
of Life. The act changed them from being immortal to mortal, thus bringing death upon 
the world, and, with it, every other calamity. Thus, Eve, aka Pandora, brought evil into 
this world. This is why women are punished with the pain of childbirth." "That’s a little 
unfair" huffs Volta, "In both cases they were made with curiosity, so how could they 
possibly resist it?!" "Like I said, the story is somewhat sexist. The very word 'woman' is 
even sexist, for it comes from the word 'wifman' or 'wife of man’; a woman is dared 
defined as the wife of a man, and not of her own self. But there is another way of looking 
at all of this. Pandora and Eve may have brought death into this word, but in it, they 
brought life. For to be immortal, one cannot treasure the value of a life. If you can die, 
however, each day is another gift...provided it is not filled with horror. Whatever the case, 
this condemnation upon mankind was blamed on Eve, and so it was reckoned that she 
restore the light of the world. That is why, in the End of Days, redemption will be had by 
the hands of women." "A fine, final touch" says Misha’el, "But what has this to do with 
Elsie?" "Because, good sir, it is my belief that Elsie is the form of redemption, and that 
the End of Days will appear in her lifetime." A silence drifts over the supers, as they 
attempt to process this information. Is it really true? Is Elsie to be the savior of mankind, 
or at least hold a major part in the matter? "I can see you are all a little confused about 
what I said. Allow me to divulge some more. As I said earlier, the presence of the soul 
allows a person to gain superpowers. Eve was no exception to this rule. Back then, as 
read in the Scripture, people lived unusually long, although why so is disputed. Anyhow, 
since Eve lived for so long, she had plenty of time to gain superpowers, and eventually 
gained all seven, allowing her to ascend and become a demigoddess. This is why, 
although Eve was such a major figure, her death is never recorded - after all, she never 
died. On the other hand, the Matriarchs' burials were recorded, as they, too, were 
important. Eve was then reincarnated; such an event illustrates the 'gilgul', as Misha’el 
can tell you." "It's like Incarnate implied: a gilgul is a reincarnation of a previous self. A 
reincarnation occurs until the soul's purpose in the world is completed. By what Incarnate 
has said, it would appear that Elsie is the reincarnation of Eve." 

"Precisely!" shouts Incarnate, "And Elsie was given all her powers back as an aid to help 
restore the light to the world that Eve removed. Pandora was given another name, 
'Anesidora', which means, 'She who sends up gifts'. It is in my belief that this is to be 
Elsie's super name for when she fights in the future, as she will restore balance to the 
world by eliminating evil." "So this war with the superevils, is it the beginning of the 
end?" asks a concerned Nexus. "It is hard to tell" responds Incarnate, "Maybe impossible 
to know. Either way, it is of vital importance that Elsie survives, for she will be the hand 
of salvation, and then it will finally be revealed as to which path is the true one!" "If this 
is all true" interrupts Bombshell, "Then need we protect her? After all, if she is destined 
to restore balance to the world, is that not guaranteed to happen?" "Not necessarily" 
answers Misha’el, "She could always die and be reborn in another body. Or, perhaps it is 
guaranteed, but she will be protected by others if not by us. In that case, we may all end 
up dying anyhow. We should think of the chance to protect to as a gift from above. We 



get to be catalysts in the Final Redemption!" Muttering is heard all around as the 
remaining supers contemplate their possible fates. "I know it seems like a burden, but it's 
better than any task we can choose for ourselves. What else would we do, fight crime 
forever? It is better to follow a great path that is difficult than to saunter down a path of 
idle ease." Words of agreement escape their mouths, suggesting, at least, that they are 
willing to continue to cooperate with the task of protecting Elsie. "Besides" says Nexus, 
"You can still go by the original purpose of protecting her: if the superevils get her, the 
world will suffer unimaginable harms. So now there are two reasons to light, even if to 
the death. As for me, that she is my daughter is enough a reason to light for her, 
regardless of redemption, regardless of horror." 

Bodave stands up and paces around, his arms crossed at the chest. "So why is only one 
organization attacking us? Wouldn’t it make more sense if they all came at us at once? 
Elsie is a demigoddess, after all." "If they all attacked Eisenstadt in one shot, there’d be 
too much competition" replies Bombshell, "Besides, letting only one organization come 
at us lets us become weaker, and ripe for the spoils. Not to mention, that since Elsie is a 
demigoddess, there's no telling what she can do, even if she gets captured. There's a lot to 
risk in coming after her. It might also be a lack of ability - perhaps there are only a few 
abilities that can let a super use Elsie's powers at his or her whim; then again, Quaff could 
have captured her soul, and magic users aren't that rare. Lastly, it may be that other supers 
are keeping other superevils at bay in other cities. That may suggest that the boss of the 
superevils we're fighting is somewhere nearby, perhaps even in this very city." "There’s 
still the matter of why only one superevil is coming to us at a time" continues Bodave. 
"Sure, there was a problem with teamwork like we saw with Zipper and that other guy —" 
"His name is 'Evile'" interjects Xeno, "According to a future self...go on." "Thanks. So 
there was a problem with Evile and Zipper, but that doesn’t mean there would be a 
problem with every one of them. And Quaff and Helmholtz, for example, both seemed 
genial, hardly superevils at all - what was that all about? Are we even fighting 
superevils?" "Maestro called them that though" says Seethe, "Maybe he meant the 
majority of them were? Radon and Eyesore were definitely beyond evil, as was Yvette. 
Wanda...maybe, but she didn’t show it. Despair just seemed arrogant to me, and Zipper 
had no care for anything; Evile was definitely messed up." "So that's nine so far" tallies 
Vector, "How many more can there possibly be? The boss alone would be nice, making 
for an even ten...and the fact that there would be no one left afterward." "It’s impossible 
to predict how many will come" says Claire, "And even we defeat them all, another group 
may just show up. We need to cling to our beliefs, and hope more people join our cause. I 
would say we should go out and look for recruits, but that would be a waste of 
manpower. We need everyone we have, considering how many we have already lost." 
"Speaking of which" adds Volta, "We need to start including everyone. I know some of us 
- myself included - need to work, and others need to go to school, but it's just so risky 
right now, since doing those things splits our forces in half. Hell, Wayward may not have 
died if more of us could have gotten there in time - again, myself included." "I guess I 
could resign for now" says Misha’el, "They won't understand, but I certainly can't reveal 
myself to the world." "And I suppose the girls could go on 'sick leave'" sighs Bombshell, 
"Although people will keep questioning what happened to them. I guess there’s no other 
way out, unless they reveal their true selves, and no one wants that." "Actually" pipes up 



Claire, "Alexis and Nellie kind of know. Yeah...they finally figured it out. I guess it's not 
surprising, given that me and 'The Flare' share the same rare hair color." "You don’t dye 
your hair?" asks Star Sweeper, "It's so...strange." "Yep" replies Claire, brushing her hair 
back, "Totally natural." 

"If we’re finished with the parlor talk" says Incarnate, "I’d like to get back on track." 
"What else is there to say?" wonders Penta, "Elsie's a reincarnation of Eve, and we have 
to protect her for as long as possible. That sums things up, does it not?" "There's still the 
matter of how we actually intend on protecting her" continues Incarnate, "We have to 
start fighting smarter, not just harder." "And how do you intend we do that?" asks Cubes, 
finally speaking up after all this time, "We can't always communicate so easily in the 
midst of battle, at least without the enemy knowing." "Are you sure?" asks Incarnate, 
rhetorically, "Last time I checked, Seeker can combine his powers. If he combines his 
astral and mental powers, he can communicate to all of us, and all of us to him. He can 
act like a relay tower to help transmit instructions." "True" concedes Cubes, "But it still 
takes time to do that. The best we have is Bombshell’s Mind Stone, since Despair can act 
automatically with her." "Well, whatever the case, we need Misha'el and Penta to fight 
more" says Bodave, "They're our most versatile fighters, and long-range ones at that. For 
close range, Leo is great, although he's still injured, and Claire and Vector and solid. I 
guess I'm a close range fighter, too, but I may have to stick to weaponry from now on. 
Everyone else seems to fall somewhere in the middle, more or less." "What's this about 
me?" says a voice from the doorway. The supers turn to see Leopard there, leaning 
against the doorpost for support. "Leo!" exclaims Bombshell, "You should be resting, 
being in your condition!" "Ah, I just had a full day of sleeping, I feel too awake right 
now, even if I can't move so well. So tell me, what are we talking about?" "Nothing 
really" sighs Bombshell, "I suppose we were just cataloging our current forces." "I have 
some good news on that end" responds Leopard, "We have a new recruit who will arrive 
tomorrow. Her name is Caminy, and she's an old friend of mine, one of the surviving 
specimens. Well, more than a friend. A lover, really. I haven’t seen her in many years, but 
she was ecstatic to hear my voice. I think you'll all get along with her quite well." 
"Bitchin’, another recruit, and another specimen, so she must be strong!" "Yeah, I thought 
you'd react like that. She’ll take my place for now, until I can fight again. I told Cammy 
the situation, and she's more than willing to assist in our war." 

"So how many of us does that make then?" inquires Star Sweeper. "Just count" replies 
Incarnate, "Bombshell, Leo, Bodave, Cammy, Chrono, Claire, Cubes, Despair, 
Hammerspace, me, Misha’el, Nexus, Penta, Seeker, Seethe, Serenity, Star Sweeper, 
Vector, Volta, and Xeno, and technically Elsie and Crusher. That's twenty-two; twenty- 
three if you include Tessa." "I might be able to get in touch with Abby" says Cubes, "Her 
parents should know where to find her." "Who's Abby?" "Oh, I guess it happened a while 
ago" says Penta, "And you weren't there. Abby has the power to fuse with anything. She 
can do so, as she contains Kevin's soul, and Kevin originally had that power. I wonder 
what it's like to have two souls within you. Must be hell." "Anyway, that makes for a total 
of twenty-four, although I'm sure we don’t want Crusher or Elsie fighting." "Twenty-four 
people fighting at the same time - it makes you wonder how we can even lose." "Don’t 
underestimate the enemy" warns Incarnate, "If we let our guard down, we will die. That's 



exactly what happened to Fly Guy and Surge. Moreover, the superevils keep changing 
tactic. First Quaff and Helmholtz each infiltrated the Topaz Villa. Then Radon and 
Eyesore went after the Family Villa. Next Wanda and Yvette attacked Topaz. Despair 
attacked us while our forces were halved, and Zipper brought us into the open. Then, with 
Evile, they combined tactics by halving our forces and bringing us into the open. There is 
no telling what they may do next, so watch out." "Incarnates right" says Cubes, "They 
may even target us one at a time, so for the time being, trust no one you don’t recognize. 
To put it bluntly, keep away from strangers, as juvenile as that sounds." 

"Well" says Bombshell, rubbing her hands together, "I guess that's all, unless anyone else 
has something to add?" The supers look around at each other, but no one speaks up. "In 
that case, I suggest we go to bed, since it's late and we all need our rest, whether or not 
we think so. Let's hope that things go our way in the upcoming fight or fights." The 
supers scatter, leaving the lounge darkened. They go to their respective rooms and beds, 
promptly falling asleep, even Leopard. On the northeast side of the city, outside a room 
on the top floor of a hotel, a man, shining with the colors of the rainbow, looks out over 
the balcony. "Is it my turn now, boss?" he asks. "Soon" says a voice from behind, 
"Tomorrow you will fight, Sunshine, but there is no rush. For now, keep up your strength. 
Deliver Elsie, and you may have whatever your heart desires. "Excellent" says the 
shimmering Sunshine, as a smile forms on his face, "Excellent." 



Chapter 76: Scatter 


The next morning, the supers woke up, refreshed after a full night's sleep. Since they 
decided that all the supers should participate more, there was a raise of much-needed 
confidence in the Villa after so many had been murdered, as now their overall strength 
would increase. However, the fear of being killed was still there, and many of the 
members were starting to feel the effects. In battle, they might each do fine, but in 
everyday life the supers were starting to get a little jittery, even by the smallest matters. 
After all, strangers could no longer be trusted - any one of them might be another 
superevil trying to steal Elsie away. And so it was that they continue to try to live their 
lives - maybe not at school or work anymore, where it was to risky to stay for the time 
being, but at and around the Villa, where they could protect Elsie and still survive. 
Survival, of course, is hardly the optimum in life, but for now, it would have to do. On 
this fine morning, Bodave stays in his room and stares out the window, trying to collect 
his thoughts; he quit for now, while the mayor pledged to them additional funds to help 
feed the supers and pay the bills while the superevils still posed a threat. Bodave took out 
a notebook and started to jot down a few thoughts, perhaps as entries into a makeshift 
journal. Since killing Helmholtz, he feels he has mostly stood around in the shadows. "It's 
not so bad" he thinks to himself, "I was busy at work for most of the time, so I can’t be 
blamed entirely." "Sounds like something the perpetrator would say" he responds back, 
"The first step to solving a problem is admitting there is a problem. And now that you 
quit, you can start being part of the solution instead. The first thing you must do, of 
course, is find yourself a weapon; Serenity can help with that. Incarnate, too, but Serenity 
is bound to have more weapons given her history. Next is practice more so you don't 
accidentally shoot an ally, or even yourself, as well as to become accustomed to it, as if it 
were an extension of yourself. The last step, obviously, is to change from practice to 
reality and kick some ass. It may be cheap to use a weapon when you have a power, but 
your power is fairly useless." "I resent that! My power may not be so strong as, say, 
Claire's or Seethe's, but it has it's uses. In hand-to-hand combat, for example, perfect 
balance is a great advantage over the opponent." "Yeah, if you can get close enough. For 
every superevil faced, the only close-range one has been Wanda, and she still managed to 
nail you with a rock - imagine if she were able to carry a gun with her!" "Nevertheless, 
you never know when my power will come in handy. I'm just saying that you shouldn't 
exclude it from the equation." 

He sighs, and puts his pen down, staring out the window once more. People meander 
down the sidewalks, walking to and fro, as they follow the simple, methodical 
movements of their lives. "If only it were that easy" Bodave thinks to himself, "And yet, I 
am blessed. If I were in their shoes, would I not be envious of the supers? It is pointless 
to dwell on how great I think of their lives, for I can never have it." He puts on a jacket 
leaves his room, taking the keys for one of the Family's cars from a shelf with him. 
Bodave twirls the keys around his index finger as he walks down the sidewalk, humming 
to himself. He gets in the car and pulls out into a U-tum, toward Serenity's house. He taps 
along to the music emanating from the radio, losing himself in the moment, and 



forgetting for a second why he's even driving to begin with. "Driving...this is the life You 
can go anywhere you desire, and the only real requirement is enough gas in the tank. Not 
that I mind being a teacher's assistant; it would be great if I became a teacher one day like 
Incarnate. I don’t have his ability to absorb everything I see or read, but that doesn't mean 
I can't transmit to others what I have taken in. There is something so divine about 
teaching, about handing down your own experiences to the next generation. It is as if 
each generation is stronger than the last, and all because of you. It is existential 
evolution." He slows down, nearing Serenity's house, and pulls into her driveway. He 
knocks on the door, and Serenity peers though the peephole, as she is now more careful, 
being the mortal that she is. 

"Bodave! How can I help you?" she asks cheerfully, as she opens the door, "This seems 
so random, to be truthful." Hammerspace's head appears over her left shoulder. "You do 
realize you could have called, right?" he asks, without a single drop of sarcasm in his 
words. "I know, I know, but even then, I would have to come here anyhow" he answers, 
much to their confusion, "After all, where else can I get a gun on such short notice?" 
"Couldn’t you have asked Incarnate?" inquires Serenity, "You two do work with each 
other, both inside and outside of our super lives." "It's true, we do, but you have a better 
collection of weapons" Bodave replies, "So I was thinking of getting something from 
you." "Well, whatever pleases you. It's no skin off my back if I let go of on of my own - I 
have a sizable collection, you know." They invite Bodave in and Serenity shows them to 
a room whose walls are lined with all sorts of knives and guns. Bodave spends his time, 
walking around and examining all the different weapons, and Serenity can tell he isn’t too 
familiar with guns. "Here" she says, throwing him a black pistol, "It's a Beretta M9.1 
wasn't actually in the military when they started to use these guys, but I have many 
contacts and was easily able to score one. There's little doubt I can get as much 
ammunition as I want for it, too, given both my service to the army as well as the status 
of being a superheroine." Bodave bobs his hand up and down, weighing the gun. "What is 
this, like two pounds?" "Something like that, but closer to three when loaded. It's one of 
my preferred choices to use, but I've got another, so that one's all yours. Just don’t shoot 
your foot off." "By the way" adds Bodave, "Did anyone tell you of the meeting last night? 
We discussed a lot." "Oh, sure" says Hammerspace, "Serenity decided it would we best if 
we moved into the Villa for now. We were in the middle of packing when you arrived 
here." Serenity hands him several clips of ammunition. "Each magazine holds seventeen 
rounds, so this should be plenty as long as you don’t go crazy with power." "Thanks a lot. 
Really. I guess I’ll be going now, returning to the Villa. See you guys later." Bodave 
drives back, humming once more to the radio. When he gets to the Villa, however, he 
immediately becomes silent. Sunshine stands in front of the Villa, looking it up and down 
as if measuring its value. Bodave quietly parks on the side of the road and stares at the 
shining man. "That's gotta be the next superevil. No normal super would just wait there 
like that." He pulls out a cell phone and calls Incarnate, who is busy in the basement 
helping Bombshell in her temporary lab. "Yeah? What is it? I can't hear you with all the 
static; let me go up to the ground floor." As he climbs the stairs the reception gets much 
better. "A superevil? Alright, I'll tell the others." Incarnate hangs up and returns to 
Bombshell. "So, Bodave called, and there's another superevil, and he's outside the Villa. 
We should probably spread the word and stay inside for now, just in case he's like 



Eyesore." Bombshell puts down a flask of indeterminable liquid and sighs. "Already? 
They just don't give us a break. Alright, let's go." The two separate at the elevator, as 
Bombshell starts at the first floor and Incarnate rides up to the top, working his way 
down. They soon gather the multitude of supers, as they look out over the wall on the 
roof. 

"I don't like the looks of him" says Cubes, "No one who shine that much can be good 
news. Seeker, have a look at his eyes, and tells what you see." Seeker settles down and 
meditates. His astral self floats down to the newest enemy and approaches him face to 
face. "Is that what I think it is?" he thinks to himself, "It's certainly new to me..." Seeker 
flies back to his body and opens his eyes. "We seem to have a super with fusion in our 
midst. This guy has a mix of both astral and spiritual powers; his irises are two-sevenths 
dark blue." "Hmm, who kn ows what his power is then. One thing's for sure, however: he 
must be very powerful. So how should we do this?" "I guess I can try getting rid of him 
first?" proposes Seeker, "That sometimes works." "Alright, we’ll give it a shot, but if 
something goes wrong, fly back immediately." Seeker returns to his meditation and flies 
back down to the sidewalk across from the Villa where Sunshine stands. Seeker zooms 
through the air and strikes Sunshine with two closed fists, and the superevil crashes into 
the apartment building behind him. Sunshine looks around him, but finds no one near his 
sights. He smiles, and sits down, cross-legged, as he, too, begins to meditate. Seeker sees 
a layer of blue lifting off the man's body and slowly form into the shape of a small 
dragon, connected to Sunshine by a thin strand. It stares right into Seeker's eyes and 
roars. Seeker, startled, backs away, unsure of how to react. The dragon soars toward him 
quickly and hits in right back into the chest, tossing Seeker through the air, and he 
purposely returns to his body. "Yeah, so this guy is definitely an astral user, but there's 
something different about him - his astral form is that of a dragon. Additionally, when his 
form emerged, the light around his body got noticeably dimmer. My guess is that he has a 
certain amount of layers of light surrounding him." "So what now?" asks Bombshell. 
"Now we try a physical approach" answers Cubes, "Claire, Incarnate, try going at him. 
Misha’el and Vector, go to the fourth floor and protect them from above. Seeker, try going 
astral again, but fuse with your mental form this time." 

Misha’el and Vector go to the fourth floor and look over at their target. Claire and 
Incarnate burst through the entrance and Sunshine is surprised once more. Incarnate takes 
out a gun and shoots three rounds at the enemy, but after the bullets hit him, they simply 
fall to the floor. Sunshine walks toward them and Claire throws a fireball at him. A red 
dragon, also connected to the superevil, bursts out from his body and absorbs the fireball. 
It then shoots back the fireball with twice the power, aiming it at Incarnate. Claire quickly 
jumps in front of him and extinguishes the fire. "Okay, so physical attacks don’t work." 
The dragon returns only for a green one to take its place, while the blue one make it 
appearance once more and tussles with Seeker. "This guy has at least three different 
modes of attacking" Seeker transmits to Cubes, "He won’t be easy." The orange dragon 
rushes and Incarnate - he shoots at it, but the bullets pass through the beast. It reaches 
Incarnate and envelops his body, causing him to turn to Claire with a look of hatred in his 
eyes. He raises his weapon and shoots, but the flames around her cause the bullet to 
explode, casting her backward. Misha’el recites, "Mihod’in anachna limalka, di hayn 



kiryita dach titbinay vishuraya yishtachlilun, lakobel dihna chalak ba'avar nahara la ity 
lach." ("We certify the king that, if this city be built again, and the walls thereof set up, by 
this means you shall have no portion on this side the river.") Incarnate and Sunshine are 
individually trapped as walls appear from the ground and surround them on all sides. 
Claire, returning to fight with the red dragon, blows a stream of blue fire at it, but the 
higher temperature does not seem to affect it. The dragon absorbs the fire and redirects 
the attack to the walls around Incarnate, and they start to bum him. Vector swoops down 
and lands inside the enclosure. She whips up a twister and lifts the two of them away 
from the fire as it eats away at the wood, then sets Incarnate down. Claire continues her 
rumble with the red dragon and prevents it from attacking anyone else as she keeps it 
occupied with her own flames. Vector flies up over the walls that have trapped Sunshine 
and dives down toward him. 

Right before she hits him, a yellow dragon jumps out and attacks her. It grasps her head 
and she falls asleep in its clutches. Cubes rushes out to join the fray and, covered in 
solidified air, tackles Incarnate and wrests the gun from him. Incarnate punches him over 
and over but it proves to be futile. The orange dragon leaves Incarnate, letting him regain 
himself, and attaches to Cubes in his place. Cubes' armor falls away and he starts to 
attack Incarnate again. The two tumble together on the asphalt, while Seeker spots the 
fallen Vector. He flies away from the blue dragon and nears the yellow one, and coils 
around it, squeezing it away and causing it to let go of Vector. The yellow dragon faces 
Seeker instead, and it, along with the blue dragon, both attack him while Vector awakens 
and gets away from them, unsure of how she was attacked and promptly saved. She lifts 
up Incarnate once more and brings him to the roof to safety. Seeker, being attacked by 
both dragons, is forced back into his body. "This guy keeps pulling out new tricks! I think 
I'll have to go for something new guys, so keep quiet." The supers fall silent and Seeker 
concentrates once more, and for a longer time. He soon doubles in size, as his body turns 
a dark brown. "Ew, you look gross" says Crusher. "I have to agree" says Penta, "What 
form is that?" "It's astral-physical-mental" replies Seeker, "I fused all three powers this 
time. I don't know how long I’ll be able to sustain it, but it should provide some help for 
the others." He jumps down from the roof and lands on the enclosure surrounding the 
man, causing the wall to fall toward him. Sunshine looks at the wall and merely shrugs, 
as he recalls the red dragon. It hits him, but he climbs right out from under it. Now out in 
the open, he is more exposed to the supers, and Seeker turns around to face him. 

Sunshine lets out a violet dragon, and it begins to engulf Seeker from his head down. 
Seeker struggles with the violet dragon as Penta floats down and lets out a chant. 

"Mix ye kabi sepa!" Seeker starts to glow a violent violet and soon he gains the upper 
hand in this battle. He starts to rip the violet dragon, and Sunshine's eyes open wide at 
this, having never seen it before. He quickly sends out the red, yellow, and blue dragons 
to attack Seeker as well. Bombshell, seeing all this, has decided that the time to act 
cautiously is through. "Everyone, attack! Try not to hurt each other, but get rid of that 
superevil. Crusher and Elsie, stay here!" The supers race down to the ground floor of the 
Villa and out the door, where they see Seeker and his battle up close, the four dragons 
twist all around him, limiting his movements, but Seeker doesn’t give in and continues to 
thrash his body against them. "It seems like the different colors reflect the colors of the 



powers" observes Penta, "And that, when the superevil is covered with a particular 
dragon, the respective power is useless against him, but that's just an assumption." "In 
that case" replies Bombshell, "We need to draw out all of his powers, leaving him 
distracted as well, and then attack him." Xeno, hearing this, calls forth four future selves, 
and they race toward the superevil. The man emits a green dragon this time and it 
envelops one of the Xenos. His confidence is immediately shattered and he slumps to the 
floor. The dragon jumps from Xeno to Xeno, sucking away their determination and self¬ 
esteem until they are all useless, and then it attacks the original. Meanwhile, Chrono 
comes at Sunshine from the side and tries to encapsulate him in a sphere of space, but he 
sends out an indigo dragon which is not restrained by the curved space. It attaches itself 
to Chrono's soul and bites it painfully, causing Chrono to shriek and lose control over the 
sphere. Nexus and Seethe each hold down Cubes, preventing him from attacking anyone, 
while Claire attacks the red dragon to assist Seeker as best she can. With each one of the 
seven dragons now occupied by different supers, Sunshine is defenseless, although the 
supers are not totally aware of this. But Bodave, watching the fight the entire time, has 
been keeping score and realizes that the superevil is out of resources. He gets out of the 
car and rushes toward Sunshine, holding the gun at shoulder level. He shoots, and hits 
Sunshine in the right ann. The superevil sees Bodave and immediately retracts the red 
dragon to protect himself from physical attacks. Claire, no longer fighting the red dragon 
races over to the man’s left side, and she and Bodave, standing on either side, each attack 
Sunshine with physical moves in an attempt to break through the red dragon barrier. The 
original Xeno finally loses to the green dragon, so Bombshell has Despair take over as it 
marches toward the man, stomping the ground beneath him. Sunshine sics the green 
dragon on Despair, but Despair, having no mind of his own for the moment, remains 
unaffected. The possessed superevil continues to trudge toward Sunshine, and lets out a 
stream of green energy, paralyzing the enemy with fear. He then attacks Sunshine 
physically, beating down on him with his metal suit, and soon the red barrier gives way. 
Sunshine quickly recalls all his powers and pushes Bodave out of the way as he makes a 
run for it, but Bodave races after him. 

Sunshine, seeing this, sends out several of his dragons while running away, but Bodave 
keeps up with him, twisting and dodging each dragon while retaining his speed. The other 
super run after him, save for the broken Xeno, so Sunshine escapes into the sewer, where 
his layers of light guide him through the maze. Bodave follows him down, sloshing 
through the shin-deep waters. They race on for a while, and though the other supers enter 
the sewer as well, they find themselves separated from Bodave and the superevil as the 
sewer proves too dark, having been too far from the man, and it is too hard too tell where 
they have gone, due to the echoing structure of the sewers chambers. The various supers 
split up and use their own forms of light to help track their target. Bodave treads carefully 
so as not to slip in the water, but keeps a steady eye on his target. He eventually comers 
Sunshine in a dead end. The superevil turns around and smiles wickedly. "Now what?" he 
asks mockingly, as he sends out all seven dragons to attack Bodave. The creatures spring 
at him, but Bodave deftly ducks and dives beneath them, sliding through the filthy water 
until he reaches the man. Bodave pulls out his gun once more and shoots upward, hitting 
Sunshine in the stomach. The superevil clutches his stomach as blood seeps out, and with 
the last of his strength, calls back the violet dragon. It consumes Bodave entirely as he 



screams out for help, but it is too late and he is dissolved inside the dragon, his body fully 
gone. The dragon retracts into Sunshine and he lays down, dying. Claire, lighting the way 
for her and Seeker, finds Sunshine but not Bodave. "Where is he?!" she barks at him, 
"Where's Bodave?!" "You mean the one chasing me? He is long gone, now one with the 
ages. Alas, it appears that I, too, have failed. Did the boss expect me to die the entire 
time?" Claire sets Sunshine on fire and bums his body to a crisp. 

Seeker mentally contacts the rest of the supers, and when they finally gathered at one 
location, they rise up to the surface and make their way back to the Villa, to find Serenity 
and Hammerspace already there. "Given the condition of the street" begins Serenity, "I’d 
say we missed one hell of a fight." "Yeah, it was tough" admits Xeno, "And we lost 
another with it. But even with you two along, it still would have been a challenge." The 
supers get washed up and send their suits to Mother's for an express cleaning, as they 
have no time to lose against the superevils. Immediately after they drop their suits off, 
they have a funeral for Bodave, only the latest sacrifice in their war for Elsie. "You know, 
Bodave was always kind of reluctant in battle" starts Incarnate, "Even though he was a 
supervillain, he never really tried to kill people, so he had plenty of questions but 
continued along with us, hoping his questions would one day be answered. I suppose they 
will finally be answered today, when he rises up and receives his fate in the afterlife, 
when all inquiries are laid to rest. Bodave...he believed in control. In control of the world, 
but more importantly, self-control. Sin begins with one's own self, and Bodave believed 
that a better world would result from self-control than it would from trying to control 
others. Which is right? It is hard to say. In a world of superevils, it can feel like they are 
both wrong, that hope for any type of control is useless and that fear is the only path. But 
I am confident that Bodave was right about self-control being the true path, for when you 
exhibit it, others take notice, and soon they, too, will express it. In the end, we can only 
try our best." 



Chapter 77 : White Noise 


With their suits at the cleaner's, the supers weren't taking any chances the next day. They 
all stayed inside the Villa, waiting for Mother to call them when their suits were ready, 
but having so many to clean, it would take a while. Leopard is particularly anxious, as 
today is also the day that Camel would be arriving, and he is unsure of what to say to her. 
It was one thing to talk to her over the phone, but face-to-face dialogue is much harder to 
accomplish, as Leopard would bound to be nervous. True, in usual circumstances, he 
would be confident, perhaps even too much, but this was Camel. She and him were once 
an item, and he hoped they would rekindle their relationship once she arrived. In such a 
case, Leopard realized he had no idea how to act around her; he couldn’t be the same way 
he used to be, for they were both much younger when at the lab. Now, in the free world, 
there was a greater responsibility that things go right, primarily because they would be 
the only two specimens for miles, and screwing things up with her simply wasn't an 
option. They were to lead the villains, anyhow, and so the relationship needed to work for 
the Family to work as well. 

Leopard is still resting in bed, recuperating from Zipper's attack, when he hears from his 
room a buzzer, signifying that someone is at the door. He gets up and pushes the call 
button that is below the speaker. "Hello? Who is it?" "It's Tessa. I heard you guys were 
looking for some help." "Alright, come on in." Leopard presses the button labeled "door" 
and Tessa walks through the entrance. Already familiar with the Topaz Villa from her 
bout of villainy, she ambles on to the cafeteria, where the rest of the supers are having 
lunch. "Tessa!" exclaims Cubes, with surprisingly open arms, "How have you been?" 
"Actually" she answers, "Pretty damn good, thanks to Elsie. After she turned me into a 
living doll, I took up a modeling job that pays pretty well, enough to leave me set while I 
help you guys out. So what's been happening? You told me you've been getting your asses 
kicked by renegade supers." "Yes, the so-called 'superevils'. They're not as ruthless as 
they sound, but they seem to take some of us with them whenever they die. It's getting to 
pretty dire, because we don’t know how many more are coming at us. That’s why I called 
you here - thank you so much for joining us." 

Tessa eyes Misha’el at the far comer and cautiously walks toward him. "Hey, Misha’el, 
you're not still pissed at me, are you?" He looks at her with solemn eyes. "No, I don’t 
think so. Although my wife's death still pains me, I have begun to move on. I believe I 
took out most of the anger I had for you on Nazi Pu nk . Now, I am on the road toward a 
better future, one that includes protecting Elsie and preserving the future redemption." 
"That’s mighty noble of you, thanks." She walks back to Cubes and asks, "So what are we 
doing now, just sitting around?" "Pretty much" answers Cubes, "We don't have our suits 
at the moment, so we don’t want to take any chances. In the mean time, we're waiting for 
two other recruits to arrive." "Any chance I know them?" "Nah, one came and left before 
you, and the other has never set foot in this city. Interesting how the three of you are all 
female, though." "It's a shame I don’t have a suit either" says Tessa, "But if we’re staying 
inside, how much can possibly happen to us?" "Don’t be so sure of that" retorts Cubes, 



"The last time the superevils invaded the Villa, we lost two supers, including my wife, 
and Serenity lost her immortality." "Yeah, I heard about Serenity. That's too freaking 
bad." Their conversation is cut short by another buzzing at the entrance. "I'll get it" 
proclaims Crusher, as he runs out to open the door. "Wait!" shouts Bombshell after him, 
"We don’t know who it is." "It might just be Cainmy" muses Cubes. Crusher opens the 
door and a woman dressed in white shorts and a striped tank top is on the other side. Se 
wears heavy boots, and headphones that are wrapped around her neck let out noise in 
every direction. Crusher looks up at her in confusion and says, "You don't look like how 
Leo described Cainmy. Are you Abby?" "Nah, they call me Dumah." Dumah kicks 
Crusher in the head and he sprawls though the air, landing on his back in the hallway. 
"Momma’s home!" 

The other supers race out; Bombshell kneels by Crusher's side. "He’ll be okay, but you 
won't!" She pulls out a bomb and throws it at her, but before it reaches her, she's gone in 
an instant, appearing again behind Bombshell. "Fast!" thinks Cubes. The bomb explodes 
and a small crater appears in the hallway, while Dumah kicks the back of Bombshell's 
head and knocks it into Crusher's, leaving them both unconscious. She then goes away 
once more, appearing by the entrance, with a smug look on her face. "The name's 
'Dumah', and I'm here to kick all your asses. If you die as well, that's just fine by me, but 
I'm in it for the fun of the game. Let's see if you can catch me." "What is her power?" 
wonders Cubes, "Teleportation? But then what's with the headphones? Why wear them if 
you aren’t using them?" Tessa steps up and pulls out a gun, pointing it at Dumah. "Let's 
see you dodge th—" her words are cut off when Dumah appears to her right and kicks the 
gun out of Tessa's hand, casting it to the far side of the hallway. Dumah then appears in 
the air in front of Tessa and does a spin kick, knocking her out completely. Dumah 
returns to the entrance, shaking her head. "That’s three down already. Is that the best 
you've got?" Claire and Penta rush out to Bombshell and Tessa's sides, respectively, 
making sure they're alright. "You'll pay for hurting our mother!" seethes Claire, turning to 
Penta, "Right, sis?" "Right. Let's finally see what Radon can do." Penta shoots out a beam 
of radiation, but Dumah dodges it as well, appearing next to Penta. "Watch out!" shouts 
Claire, as she shoots a red flame in Dumah's direction, but Dumah disappears again, and 
the fire heads toward Penta. Penta, on instinct, clutches the pendant as her whole body 
turns red with radiation, and the fire is dissolved. 

Dumah emerges at the far end of the hallway, near the gun. "Interesting, so that's what 
happened to Radon." She picks up the gun and scoffs, "I've never been one for weapons. 
If you can't kill with your own power, why bother fighting?" In an instant, she is gone 
from the Villa, throwing the gun down the street. Claire and Penta chase afterward, 
shooting out their respective powers, but Dumah easily avoids the fire and radiation and 
materializes in front of Claire. She goes in to kick her, but Claire sets herself ablaze, and 
Dumah flies backward. "It looks like the two of you will be harder to take down than the 
others." Dumah swirls around Claire in an expedient and circular fashion. Very soon, a 
small twister starts to form around Claire, who shrugs and lets her flames get even hotter. 
But the tornado grows in power, and the flames are slowly quelled as the amount of 
oxygen in Claire's radius diminishes. Claire tries her hardest, but the flames won’t 
reignite, and she is left defenseless, prompting Dumah to appear in front of her and kick 



Claire in the head, and she is knocked out like the others. "Ah, the head" begins Dumah, 
"Such a weak part of the human body. It's my favorite place to attack, you know." "What 
kind of name is 'Dumah' anyhow?" asks Penta, hoping to glean some information about 
the superevil. "I thought you were the magic one? In that case, you might know that 
Dumah is the angel of silence. Why that's my name, well, you'll just have to find out!" 
And with that, Dumah appears crouched by Penta's back and sweeps her before Penta has 
a chance to envelop herself in radiation once more. Dumah stomps down on Penta's 
chest, breaking a rib, and then jumps away. Before long, Seeker comes roaring out in his 
mental-physical form as a naked, large, orange creature who can use telepathy. He 
charges out toward Dumah and she zooms forward, stopping, in midair, before him. She 
kicks at him repeating, always staying aloft, so he grabs her leg and swings around, 
hurling her at the apartment building across from the Villa. Dumah stops a foot before 
impact, adjusts her orientation, pushes off the building, flying toward Seeker. She curves 
upward and lands on top of him, stomping down on his head with her boots, and then 
flies upward before he has a chance to respond. She lands on the roof and catches her 
breath, while several more supers join Seeker and the girls. "She isn't teleporting" says 
Seeker to Cubes, Vector, and Incarnate, "It’s something else. And her headphones, they 
are being used somehow, I just know it. I heard her mention that her name relates to 
silence. If we can remove those headphones, I'm guessing she’ll be useless. Moreover, she 
stops before her physical attacks; there must be a reason for that." Vector lifts up Penta 
and Claire's bodies and returns them to the Villa, laying them by Bombshell's side. In 
there, she sees Star Sweeper, and goes up to her. "Well, Star, are you coming with me? 

We need all the help we can get." "Sure thing, love, I was just retrieving a knife from the 
kitchen." The two leave the Villa, and Star Sweeper immediately goes invisible. 

Dumah looks over the ledge wall. "Hmm, that must be the one known as 'Incarnate'. His 
power is strong in mental matters, but I doubt that'll matter much in this type of combat. I 
better go for him first, just in case." Dumah hops over the edge and surfs down the air 
toward Incarnate at the speed of sound. She stops before hitting him and kicks him in the 
chest. Incarnate steps back to regain his balance, then spins on his heel and delivers a 
back kick at Dumah, knocking her out of the air and onto the ground. Incarnate quickly 
pulls out his gun and fires three rounds, but Dumah speedily climbs into the air and 
avoids the bullets. Dumah lets out a childish giggle and replies, "What, am I that hard to 
beat, even with the lot of you? Just imagine if I used weapons - you'd all be goners by 
now. If you can’t handle the fight, leave the arena." Incarnate refuses to give in to her 
taunts and aims at her once more. She materializes before him and kicks him in the chin, 
knocking Incarnate to the ground. Dumah revels in her victories and laughs out loud, only 
for it to be followed by a piercing scream. She falls to the floor and a knife is seen 
sticking out of her back, with blood flowing from the inflicted wound. Star Sweeper 
becomes visible once more. "I guess you aren’t so tough after all, Dumah. Weapons are 
your friends, you shouldn’t dismiss them so easily." Dumah screams in rage and flies up 
over Star Sweeper's body. She drops down onto her and pounds her feet into Star 
Sweeper's head, but Vector carries Dumah away in a gust of wind before she can do any 
serious damage. Dumah retreats once more to the roof, where she pulls the knife from her 
back, a difficult task that makes the pain even worse. Meanwhile, Xeno, Chrono, and 
Hammerspace join the others in the street. Dumah looks them over and thinks. "Hmm, six 



of them to fight, unless more come out to help. I better pull a group knockout on them. 
But, first, I should attend to this wound." Dumah pulls out a bandage from a package and 
wraps it around the injury. "That should hold for now. I just hope the pain won’t get to 
me." 


Dumah hurtles downward and lands on the ground. She zooms toward Seeker, striking 
him in the groin and causing him to topple over, and then travels to Vector, where she 
knees her in the chest multiple times, causing Vector to gasp for air while she lay on the 
floor, clutching her chest. Dumah doesn’t stop to rest and continues on to Hammerspace, 
who proves to be a bigger challenge than the others. She kicks him across the face, and 
he goes flying across the street, but rolls when he lands and gets right back up. Dumah 
comes from behind him this time and wraps an arm around his neck, as she tries to choke 
him. Hammerspace's face starts to turn red, then blue, and then a pale white, and soon he 
faints due to the lack of oxygen in his system. Dumah lets go and he falls to the ground 
like a withered leaf. Next she launches herself at Cubes, who has already prepared by 
encasing his body, just thick enough for good mobility; she attacks him over and over, but 
the solidified air proves to be a strong defense and she can deal no damage. Dumah 
returns to the roof and looks at Cubes. "I better step this up a bit." She hurls herself at 
Cubes and appears before him. Cubes covers her completely with air, but Dumah's body 
vibrates extremely fast, and the air shatters and dissolves. "Resonance frequency" she 
explains to Cubes, "Your power is useless against me now." She touches him and vibrates 
once more, and Cubes' armor is destroyed as well. Dumah then appears above him and 
drops down. As she did to Star Sweeper, Dumah stomps down on Cubes head, slamming 
it against the street until the solidified air has dissipated from his body and he is left face 
down. Suddenly, two sets of arms hold her back, and Dumah turns to see two Xenos 
responsible for it. She launches herself high into the air, and the two heroes are dragged 
along. At a thousand feet in the air, she lets the three of them drop to the ground, and 
moments before impact, Dumah rises upward; the forces of the lift and of gravity 
counteract with each other and the Xenos’ arms are ripped off. They howl in pain as they 
disintegrate into the air. Dumah propels herself and she kicks the original Xeno back into 
a wall, knocking his head against it repeatedly until he's unconscious. 

Dumah turns, and all that remains in front of her for the moment is Chrono, whose hands 
are in front of her. Dumah charges, but hits a wall of curved space, and Chrono struggles 
for all she's worth to hold back the superevil. Sensing it won't be long til Dumah breaks 
through, Chrono wraps the space all around Dumah's body, leaving only her head free 
from the entrapment. "Right now" starts Chrono, "Your chest is completely bound by the 
space around it. Because of this, it doesn’t have any room to expand - this will be your 
last breath." And with a smile, she adds, "Zeno's third paradox of motion: You cannot 
even move." Now it's Dumah’s turn to struggle as she tries to stave off breathing, an 
impossible feat. As she sucks in the smallest bit of air, she can feel her ribcage creaking 
with the pressure put upon it. "Ah, screw it" she thinks, "I've gone this far already, I 
suppose I have no choice at this point." Dumah presses forward against the curved space, 
increasing her velocity to a vast amount. She breaks through the enclosure and hits 
Chrono with her feet, which burst through Chrono's body and exit through her back. The 
two of them scream out in pain as Chrono's insides have been torn to pieces and Dumah's 



legs have been broken from the impact. They collapse to the floor. Misha’el and Seethe 
rush out and approach the fallen supers. Misha’el quickly recites, "Kel na refah na la" 
("Please God, heal her now"), but it is too late and Chrono's life has already left her due 
to the immensity of her wounds. Seethe spits acid at Dumah, but she immediately 
separates her body from Chrono by skidding across the street. Even with her broken 
bones, Dumah is able to raise herself into the air. She eyes Seethe and declares, "With my 
your death and mine, I shall prove my worth. Not to the boss, but to me, for I fight for 
myself alone." 

Dumah angles her self so that she is lying prone on the air, her arms out and facing 
Seethe. "They call thi—" Dumah is cut off when a black being comes from above and 
lands on her, crushing Dumah against the street. The being picks up Dumah's arms and 
slams her body over and over on the asphalt, until Dumah's skeleton shatters into 
thousands of pieces and blood seeps out from every orifice. Seethe looks up, 
remembering the first time he was saved by such a creature. "Leo?" The being says 
"Deactivate" into its armpit and a gray woman appears in only her underwear. "No, I'm 
Cammy. Are you alright?" "Yeah, I think so, but everyone else is pretty out of it. Let's 
bring them all inside." Nexus and Volta, having guarded Elsie all this time, come out to 
help while Serenity protects Elsie just in case. With Camel’s help, the various supers 
bring all the injured to their rooms. 

Camel, upon learning where Leopard rests, goes up to his room. "Hey, Leo, long time no 
see!" "Cammy! You came...not that I doubted you or anything. How are you? How are 
things?" "They are plenty fine, Leo, although it seems one of your friends lost her life. It's 
a good thing I came just in time, or you may have lost another." "Tell me, do you know 
who died?" "I think her name was 'Chrono'. The others seemed to be saying it a lot." 
"Damn it, another villain! It's bad if anyone dies, of course, but if this war ever ends, I 
figure the Villas would separate once more, so we need all the villains we can get. And 
Chrono was very strong, especially for her age. It makes you wonder whether life is 
worth it if you're just going to die in the end." "That's not the Leo I know" answers a 
surprised Camel, "Life is only worth it because you die in the end. Without an ending, we 
can put no value on something." "Yeah, I guess you're right." Leopard picks up a cell 
phone and calls Mother, who replies that the suits are ready to be picked up. And with 
that, Leopard gets out of bed and stands up. "I don’t feel 100% yet, but we can't afford to 
wait right now, not with everyone injured. Let's get their suits and return as soon as 
possible. Who knows what's to come?" 



Chapter 78: Coup D 'oeil 


Several hours later, after most of the supers have reawakened from their slumbers set off 
by Dumah, a funeral is held for Chrono, the latest victim of their travails. Xeno delivers 
the eulogy this time, and he stands confident, showing no signs of quivering. "You 
probably aren't surprised that I am speaking, given that Chrono and I were 'created', if 
you will, at the same time. I'm sure you all remember that it was the time of the Family's 
attempt to kidnap Elsie. It was at Hypatia Park that I, along with other members of the 
mob, went in to capture her, and she created a black hole, sucking us all up, as well as a 
number of innocents. Chrono, then 'Fiona', was one of them, of course. As the two of us 
started to enter the black hole, we held our hands together, and we felt our bodies being 
stretched infinitely thin as we entered where no man had gone before, and perhaps never 
will again. Time slowed down to a stop to any witnesses, yet we still crossed the event 
horizon, becoming a singularity. A singularity - do you understand this? Chrono and I, 
along with all the others, became a single point in the universe, for we had entered the 
zeroth dimension for just a zeroth instant of time. At that very moment, we entered the 
black hole and went into a world beyond our imagination. Our senses shut down 
completely, yet we still retained our lives somehow, and our hands were still together, I 
just know it. How do I explain what happened next? We felt time pass, yet without our 
senses. How can this be? Was it our souls feeling time itself, or something biological, 
perhaps mental? We can never know the answer. All I know, is that it felt like an eternity 
passed us. Finally, Chrono and I fell out of the other end, the white hole, and our hands 
separated at that moment. We landed on the roof of the mall, and the rest is history. It 
took me a while to gather and understand this information, so I hope it's all correct. The 
important point I'm trying to make is that Chrono and I were one at heart. We survived 
only because our hands were held, that our wills kept each other alive. The others all 
disappeared into nothingness, their atoms scattered across the inside of the black hole to 
be forever retained. Chrono was young, only 20 when she died today. All she really 
wanted was to be her own self and to have her own life. Because of this, she chose the 
path most suited for independence, despite the risks. I do not know if she got what she 
wanted, for she never confided in me, even though we shared a room in the Topaz Villa. I 
guess that to this end, she retained her spirit of self-reliance, but I will never forget those 
ethereal moments in that other world." 

After the funeral ends, the supers make their way back to the Villa. In one car, Nexus and 
Volta discuss a matter while Elsie sleeps in the back seat. "I don’t think I can do this 
anymore, Nexus." "Do what, Volta?" "This. This fighting. This dying. This burying. 
Every time we lose another, it kills me inside. I don't care if half of us are supervillains; 
we are all allies in this war and seeing so many comrades die has become too much for 
me. We can't rely on everyone to die for Elsie's sake." "So what do you suggest?" asks 
Nexus, "That we just give up and let the enemy take Elsie? Or maybe you think we 
should kill Elsie right now, while she sleeps so that she gets reincarnated in some other 
body and becomes someone else's problem? Would you really sacrifice our daughter for 
peace?" "I am not suggesting any of those things. I would never let Elsie die - and 



besides, giving her to the enemy does not create peace, but only more war. I just can’t 
stand seeing our friends dying seemingly every day." "They know what they are standing 
up for" reproaches Nexus, "And they still fight. They are willing to give up everything for 
the sake of peace and redemption. Why can’t you see that?" "I see it completely" retorts 
Volta, "But they should not share the burden. Elsie is our child. I am suggesting that we 
spare everyone who's still remaining and run away - maybe go into hiding. Then, at least, 
the enemy won’t find us." "Are you so sure? There are plenty of sensory supers who can 
detect other supers. And magic can be used to track targets, depending on the user. It is 
very risky." "Are you considering the idea, then?" inquires Volta, "It sounds like you are." 
"Barring sensors and trackers, it may be a good idea to leave Eisenstadt, at least for a 
short while. It'll throw off our enemy...although it’ll also throw off our friends, who won’t 
know what happened." "We’ll leave a note, then, saying what we did, without telling them 
where we are." "But Elsie has a tracking chip in her" says Nexus, "And there's still one 
other problem: the superevils won’t know we're gone, and they'll continue to fight the 
Villa." "Maybe the rest of the supers can tell them that Elsie is gone? It's a lot to hope for, 
and a lot that they might be believed. Otherwise, the superevils might continue to attack 
the Villa." "Well, then, let's just hope that everyone leams of our plan." 

* 

That night, while everyone is asleep as a storm rages, Volta leaves a note on the door of 
Elsie's room, and the two parents carry the sleeping Elsie outside to the car. They get 
inside and slowly drive off, careful not to make any noise that might awaken any of the 
supers. Incarnate might always be conscious, but he interprets the noise as a car from 
across the street, and pays no attention to the noise, and attends to his self-created dream 
instead. As Nexus drives away, two people are perched on the roof of the apartment 
building across from the Villa. Although it is dark, we can see that one face is that of a 
young man, perhaps 24, and the other of a woman about the age of 22. Their irises are 
colored one-seventh yellow and violet, respectively. "Are you ready for this, Swap? 
You've been waiting your whole life to use your power." "I'm ready, Mjytresz. My whole 
life's mission has been to follow you, and I will do so to the end." "There won't be an end, 
my dear" Mjytresz answers, kissing her, "Once you have Elsie's power, you yourself will 
become a demigoddess, having the power to do anything while still remaining in this 
world. Then everything shall be ours. Now, quickly, follow them before they get away!" 
Swap jumps off the roof with a small parachute and floats to the ground. She gets on a 
motorcycle and speeds off into the night, waking up several of the supers, who promptly 
go back to sleep. Mjytresz stays standing on the roof. "I made a wise choice" he thinks, 
"Bringing all those supers together under one group. They served as very useful pawns by 
taking out so many supers and weakening the Villas enough to drive away Elsie. Even if 
she hadn’t left, I’d just let their numbers run low until I could take her myself. Yes, I will 
be very happy from this day forth." 

The three heroes travel west, toward Heinlein City, eventually reaching the highway. 

Time whittles past them and soon they find themselves low on gas. They turn into an all- 
night gas station on the side of the highway and pull up to a pump. A service man takes a 
credit card and swipes it at the machine, hands it back to them, then proceeds to fill up 



the tank. Nexus and Volta get out and stretch for a little while while they wait. 

Meanwhile, Swap pulls up to the pump besides and eyes the car. She gets off and presses 
her face to the car, spotting Elsie, but the man filling up the car motions her away, saying 
he’ll be with her in a moment, and does not suspect anything. Not willing to make a scene 
just yet, Swap returns to her bike, confident that she’s following the right people, and 
silently punctures the cars front right tire with a knife on the way back. Nexus and Volta 
return to the car and drive away, as the air slowly leaks from the tire, while Swap fills up 
her bike. She then continues to pursue the heroes, riding out the time until the air is fully 
gone. All this time, the supers back at the Villa are still sleeping, but Serenity gets out of 
bed to get a glass of water. Currently residing on the second floor, she goes downstairs to 
the kitchen and retrieves a cup to drink from, humming all the way down. She fills it up 
and returns to the second floor, leaning against the wall as she nurses her drink. She spots 
something on Elsie's door and, finding it to be a note, and reads it in a low whisper: 

"Dear friends, 

We thanks you for your brave and valiant efforts, but the time has come to part ways. 
Nexus, Elsie, and I have decided to leave the Villa for now. There is no reason that you 
should continue dying for us when we can take care of ourselves. Perhaps it is finally 
time for Elsie to embrace who she truly is as Anesidora and fight alongside her parents in 
this war we have found ourselves in. Please do not be worried for us, for you have 
already worried for so long. Please do not follow us either, as we realize that Elsie has a 
chip in her, and we don't want to risk injuring her by removing it. 

Take care, Volta" 

Serenity's hand shakes and she drops the glass; water spills everywhere. She immediately 
runs back to her room and wakes up Hammerspace. "Hammer, get up!" "Wha, wazit?" 
Hammerspace rolls over and looks at the clock. "It's 1 AM Serenity, what's going on?" 
"It's Elsie, she's gone!" Hammerspace shoots up. "Impossible! Well, not really. She can 
do pretty much anything." "It's not just Elsie, but Nexus and Volta as well" explains 
Serenity, "The three of them left the Villa to spare us any more casualties. But they'll only 
get themselves killed!" "We need to get to Cubes and inform him of the situation" replies 
Hammerspace, "And see what he says of the matter." They rush to his room where he 
sleeps, muttering Dread's name. Serenity pounds on his door and Cubes wakes up in a 
start. He answers the door and the two explain to him the situation. Cubes boils up in 
anger; he tries calling their cell phones, but Nexus and Volta refuse to answer. Cubes tells 
Serenity and Hammerspace to round up the gang, and soon an emergency meeting takes 
place in the lounge. "This is terrible news!" exclaims Cubes, "We cannot allow them to 
leave with so much at stake. They need all our help; otherwise, they'll be eaten alive out 
there." "They did say they had no reason for us dying" says Xeno, "Maybe they have a 
point. I'm sure we've all felt terrible after losing a loved one, and they wanted to spare us 
from more pain." "We all know what we signed up for" responds Star Sweeper, "Death 
was always a possibility. This war is bigger than any of us, and we should be glad to just 
be pawns in the matter. Without us, Elsie is sure to be doomed. Who knows what's 
happening to them as we speak?" "Exactly" says Cubes, "We need to go after them, even 



if we are all injured and tired. Everyone goes, including Crusher - we can’t afford to keep 
anyone behind, lest a superevil strike while we are gone." "If you think that's best" says 
Bombshell, "So be it. But what will we do when we get there?" "We hope that it isn't too 
late. If it isn’t, we fight as hard as we can to retrieve Elsie. If it is, we pray. Alright, let's 
go!" The supers scatter into the night, heading off toward Heinlein City using their 
tracking devices. 

Meanwhile, Swap continues to follow Nexus, whose front left tire loses more and more 
air. Nexus can hear the sound of rubber flopping against the ground and the sound of 
metal grinding, so he pulls over to the shoulder and gets out of the car. He inspects the 
wheel and finds the puncture. "How did this happen? I never heard a popping sound of 
any sort. Was this man-made?" Swap pulls up behind the car and, taking off her helmet, 
approaches Nexus. "Need some help, man?" Nexus looks at her suspiciously. He focuses 
on her irises, but sees that they are fully violet. "Yeah, I've got a flat tire, and I don’t have 
any spares with me." "I can give you a lift to the next gas station. They can probably tow 
you there." "Thanks a lot. Let me just tell my wife." Nexus informs Volta, and she 
reluctantly agrees. "If it takes too long, call me. I don’t feel like waiting for a long time." 
Volta dozes off and Nexus closes the door. He joins Swap and they speed on ahead to the 
gas station. When they finally get there, Nexus runs off to the mechanic to get some 
assistance. He explains his problem and a mechanic gets a tow truck and the two of them 
drive away, going toward the next exit so that they can loop around to the other side. 
Nexus calls Volta and tells her he'll be there soon while Swap gets back to her bike, not 
wasting any time. Swap drives back to their car, traveling on the wrong side of the 
highway, confident that she’ll be fine at such a late hour of the night, as she tries to make 
it back before the tow truck gets there. She returns to the car and notices that Volta is 
sleeping, so Swap removes her helmet and smashes the second side window of the car. 
Volta wakes up in a start, so Swap quickly unlocks the door and and pulls out Elsie. Volta 
gets out of the car immediately, but Swap already has her hands on Elsie's neck. "What 
do you want?!" screams Volta, "Give Elsie back!" "I'm afraid that can't be done, Volta. 

I'm sure you've already figured out the whole situation: I've been sent to collect your 
treasured little gem. Her time is up!" Swaps hand glow violet, and her Yechida switches 
places with Elsie's. Swap laughs maniacally with her newfound power, and she tosses 
Elsie aside like garbage, knocking her out. 

A great fury flows through Volta, and her hands become full of static. "Really, Volta? Do 
you really think your measly power will work against me? Go ahead, give me your best 
shot." The heroine throws two bolts at Swap's chest, but the superevil turns into a solid 
piece of living copper, and gathers the lightning. "I can do anything now, and absorbing 
electricity is the least of my abilities. Face it, you've finally lost. Volta, with tears of 
anger, shoots out bolts from her hands, and flies up towards the heavens. "Running away 
already? I had thought I would put up with a bigger fight from the violent one, but in the 
face of a demigoddess, I suppose fear is the appropriate response." Swap teleports and 
appears above Volta. "You never really had a chance against me...I suppose I should end 
this instead of taking my time." Swap raises her fists to swing them down at Volta, but a 
large bolt of lightning from above strikes her body. In an instant, she catches fire, and the 
high temperature begins to melt her body. Swap shrieks in agony, and the first thing that 



comes to mind is to extinguish the flames. "Water! Water!" she cries, and a flood of the 
cool liquid drenches her, but the fire remains. "Water! Water!" she gasps, as she falls to 
the asphalt below, trembling in a pool of copper. "Water...water..." she whispers, until the 
copper evaporates entirely and she is no more. Elsie's Yechida returns to the child once 
more, as Swap's body retrieves her own. 

Volta lowers herself back to the ground, and recovers Elsie. The tow truck arrives, after 
looping around from the other side of the highway, and picks up Volta and Elsie. The 
driver connects the truck to the car and tows it back to the gas station. Volta calls Cubes 
and lets him know where they are, and they ride out the next hour waiting for the rest of 
the supers to arrive. When they get there, Volta tells them everything that happened. "So 
how did this superevil actually die? Didn't she have the powers of a demigoddess?" "She 
had the power" explains Volta, "But not the wisdom. When she was struck by lightning, it 
interacted with the copper and created an electrical fire, which water cannot extinguish, 
so she continued to burn despite her efforts. Stupid, really - she could have just wished 
the fire away, or turned into a more suitable material. Hubris makes us forget the 
obvious." The heroes get Nexus, then return to the Villa, and pile out of the cars, 
eventually going back to bed. Mjytresz watches them from the roof and wonders what 
happened. "Swap failed? I guess I have no choice but to send them, although I doubt 
they're ready." 

Tip in the ethereal realm, on a floor of many colors, a demigod meditates. Looking to be 
48, he wears a black suit and has four glass domes on his chest. The first three are 
arranged as a triangle and are lit up, colored red, yellow, and blue. The fourth, in the 
center of the triangle, remains unlit. "I do not understand. Why did Swap not ascend 
immediately when she stole Elsie's powers?" "For the same reason Elsie remains on 
Earth, Prime" says the man made of fire, "Her Yechida is unique. It is marked with the 
mission of redemption, so it is allowed to stay in the world of the living." "Are the dice 
always weighted so?" "Always? Man chooses his fate. Elsie is an exception." 



Chapter 79: Claustrophobic 


A week goes by and the Villa remains at peace. "It's possible that woman was really the 
boss" explains Volta early in the week, "And that the superevils are defeated. After all, 
she had the ability to switch powers with another super, so she was certainly powerful." 
The others aren't as sure. "Weren’t the superevils calling the boss a 'he'?" asks Nexus, 
"Unless they were deliberately trying to trip us up." "It can't be known for sure" says 
Cubes, "But we must act carefully for now." That being said, the supers stayed indoors 
the whole week, while only their chef went out in order to purchase food. After this 
length of time, however, the supers were beginning to get antsy and feeling the effects of 
cabin fever. Penta finds herself going on to the roof to enjoy the fresh air, and she feels 
more alive when she sees the city around her once again. Penta looks over the ledge well 
of the front of the Villa, staring down at the pedestrians below her, wishing she were one 
of them. When she looks up, she notices someone staring at her from the opposite side of 
the street, on the roof of the apartment building. She cannot make him out, but it does not 
matter. Immediately suspicious, she turns to go back into the Villa and tell the others of 
the voyeur. 

Before she makes it there, however, the world turns black and white before her eyes, and 
then the black melts away, until she sees only white. "Where am I?" she wonders out 
loud, and almost as if in response, the whiteness becomes a room - denoting this are the 
black lines that insist on four walls, a floor, and a ceiling. On two opposite walls, there 
appears a door each: one says "99" while the other reads "Exit". Penta walks toward the 
one reading "Exit", confused, but relieved, that she'll be away form this strange world 
soon enough. But as she walks, a man materializes in front of her and stops her from 
continuing. "Halt, Penta! This is your end!" "What is this place? And who are you to say 
such things?" "I am Mjytresz, the final superevil. The others have called me 'boss', but I 
was just a breeze, pushing them in your direction. As for where we are, the location is 
your mind. We are in room 100. You see, every person's mind is made up of 100 rooms, 
and each room is a different facet of that person. Behind you lies room 99, and behind me 
lies the exit to leave this world. Defeat me, and you may go free. Lose, and I will absorb 
your mind into my own - that is my power." "So why are you telling me all of this?" asks 
Penta, "Wouldn't it be bad if I got an advantage out of it?" "Ha!" laughs Mjytresz, 
"Unlikely. My mind is so damn powerful that only Incarnate stands a chance of victory. If 
I lose and I absorb your mind, you'll have access to my mind as well, free to burrow 
through my knowledge. I am merely telling you this out of chivalry." "So why are you 
doing this all, anyhow?" Penta continues, "All your subordinates have been defeated. 

Your last one even stole Elsie's powers for a short bit, and yet even she was killed by her 
own shortsightedness." "That’s what happened? I suppose I miscalculated...Swap, how I 
long for you. I will continue in her honor, and take Elsie from the Villas. Getting her to 
trust me may be difficult, but I'm not one to quit so easily. I've gone too far to simply give 
up now. Never leave a room half-painted, I always say." "Aren’t you worried the others 
will find my body during all this time that you are talking?" "Hardly, my dear Penta. The 
two worlds are different: do you really think the same amount of time has passed in the 



real world as it has in this realm? It has only been seconds - that is the speed of the mind. 
Enough, though. You will understand it all once I assimilate you." Mjytresz thrusts his 
hand into Penta's chest, and from his hand outward, her body slowly turns white as she is 
frozen in place. The whiteness travels across her body, and she fights with her mind to 
retain control over it, but before long, her body is entirely frozen and Mjytresz has 
absorbed her mind. "Now let's see what knowledge you hold for me, witch." 

Mjytresz peruses through Penta's knowledge of spells and takes in all of it, and finds 
what he's looking for. "But she doesn’t hold enough knowledge" thi nk s Mjytresz, "I need 
more bodies for this, just in case." Back in the real world, the possessed Penta goes back 
indoor, where she finds Incarnate doing a crossword puzzle in his room. "Incarnate" she 
says in a dull tone, "Have a moment, do you?" Incarnate looks up, "No, I've had plenty to 
keep me occupied in this edifice for an entire week. Of course I have a moment. What is 
it?" "Can you take me to the cemetery?" asks Penta, "I’d like to visit my parents' graves." 
"We're not supposed to go that far from the Villa, in case the superevils are still coming. 
It's like a ten minute drive each way." "Aw, please? I only ask because I'm too scared to 
go alone, in case I get attacked. With you there, I'd feel a lot more comfortable." "Fine" 
answers Incarnate, "But no more favors after that. And what’s with your voice? You 
sound like a zombie." "I just feel really down, that's all" she replies, "It's been hell for us 
ever since the superevils entered the picture." "You can say that again." "But before we 
go..." "Yes?" "Can you come to the roof with me? I need to show you something." "...You 
can’t show me here?" "No. It involves the pendant, and I don't want the radiation to 
escape in such a small area in case something goes wrong." Incarnate's eyebrow perks up. 
"What could go wrong? I’d rather not be irradiated...unless get another power or 
something." "Don't worry" responds Penta, "I doubt anything will happen. This is just in 
case." "Okay, okay. Gee, you sure are acting weird today." The two of them go up to the 
roof and move toward the front. Penta points a finger to the opposite building. "There, do 
you see that?" Incarnate sees the man, his head only showing above the ledge wall. "Wait, 
do you mean that head? What the hell is that?" Incarnate suddenly finds himself in his 
own white room, and Mjytresz appears in front of him as well. "Incarnate, so glad of you 
to join us!" "...Who is this 'us' you speak of?" An image of Penta materializes next to 
Mjytresz. "I refer to Penta, of course. Allow me to add you to the collection!" Mjytresz 
clutches Incarnate's chest, and the whiteness begins to spread one more. Incarnate pushes 
back the whiteness, and soon it begins to waver back and forth as each struggles to gain 
control of the battle of minds. In the end, however, Mjytresz wins, and the whiteness 
slowly engulfs Incarnate's body, freezing the mental image of him. "Let's begin with a 
roster, just to know what we're dealing with." Mjytresz scans through Incarnate's 
memories completely and smiles. "That’ll do nicely." 

In the lounge, Serenity and Tessa have struck up a conversation about immortality. "So 
why weren’t you able to feel pain when your were immortal, Serenity?" "I've come up 
with different theories, but I'm not really sure in the end. Perhaps the abundance of souls 
somehow made me immune to pain, since once they were removed I became sensitive 
again. More importantly, you say that you're power allows you to stay alive as long as 
you choose to? What happens if you’re attacked while you're asleep?" "Well, it works like 
this: it's not re-", is all Tessa gets out, when a loud shot rings out. She quickly jumps 



from her seat and turns to the sound, observing a dead Serenity slumped over with a head 
wound. She sees Incarnate still holding his gun out, with Penta by his side. Before Tessa 
has a chance to pull out her own weapon, Penta quickly says, "Jadix, roltan i malxoda", 
and Tessa is grabbed with a black hand from below. She screams in pain, but resists the 
advance, and after a brief struggle, the hand recedes from view. "What the hell are you 
two doing?!" "Odd" replies Penta, "You still live. Tell me, Tessa, how can this be?" 
"Please, there’s more to my power than meets the eye. I have to choose if I want to die - 
pain, conscious, or whatever simply don’t matter in the decision." The doors to the lounge 
are smashed open, revealing Cubes, Leopard, and Camel. "We heard a shot! What 
happened?" But Cubes sees it all in an instant: Serenity is dead; Tessa is breathing hard; 
Incarnate holds a gun; and Penta has an unusual expression upon her face. Something is 
very wrong, and Cubes understands that Incarnate and Penta are responsible. Even as he's 
asking his question, he forms gloves around his hands. When complete, Cubes punches 
Incarnate and Penta in the foreheads at the same time, knocking them both out. "Leopard, 
Cammy, take these two down to the basement and tie them up good. Be sure to gag Penta, 
as her mouth is her method of attack." After they pick up the downed villains and leave, 
Cubes turns to Tessa. "So why'd they turn on us?" "I don’t really know. Penta didn’t seem 
her usual self, and I don’t think Incarnate would kill Serenity out of the blue. It was as if 
their minds were in a different world." "Maybe it's some variation of the Mind Stone...I 
should ask Bombshell. For now, we’ll have to keep Serenity's body frozen until we can 
bury it." Cubes lifts up her corpse and creates a cart with functioning wheels out of air. 

He places Serenity on it and begins to push it out of the room, when more supers come in, 
Hammerspace being one of them. He yelps as he sees Serenity, collapses into a fetal 
position, and rocks back and forth. "Oh, Serenity, serene at last and interned for eternity, 
my serum of serotonin now gone." "I'm sorry, Hammerspace, but something strange is 
going on. I’d say Incarnate and Penta betrayed us, but given all the superevils, I feel this 
is another one at the gates. I’ll bring Serenity down to the basement, and the rest of you 
keep watch for any unusual activity." 

After Cubes cleans himself up and returns, he finds Bombshell waiting for him at the top 
of the stairs. "This is not looking good, Cubes. Serenity's dead, and Incarnate and Penta 
are currently out of commission. Whoever this superevil is, he's not one to take too 
lightly." "I never took any of them lightly, Bombshell. And as time goes on, the stakes are 
only getting higher...I never thought something like this would happen, where we’d be 
executed one by one, often without much of a chance. I suppose this is what they mean 
when they say 'Reality is an illusion’. Anyway, I think Despair may be our best bet if this 
super is using some kind of possession." "I agree. I haven’t had any real practice with 
him, but I'll give it my best shot." They walk up to the first floor and enter the cafeteria 
where other supers are eating, but don't get very far in before they hear a loud noise 
coming from outside the Villa. "Cubes!" "Bombshell!" Two different voices are heard, 
one for each name. The first is male and the second is female, leading Cubes to feel a 
deep seed of fear. "If the boss wouldn’t trust two of them together, this pair must be pretty 
attached." The male voice continues, saying, "Reveal yourselves and let us do battle. The 
time has come to end this, and if you do not leave the Villa, we shall enter it! Do not 
underestimate our strength." The supers look at Cubes, who says to Seeker, "Son, call the 
rest of the team. We need everyone here immediately!" Seeker quickly contacts the 



absent supers via telepathy, but before they can take action, an explosion is heard outside, 
and the front door is blown off its hinges. Cubes looks through the window of the 
cafeteria door, and his eyes widen in disbelief. "Oh, hell no..." "What is it, Cubes?" 

"It’s...a conjoined super." 

The other supers are surprised, and Cubes continues, "But one half is male and the other 
is female. That's not medically possible. Unless...they're an incomplete fusion. Quickly, 
we must get to the back of the room." The supers retreat, and Vector asks, "Why don't we 
push a table in front of the door?" "Because then they may look elsewhere, and right now, 
a good percentage of the supers are here. We need to do as much damage as we can. Get 
ready..." The superevil enters the cafeteria sideways, as they're too wide to fit through the 
doorway in the normal fashion. Bombshell takes this as an opening and throws a sticky 
bomb at the duo; when it explodes, yells are heard and blood splatters, but the beings 
continue and are seen fully for the first time. They have two legs, two arms, a single, 
large torso, and two heads. The head on the superevil's right is the male, the left is the 
female. The supers gulp when they see that the enemy is lacking any injuries and 
untouched, although part of their suit is burned away. "We are Sarcoma!" they declare in 
unison, "Everything dies before us!" Seeker cannot double in size, as the ceiling is too 
constrictive, and another of Bombshell's creations can easily backfire. Leopard and 
Camel decide to take charge instead. "Two on two seems as bit fairer, Cainmy. Let's show 
them what we've got." "Be careful, you two" warns Cubes, "We have no idea what 
powers they may possess." The super soldiers rush the evil pair and slam them through 
the wall, as debris scatters everywhere. They pummel Sarcoma's heads over and over, but 
any time a wound appears, it heals up almost instantly. Another explosion occurs, and 
Leopard and Camel are thrown back into the cafeteria, fully unconscious. Cubes can only 
see the bottom half of the superevil, with blood pooling everywhere from the severed 
waist. But all joy is immediately dampened when Sarcoma appears in the hole in the 
wall, gleeful looks on both faces. "Didn’t we say it already? Everything dies before us!" 
The male hurls a grenade at the supers, but Vector creates a gust that sends it right back. 
The weapon detonates and the female head is blown off, but is replaced by a newly- 
formed head immediately. "Ouch!" is their reaction, but the male adds, "I suppose the 
grenades aren’t so useful in close combat." Two bullets enter their skulls, shot by Star 
Sweeper, but are dislodged from the body before they can even reach the brains of the 
targets. "What the hell are you?!" yells Vector. "They seem to have instant regeneration" 
answers Bombshell, "But, unlike, Grotesk, I can't seem to find any kind of cost. Perhaps 
if we damage them faster than the speed of the healing, but I don’t know if that's 
possible." 

"Only one way to find out" says Claire, the last super in the room, "Stay back, everyone!" 
She propels herself toward Sarcoma with incredible speed, and blue flames engulf the 
superevil. They scream horribly, but fight the pain as the skin regenerates faster than the 
fire can bum. Sarcoma gives Claire a bear hug, and begins to do damage, when the two 
heads are bashed together. Claire is released and she runs back to the others. Sarcoma's 
heads continue to be manipulated until the superevil becomes dizzy and grasps the walls 
on either side for stability. The unknown attack continues the onslaught and it soon 
becomes apparent that Seeker is fighting in his astral form. However, he is unable to 



knock Sarcoma out, and they eventually return Seeker to his body by flailing their arms. 
This pause is quickly disrupted by shrieks when a wad of acid burns through their 
midsection, although Sarcoma refuses to yield and is healed right away. They back up 
into the hallway, since turning around is impossible, and Seethe tries to push them back 
with varying success. Sarcoma finally faces Seethe and picks him up; they are about to 
give him a piledriver when a green flash brings a seizing Sarcoma to their knees. 
Bombshell has brought Despair into action, calling forth a memory of electro-convulsive 
therapy. The attack lasts as long as the memory does, so after less than one minute, with 
Seethe now safe, Sarcoma rises to their feet once more. "Even Despair?" asks the female 
head, "Even Despair cannot hurt us!" Cubes races to Despair while shouting, "Keep it up 
Bombshell! Don't stop! Seeker, get out here and double!" The villainness continues to 
attack using Despair's power, rendering Sarcoma distracted once more. Cubes focuses all 
his strength and creates a sword with a extremely sharp blade. Seeker doubles in size 
despite the cramped space and his head is forced to dip as it is pressed against the ceiling. 
Cubes hands him the sword and orders "Split them in two!" Seeker strikes Sarcoma in 
between their two heads with all his might and slices downward. Predictably, the flesh 
heals as it is wounded, but something changes near the bottom. Sarcoma no longer seems 
to regenerate and howls as blood drips from the remainder of the wound when the sword 
fully passes through. Noting this, Seeker pulls the sword back up and slices Sarcoma 
once more, and this time the enemy splits into two separate supers and stays that way. 
Seeker twists the hilt of the sword sideways and swish to and fro, decapitate both 
superevils with ease. The corpses fall to the floor and the heroes and villains exhale with 
relief as Cubes disintegrates the weapon. 

The rest of the supers come running down the stairs. "Holy crap, that was intense!" 
exclaims Tessa, "How'd you know that would work?" "Everything has a weakness" 
replies Cubes, "And Sarcoma was no exception. It seemed to me that although they 
shared a body, since there were two heads, there must be two spines. But since there was 
only once set of legs, the spines must fuse together at the bottom. Moreover, I noted that 
that the male's eyes were red while the female's were violet. Therefore, they had two 
powers even though we only saw one, the regeneration. Additionally, the regeneration 
affected both of them, because they shared the power just as they shared the body. 
Because of this, it seemed likely that they could only both regenerate as long as they were 
together, leading me to believe that separation was a possibility. Given all this, I 
determined that it was necessary to sever the connection, specifically at the spine, where 
their bond is strongest. It was still something of a guess, however." "Best guess I've ever 
seen" says Bombshell, "But what was the other power?" "Note how the male half didn’t 
regenerate after being separated, despite still having the power. The female half s power 
must have removed whatever cost the male's power had and made the healing 
instantaneous. When apart, the male was helpless to the sword. However, there is still a 
very pressing issue." "And what's that?" asks Bombshell, not wishing to know the 
answer. "It doesn't explain the control over Incarnate and Penta. We have another 
superevil in our midst." 



Chapter 80: A Mind Is A Terrible Thing 


The supers regroup and try to figure out their next strategy. "That Sarcoma really took us 
for a ride" says Bombshell, "It defeated Leo and Cammy, and it's gotten us tired. What do 
you suppose we do now?" "If it's any indication from Incarnate and Penta" replies Cubes, 
"Our enemy is seriously powerful. He somehow has managed to turn them against us." 
"It's eerily familiar to what happened when that dragon guy attacked" says Claire, 
"Incarnate turned against me then. It's like some kind of mind control. But this time, the 
superevil has managed to control two of us at once, so there's no telling what his real 
limit is." "Which means we have to be extremely careful" says Nexus, "Eyesore-careful. 
Either that or go on a full attack against him." "Looks like Seeker and Despair are our 
best bets then" says Cubes, "With Seeker's astral form he might be able to approach the 
superevil, while Despair should hopefully be invulnerable since his mind is already being 
controlled. Hammerspace, even with your weird 'rules', I don’t know if you'll be able to 
bypass this guy's ability." "Even if I could" Hammerspace starts, "I don’t know if I could 
do it. I feel horribly sad. Not depressed, mind you, but I’ll need a while to recover." "So 
it's a two-pronged attack then with Seeker and Despair" concludes Bombshell, "How do 
we advance from here?" "Seeker, do a quick astral search through the building, including 
the basement" orders Cubes, "Bombshell, send Despair to the roof and have a look 
around. Since Incarnate and Penta never left the premises, and no one else has been 
controlled since, the superevil cannot be far away." 

After fifteen minutes, Seeker returns with a report. "Everything is fine...almost. Incarnate 
and Penta are awake and struggling, but the restraints are secure. Other than that, I have 
nothing unusual to report." "Okay. Xeno, check on those two" says Cubes, "But don’t free 
them even if they plead, although I doubt they'll do such a thing. Basically, I want you to 
keep on eye of them for now, and if something significant happens, send a future you to 
report." "Understood." "As for the rest of us" continues Cubes, "We should split up 
"Split up?!" exclaims Volta, "Have you not seen any horror movies?" "You didn’t let me 
finish. We should split up into several groups. That makes four groups, as Xeno is in the 
basement, Bombshell can't fight if she's controlling Despair, Cammy and Leopard are 
unconscious, and Hammerspace is currently out of commission. I will accompany Tessa, 
Despair and Crusher; Volta, Nexus, and Elsie obviously make a team; Seethe, Claire, and 
Seeker are a third; and Misha’el, Vector, and Star Sweeper are the last. Bombshell, stay in 
the lab with Hammerspace, as it's quieter there and you'll be able to focus, so long as 
Hammerspace stays relatively calm." "I still say it's a bad idea" responds Volta, 

"Although I haven’t a better one." "Noted, but staying in one spot won’t do us any good 
either, and this building is big. Since the first floor is probably safe, seeing as none of us 
appear controlled" - and with this, each super eyes the rest suspiciously - "Each team 
takes a floor. Let us stay safe!" 

The members assemble and the groups disperse; two of the teams go up the stairs and the 
other two take the elevator, crowded as it now is. On the second floor, Volta and her 
family wander around, not actually knowing what to look for. "If Seeker didn’t find 



anything, what hope do we have?" "His was more of a quick scan" answers Nexus, "And 
ours a deep search." "Maybe we should interrogate the ’prisoners'. They might 
accidentally give up a clue." "You should have mentioned that before. It's a bit late 
now..." "Ah, I'm sure Xeno has it covered. Let's keep going." Xeno, on the other hand, is 
doing his best to understand a future Xeno's explanation. "So this M-guy can absorb 
people's minds? Like the Mind Stone?" "No, no, with the Mind Stone, the two minds are 
separate, yet linked. M-whatever-his-name-is takes in the other mind entirely, and the 
bodies are linked." "Like a computer network?" Sort of, I think. My - our - mind never 
got absorbed, so I have to rely on what Vector told me." "Vector?" "Yeah, in my future 
she got 'assimilated'. That doesn’t mean anything, however." "And how does M-blah 
attack?" "I have no idea. Remember, this isn't firsthand information." "Well, go and find 
Cubes and tell him what you know. I'll get another me to take your place." Incarnate and 
Penta are mumbling the whole time, trying to get Xeno to listen, but he refuses to yield 
and leaves them be. "I suppose roughing you up is out of the question, especially if you're 
no longer being controlled. Well, I'm bored." 

Cubes' team has taken the top floor, and they inspect each room one by one. "Just as 
Seeker said, there's nothing unusual. I don’t get it. Where could the guy be hiding?" 
"Maybe the roof?" suggests Tessa, "Incarnate and Penta never left through the front door, 
but it'd be easy to go to the roof with anyone noticing." "That's a good idea. Bombshell, 
send Despair up." The enslaved superevil trudges to the roof and looks around for 
anything that stands out. He slowly makes his way across, yet there is still nothing to see, 
and he retreats back to the group. "Nothing" states Despair, "I see nothing." "Hell" says 
Tessa, "I could've guessed that. Let's all go up together." The foursome ascends, and they 
search another time. Tessa spies something from the southern wall, which is the same 
side as the building's entrance. In an instant, she is in the white room, and in a second 
instant, she is assimilated. Tessa turns around and pulls out her gun, aiming at Cubes. But 
Crusher notices in time and shouts "Tessa!" to get the hero's attention. Cubes turns and 
sees the gun, and creates a barrier of solidified air by reflex alone, which succeeds in 
stopping the bullet. Tessa then aims the gun at Crusher, but Cubes flings a knife at Tessa 
and it pierces her hand, causing the weapon to drop. Cubes rushes toward Tessa and 
shakes her violently. "Who are you?!" "I am everyone. Prepare yourself!" But, Cubes 
ducks immediately behind the four-foot fall and is spared from Mjytresz's maneuvers. 
Next, he encases Tessa's legs together in shackles, rendering her useless. Mjytresz 
realizes that Tessa is dead weight, but cannot free her either, lest she reveal everything 
about Mjytresz. Instead, he has Tessa pull out the knife from her arm and slit her own 
throat. Blood flows down her body, and Tessa remains alive, but Mjytresz's mind is taken 
to a world of darkness. "Do you really wish for Tessa to die?" asks an echoing voice, 
coming from everywhere, "The wound is not significant." "I wish it so" replies Mjytresz, 
"She is no longer of any use to me." "It is granted and her life is forfeit." Tessa collapses 
onto the roof, and Cubes cannot find a pulse. 

"Damn!" Cubes thinks, "I saw something across the gap on the other building, but there's 
no way to get there. Nor do I have my cellphone on me to contact anyone." He turns to 
Despair and says, "Bombshell! Send Despair to me, I've found the boss!" Cubes, 
however, is too distracted by his own plan and forgets about Crusher; the boy runs toward 



Cubes upon the hero's order to Bombshell, and is quickly absorbed by Mjytresz. Cubes 
sees him, and merely assumes that Crusher is taking cover, but realizes the truth too late 
when Crusher implodes Cubes' left hand, causing the fingers to become a mess of flesh 
and blood. Cubes howls in pain and uses his remaining hand to repeatedly punch Crusher, 
knocking him out. Bombshell sees all this via Despair, and understands that Cubes had 
little choice in the matter. "Are you okay?" asks Despair, "That hand is a mess." "I just 
need to get back into the Villa and Elsie can cure me. Come on, let's go." Cubes forms a 
large wall in back of him and Despair picks up Crusher with his only hand. They escape 
back inside while Mjytresz is unable to access the hero's mind. Once inside, Cubes rushes 
to the second floor to get to Elsie, while Despair takes Crusher down to the basement. 

Meanwhile, Misha'el, Vector, and Star Sweeper are patrolling the fourth floor and are 
finishing up in the lounge. "So, Misha’el" begins Star Sweeper, "It may not be the best 
time to ask this, but what are your thoughts on Vector and me?" "Thoughts? What kinds 
of thoughts?" "There's no need to feel embarrassed" continues Star Sweeper, "I refer to 
our romantic relationship. I hope it doesn’t bother you...does it?" "Not really. It may not 
be something I necessarily agree with, but that does not matter. I look at it the same way 
as I look at pork: it may not be allowed for me, but that doesn’t me it's forbidden to you. 
The Torah may prohibit something, but that applies only to one who follows the Torah, 
and even then there are occasional exceptions. Regardless, even if I had a problem, it is 
far better to put the Topaz Villa, and the Family Villa, ahead of my own self in certain 
situations. There is an interesting question brought up: if you and a friend are in the 
desert, with only enough water for one to survive the journey, what is to be done? The 
traditional answer is that whoever is holding the water is allowed to go on, and that it can 
even be considered a sin to give up your water so that your friend may live. But, I 
disagree: both members should be fighting for the right to die, to be allowed to sacrifice 
himself so that his friend might live. If I have to be a little uncomfortable for the Villas to 
exist, then that is my task to worry about." A compromise, perhaps, and Star Sweeper and 
Vector feel a bit bothered by it all, but they also realize that it won't be changed. Indeed, 
arriving at the compromise may have already been a task. 

They agree to go to the fifth floor and meet up with Cubes, but find it empty. However, 
the staircase to the roof ends with an open door, so they continue the quest there and 
immediately spot a dead Tessa. Vector rushes over while the others stare in shock, and 
before they can utter a word, Vector is in the white room. "What the hell....?" "I'm not in 
the mood to explain everything again" says Mjytresz, "Let us merge." His hand 
penetrates her chest, and Vector becomes one with the superevil. She turns to her 
comrades and spreads her arms out, releasing a blast of wind. The other two heroes 
struggle to stay on their feet, and Misha’el recites, "Viruach nasah may'ayt Hashem 
vayagaz salvim min hayam." ("Now a wind went out from God and drove quail in from 
the sea".) The verse has two effects: a wind blows from behind them to counteract 
Vector's attack; and dead quail fall from the sky, striking Vector and knocking her out. 

Star Sweeper becomes invisible, as it's her main defense, and runs to Vector's side. 
Misha’el realizes that the trouble only starting when they got to the roof, and that Vector 
was struck first, so that the danger is by the southern wall. He quotes, "Lo ra'u ish et 
achiv, vilo kamu ish mitachtav shiloshet yamim, ulichol b’nai yisrael hayah or 




bimoshivotam." ("No one could see anyone else or move about for three days. Yet all the 
Israelites had light in the places where they lived.") An early night settles upon the Villa, 
and Mjytresz cannot see through the tangible sheet of darkness. Misha’el is given a small 
orb of light, yet he cannot locate Star Sweeper within the shadow. "We must be going" he 
states, hoping for her to answer. But, Star Sweeper is frozen in place and unable to 
comply. The darkness starts to dissipate, as Misha'el cannot hold it for three days in his 
present condition, so he runs back inside, hoping to find help. 

Misha'el rushes throughout the fifth floor, but finds no sign of Cubes. "He could be 
anywhere at the moment" Misha'el thinks, "And this is urgent. There's only one thing I 
can do: Elokei avotaychem shilachani alaychem." ("The God of your fathers sent me to 
you.") Misha’el is immediately transported to Elsie's room on the second floor, where 
Cubes has just finished being healed. The leader, to say no less of Elsie and her parents, is 
shocked to see Misha'el appear out of thin air. "What-what? Did you just teleport?" "No 
time for explanations" replies Misha’el, "Vector was controlled but is now incapacitated. 
Unfortunately, she and Star Sweeper are both on the roof, and I don't know how to ensure 
their safety." "That's no good" states Cubes, "Despair brought an unconscious Crusher 
back to Bombshell. We’re being drained of our numbers. We should gather everyone 
together now that we know where the enemy lies. Although with Bombshell, 
Hammerspace, and Xeno in the basement, they won't get a signal on their phones...our 
best bet is with Seeker, Claire, and Seethe. Each of you call one of them and tell them to 
come here. I don't have a plan yet, but we don't have a lot of time to waste." 

During this time, Seeker's team was climbing up the stairs. "I still don't see why we 
couldn’t take the elevator" complains Seethe, "We should save our strength for battle." 
"You don't take an elevator up two flights unless you're disabled" retorts Seeker, "And it 
would have taken more time, anyhow."They get to the fifth floor and see Vector's body 
moving in midair. "Star Sweeper?" The heroine becomes visible once more and looks at 
the three. "Yeah, I had to get out of there without being seen. It seems the boss can't 
control you otherwise." "He's up there?" "Somewhere on the roof of the building across 
from the Villa. Don't go, though. He'll get you in a second." "Not if I have to say anything 
about it" responds Seeker, "Let's see if he can retaliate against an astral being. "That’s a 
good idea, but be careful. We really don't know much about him." Seeker meditates and 
leashes out his astral self. He floats upward through the ceiling and travels across the 
street, but finds no one on the building's roof. Confused, he returns back to his body. "No 
one's there!" "But, it seemed like he was there for a while" claims Star Sweeper, "Where 
could he possibly be?" At that moment, they are contacted from the second floor, and the 
four take the stairs again, with Star Sweeper carrying Vector and Seethe still complaining. 

Mjytresz walks through the entrance of the Topaz Villa with no trouble at all, as Sarcoma 
had destroyed the door and no supers are present on the first floor. "It is as if they are 
inviting me to take Elsie away from them. Very well, I shall acquiesce." He makes his 
way up the stairs to the next floor, quietly, as he hears a flurry steps. Near the top, 
Mjytresz stops as Seeker and the others hurry past into the corner room on their left. 
"They're all together" thinks Mjytresz, "A minimum of four, a maximum of fourteen, if 
all functioning bodies are included. Claire is the best bet, as she can take them all out at 


once. Yet how to spare Elsie? It is likely that Elsie will defend herself by instinct, so I 
need only act quickly and without hesitation. A fire burns tonight." Mjytresz sneaks to the 
door and presses his ear against it, hearing many different voices at once. He bursts 
through the door and assimilates Claire immediately, and she quickly scampers in front of 
him for defense. The supers are unsure of what do, for while Claire may kill them, they 
may kill Claire. The villainness creates blue fireballs from her hands and eyes each super 
in turn. She throws one at Seeker, but the flames dissipate midair. "Wasn’t me" says 
Seeker, looking around at the source. "I did it" says a voice from behind, and the supers 
turn to see Nexus. "It's time I put an end to all of this." He walks toward Claire, while 
Seethe comments to Misha’el, "Has he always been able to use his telekinesis to stop 
flames like that?" "Not that I know of." Claire throws out another fireball, but Nexus 
stops it and launches it back at her. Then, he concentrates and his body starts to glow a 
little bit yellow. Claire collapses and her flames disappear entirely. 

"Now Nexus looks stronger!" thinks Mjytresz, "I better get him!" Mjytresz brings Nexus 
into the white room. "It seems you're a real winner, Nexus. Congratulations on being 
assimilated!" Whiteness travels over Nexus' body and slowly overcomes his will. But as 
his mind is closer and closer to being absorbed, his mental image glows more and more 
yellow. Just before his mind is taken, Nexus becomes entirely yellow, and the whiteness 
disappears - Nexus leaves the white room and stares at Mjytresz. "What the hell are 
you?" Nexus smiles and answers back, "This is the true extent of my power. It's not that I 
have telekinesis, but really that I can convert mass into increased brain power, with 
telekinesis being an effect. And now, I have converted all of my mass, and have become 
pure energy. You will never get Elsie." Nexus jumps into Mjytresz's body, and the 
superevil violently shakes. His body then liquefies as the energy melts him from the 
inside. Nexus turns to Volta and says, "Relax, my dear, it's all over. The boss is gone, and 
all is well in the world...almost." "What do you mean by 'almost'? And why are you 
glowing?" "I have reached the pinnacle of my power. Unfortunately, that means I can no 
longer stay on Earth. As pure energy and no mass, I will soon be spread out among the 
energy in the universe. There is no way of preventing this." Electrified tears begin to 
stream down Volta's cheeks as she realizes that this will be the last time she will see 
Nexus. "But how will I live without you? You are...my thunder. How will I have the 
strength to raise Elsie alone?" "Do not cry, my beloved." Nexus kisses Volta on the lips, 
and a bit of the energy remains on her, then slowly disappears. "I will always be with 
you." He crouches down and rubs Elsie's hair. I'm sorry that we put you through of this, 
my gift. But don't worry, you have a wonderful family to take care of you, one that 
consists of more than your mother and me. Remember, hope is never truly locked away." 
Nexus disappears into the air, and Volta breaks down crying. The remaining supers do 
what they can to gather their fallen comrades together and wait for them to awakened. 

When night falls and the supers are all together once more, Incarnate and Penta reveal 
everything that had happened to them. Vector awakens and is without any serious 
injuries. Despair is removed from his suit and released from the hold of the Mind Stone, 
and begrudgingly accepts his institution into Kraftbrecher. The supers, particularly Claire, 
do their best to console Elsie. With everyone being affected by the war with the 
superevils, they each have something to say to her, and though it hurts, Elsie tries to 



remain strong. Volta puts her arms around her and says, "You father was a brave man, 
Elsie. He gave up his life to save us. It's over. It's finally over." 

End Volume IV 



Volume V: Induction 


Chapter 81: Rejuvenation 


Time passed, and things started to become much calmer once more in the city of 
Eisenstadt. With the defeat of Mjytresz and his small army, a quiet peace reigned over the 
Topaz Villa, and for every citizen. However, the supers realized that they must prevent 
any futures attacks on the city, and the solution was a grisly, but necessary, one. Misha’el 
created a inactivated golem of Elsie and they held a fake funeral. The newspaper printed 
the story and from there it spread to other locales, causing the many groups of supers to 
become disinterested in attacking Eisenstadt, and Elsie continued her education at home. 
That being said, there was still the matter of the Family. It was agreed upon that, in 
exchange for their services and sacrifices in defending Elsie from the external threats, 
they would be allowed to stay at the Topaz Villa until their new home would be built - in 
fact, they were even granted a form of immunity for the time being, but were warned not 
to abuse or misuse it. As life often has it, the supervillains still had little money with 
them, and robbing a bank wasn't an option now that they were staying with the heroes. 
Not that it mattered, since building a new home would cost far more than what can be 
gained in a heist. The heroes had a solution: they were able to get the state government to 
build the Family a new apartment building because of their assistance. The only catch 
was that they would need to be under closer watch from the heroes. As such, the new 
Family Villa was to be built directly next door to the Topaz Villa, where Misha’el’s 
collapsed home once stood. This proximity would ensure that the villains would have to 
lessen their crimes for the time being, or at least act more cautiously and carefully. And 
so it was that the different sides tried to get along yet stay separate from each other. It 
didn't help that they went through so much with each other, and now they were 
continuing to live together until the new Villa was completed. Such are the unexpected 
venues we often by ourselves strolling down, unaware of how they divert us from the 
main path we thought we would take. Maestro stopped by once more to congratulate 
them on their ability to overcome inordinate norms and work together as a team in order 
to defend against the superevils. "My faith in you has been validated" he said, "Truly, you 
have all done your best for the sake of the world. It is unfortunate that so many had to die 
for peace to come, but I believe that this is for the best. Be strong, be strong, and you will 
be strengthened!" 

* 

On a bright and sunny Sunday morning, as the supers sit in the cafeteria eating breakfast, 
Leopard and Camel gather the rest of the villains together, which now consist of 
Bombshell, Incarnate, Seethe, Claire, Penta, and Crusher. The heroes watch them with 
curiosity, but decide not to worry about it too much. "So" Leopard whispers, "You might 



be wondering what this is all about." "It does cross the mind." "So funny... any how, 
Cainmy and I have an announcement to make. I suppose that's ironic since you don’t 
generally whisper an announcement, but such is the case. Cainmy, if you will." "Thanks, 
Leo. Guys...and gals, although we haven't been so active lately, surely you have noticed 
my particular absence in the partaking of crimes for the past month. I was not at leave 
because of any hesitation to due crimes - no, anger and rage often rack through me just as 
much as any of you. Rather, it is because, to finally get to the point, it is because I am 
pregnant." Claire claps her hands together "Aw, you're preggers! But, wait, is that even 
possible? You two are only partially human..." "Yeah, I was confused, too, Claire. But 
rest assured, the test did not he. I assume that we are human enough to propagate. But 
what genes the baby would get is unknown to me. And it's not like there's any history of 
this happening that we know of, so there's no telling how the baby will turn out." "I see" 
says Bombshell, "But why keep it a secret from the heroes?" "Oh, that's just a precaution. 
If they found out, they'd probably try to convert me for the sake of the child's welfare, but 
I have no problem if he or she decides to be a villain as well. To each, their own." "But 
won't the others find out eventually?" asks Seethe, "The inevitable bump will give it 
away." "I suppose that is the case, unless my gestation period is quicker than nine 
months. Besides, the new Villa will be completed in only a month or two, so when that 
happens, and we move in, they'll be seeing less of me and thus have less access to the 
child." "Will your suit cover your extended belly?" inquires Incarnate. "Another good 
question, and another I don’t have the answer to. But the suits were made to be somewhat 
comfortable, so I would guess that they can stretch somewhat. If not, I'll have to take a 
reprieve from villainy at a certain point." "What about names?" asks Penta, "Or is it too 
early to think about them?" "Actually" answers Leopard, "We already decided on names. 
'Lizard' if it's a girl, so we can call her 'Liz', and 'Dolphin' if it's a boy so we can call him 
'Dolph'. I admit, they're not as cool as 'Leopard', but what can you do? If the child wants 
to change names later on in life, so be it." 

Meanwhile, at the heroes tables, they also gather around. The heroes now consist of 
Cubes, Volta, Misha’el, Hammerspace, Seeker, Vector, Star Sweeper, and Elsie, as well as 
Abby, who returned to Eisenstadt some time after Mjytresz's defeat. They had a hard time 
locating Abby, even with her parents' help, as she sought for solutions to remove Kevin's 
soul from her own body. Ultimately, she gave up and came back home on her own, only 
to find that the Villa needed her to replenish their stock of heroes. To this request, she 
agreed after much hesitance, with the implication that her help would be excellent for the 
city. Abby also took on the name of 'Fuse', which Kevin originally chose for himself after 
gaining the ability to fuse with any object, living or otherwise. "So how's it like having 
two souls in you?" asked Volta on one occasion. "It's actually pretty confusing. Although 
Kevin allowed me to take part of his soul, he does sometimes fight for control over my 
body. He tells me it's because he feels restless sometimes, like a lost soul looking for 
home, and I definitely won’t be freeing him by killing myself, so it looks like we are 
stuck together." "Sounds like a blast to me. There's no magic to reverse the 'transaction'?" 
"Not according to Penta, but she isn’t a master magician. She said that our souls were 
fused together, and that that's a one-way street, although Penta also included that it was 
lucky our souls were compatible, or there could have been problems. What kinds, she 
didn't mention, but I know enough not to ask." With that in mind, Abby now became a 



regular among the supers. 


The heroes then discuss what the future holds for them. "It’s obvious we just stay the 
course until the villains are in their own building" starts Cubes, "But what shall we do 
afterward? I doubt we can get them to became heroes as well, even with all the history we 
have together, fighting Phournos, Alpha, and Mjytresz. Anyone got any suggestions?" 
"We...kill them in their sleep?" offers Volta, "It would eliminate a big threat to the city 
and invoke fear in the hearts of any criminal." "Yeah, we're not killing anyone." "I was 
kidding, of course. There's nothing we could do about the Family. They will make their 
own decisions and we will have to react to them. We should concentrate on ourselves 
more. Like, how will we get more supers to join us?" "Interesting point" says 
Hammerspace, his eyes lighting up, "In that dream world you guys entered way back 
when, there were four wanderers to the side of the groups. Two were Audio and Optic, 
and the other two were both female - one had violet skin, as I recall. Perhaps we can get 
one or both of them to join us." "It’s certainly possible" responds Cubes, "Although 
wanderers don’t always like to join. They don't want to get involved in the art of dying. 
Remember, Audio and Optic were unsure and they both got killed in the end. Still, it's 
better than nothing." "Very good, very good. We just need to stay ahead of the villains to 
keep an edge over them. Last I counted, we’re at nine supers and they're at eight, so we’re 
ahead already. Let's keep it that way." 

Both sides finish their conversations and breakfast resumes. After it ends, Seeker and 
Claire get together and go to the mall, unsuited, of course. They walk around and check 
out different stores, exploring the place and enjoying life in general. "So what were you 
guys talking about?" Claire asks Seeker, "I noticed that you were all pretty engaged." 

"Ah, just usual super stuff: getting new recruits for the team. My father wants us to have 
more supers than your side, although we already have an advantage with Fuse back in 
town. Why, what did you discuss?" "Same thing, I guess: new recruits. It's natural for 
everyone to be so worried after having our teams depleted in number by Mjytresz. We’re 
lucky we didn’t lose even more of our kind." "I was thinking..." starts Seeker. "Yeah?" 
"Hammerspace brought up the idea of getting the two remaining wanderers that we saw 
in the Nightmare’s dream world. Do you remember them?" "Nope, things were too hectic 
for me to notice. I was concerned about my dad and Crusher's safety." "Yeah, I was also 
preoccupied, with my father and how Aquano died so easily. Anyway, since I have no 
idea what their names are, I was thinking of doing a broadcast to the city so that those 
with powers can come forward and serve Eisenstadt in its time of need. It would be a 
good way to restore the heroes' power level." "Say, that would work well for the villains, 
too. What do you think about a joint broadcast? If you disagree, we’ll probably just leach 
off your own resulting gathering, anyhow." "When you put it that way" says Seeker, "I 
don't have much of a choice. I'll ask my father and see what he says." The two continue 
onward, growing ever closer to each other and blurring the lines of good and evil. 

Seethe stays back at the Topaz Villa, lying face up in his bed. His knees are bent as his 
bare feet touch the blanket, and he holds a cell phone against his right ear as he converses 
with an unknown figure. "So how's your weekend so far? 'Pretty good'? Yeah, mine's 
been decent also. So do you want to get together later? ...For dinner, really? That’s a big 



step, you know. And I’m not the brightest in the world -1 did drop out of high school and 
am essentially unemployable, if that ever becomes a problem...but if you say so. I just 
don't want to be wasting your time, since there are so many options out there, and I come 
with a lot of risks. I guess I do make a good bodyguard, but being with me may restrict 
you from the pleasures that life has to offer...Of course, I do want to be with you, I’m just 
worried, that's all. Alright, see you later!" Seethe ends the call and puts the phone back 
into his pocket. "Dinner with Nellie, who would have guessed, when I was interested in 
Claire for so long. But if she doesn’t mind, that's all fine by me. I just don’t want anything 
bad happening to her. How long have I ached for company! Sure, I have found solace 
with the others, but there is something to be said about a partner. If Bombshell felt so 
strongly after losing Strongarm, and Claire and Seeker are such a couple, than finding 
your significant other must be an important part to life, powers or no powers. It is only 
the natural course to take, after all. But what if something did happen to Nellie? How 
would I go on? I have already lost so much: my mother, Fly Guy, and the rest of my 
friends. But I must conclude that you cannot live properly without taking a few risks. The 
only way to face fear is to look it straight in the eyes. Even if this doesn’t work out, that 
doesn’t mean I should give up trying. The experience I will have gained will be worth it, 
and I will learn more as how to find another in her place. But let me not dwell on such 
possibilities, when I have a bigger task at hand: what will I wear?" 

Incarnate is on the roof, lying down in a lounge chair, and wears sunglasses. He replays 
the fight with Phoumos over in his head again and again, but in a motion dictating his 
frustration, he clenches his fists. "Enough" he thinks, "I will accomplish nothing this way. 
I might as well go back to combinations, for the other route, torture, would be impossible 
the way the current situation is. Besides, I don’t want to have to kill a learned man if I 
don’t need to." He starts to mutter unintelligible sounds, and continues on for the next few 
hours instead of preparing for his classes the following day. Penta, having lost all of her 
books when Eyesore destroyed the Family Villa, is scouring the Internet for tomes on the 
occult. She knew many spells by heart, but there were always more to learn, particularly 
the difficult ones that required a higher level of wisdom and experience than what she 
currently possessed. Penta comes across a site for spell books and follows the homepage 
for reviews on different books. After skimming through them, she eventually settles on 
four different books and orders them. It would take about a week for the books to get 
there, but she has all the time in the world at this point. She has homework due the next 
day, anyhow, and wasn’t about to sacrifice her grades. Penta sighs and leans back in her 
chair. "This would sure be easier if I had a teacher. If only I didn’t kill Dad, and if only 
Juju were still around. It's so much simpler to learn from another than to start from 
scratch." 

Bombshell, meanwhile, is busy in the lab, training Crusher. "You're great at causing 
implosions, but you also need to start trying to raise internal pressures and causing things 
to explode." "Does that mean I can finally fight along with everyone else?" asks a hopeful 
Crusher, "Because it sucks having to sit and watch everyone else get all the action." 
"Watch your mouth, young man. No, this is just to prepare you in case you ever need to 
defend yourself. I still don’t want you fighting yet. Claire never got too involved either 
until she was 16, and she got through it okay. Being only 12, you still have a ways to go - 



I don’t want you going the way of Kid Skid and all those other young supers who died 
way too early. Now, here’s a container of a dozen eggs. See if you can explode them." 
Crusher takes one in his hands and concentrates as well as he can. The egg breaks from 
the pressure instead of exploding, and Crusher opens his hands to find a mess. "Sorry, 
mom, this is pretty hard to do." "Hey, don’t worry about it. You won’t develop your 
powers overnight. Just keep at it and sooner or later you'll get the hang of it." Bombshell 
turns aside and goes back to her chemicals, careful to wear the safety equipment. "I need 
to create some kind of new bomb. I'm getting bored with the usual ones. Maybe a bomb 
of toxic gas?" The two of them continue with their work, while Seeker and Claire return 
from the mall and go to their separate rooms. Seeker starts to prepare for the broadcast 
that will hopefully scoop up some more supers for them. 



Chapter 82: Gathering 


After some time, Seeker leaves his room and knocks on Cubes' door, who answers 
promptly. "Seeker, what's the trouble?" "No trouble, Dad. Quite the opposite, in fact. I’d 
like to get your permission for something." "What kind of'something', exactly?" "A 
broadcast to all supers living in the city." "A broadcast?" asks Cubes, "What ever do you 
mean by that?" "Well, it's like you said" replies Seeker, "We’re looking for more supers to 
add to the team. And I figure, why not just ask them to do so instead of waiting around? 
Surely the idea has merit." "Asking them all directly to join...there are certainly merits in 
that. I don’t want to come off looking desperate, but some new additions are gladly 
welcomed. But if people knew that our forces were diminished, crime might go up 
temporarily..." "Hmm, maybe it won't be so bad. Claire wants the villains to join the 
broadcast, which would tell citizens that the supervilllains are down in number as well. 
This would mean that the heroes have more time to spend on searching for regular 
criminals. Besides, don’t the cops deal with the non-supers?" "I suppose that is the case" 
answers Cubes, "Fine, you can have your meet-up. But don't be too surprised if only a 
few supers respond." "How do you mean?" "Supers aren’t created that often" says Cubes, 
"And when they are, they don't always want to join with either side because of the 
dangers associated with them. There is a high cost in fighting, because not only are you at 
risk, but your loved ones are as well." "Still, it is better to try this than wait for the supers 
to come on their own. I'll go out to the radio station tonight." 

* 

At 9 PM, Seeker arrives at the radio station, having called in earlier to be allowed to 
deliver his broadcast on one of the clear channel stations. An assistant lets him in and 
takes his jacket. Seeker, now suited, sits down in front of the microphone and puts on a 
pair of headphones, as he waits for the DJ to signal when it's his turn. He takes out a 
folded piece of paper from his pocket and looks over the hastily scrawled words that bear 
his name. Finally, the DJ motions to him, and Seeker begins his speech. "Dearest sirs and 
madams and to those this may concern: My name is Seeker, son of Cubes, the leader of 
the Topaz Villa, the home of the superheroes. I speak to you on this pleasant Sunday night 
in order to request your help. The superheroes...and supervillains are in need of 
assistance. As you may or may not know, some months ago there was a presence of 
growing evil within our beloved city. This was due to a gang of supers led by a man 
known as Mjytresz, who brought ruin upon the two Villas and have reduced our numbers. 
As such, we beseech any and all supers to bequeath us with their presence this coming 
Saturday at the Topaz Villa at 961 Newton Lane at the hour of 12 PM. I have the sincerest 
of hopes that you will take my calling with honor, and I know I will not be disappointed. 
Please! Your city needs you. Will you not answer its call? Good night, fellow citizens." 
Seeker takes of the headphones and stands up. The DJ goes back to the usual 
programming and Seeker leaves, hoping that at least some people will have heard the 
message. Even if the targeted supers did not, other people might spread the word around 
and still create the desired effect. The main concern, however, was telling the populace 



that their numbers were low. Such an act may instill fear into their hearts, knowing that 
they may not be in safe hands at the moment. "Perhaps I should have mentioned that the 
villains are somewhat aligned with the heroes for the time being. But I suppose that it 
won't really matter in the long run. Honestly, what can happen?" 

The week goes by and little happens. Crime does go up, but on a small scale, and nothing 
happens that the police can't handle. When Saturday finally arrives, Seeker watches from 
the roof of the Villa for signs of activity. At noon, no one shows up, and he sighs to 
himself. "Maybe no one was really listening to what I had to say? A police broadcast 
would have been better, or maybe an ad in the paper. I guess dad was right, and the risks 
are simply too great. After all, look what happened with the superevils: so many of us 
died in such a short time. Who's to say it won’t happen again?" He sighs again and looks 
down, spotting a band of four people walking toward the Villa from his right. "Hmm...is 
it possible?" Seeker re-enters the Villa and quickly descends down the stairs, not 
bothering with the elevator. He gets to the first floor just as the buzzer sounds off, and 
excitedly opens the door. "Hello, hello! You must be the supers" he says, "How fine of 
you to grace us with your presence!" "Whoa" says a handsome man, looking to be around 
21, "Waz with the formalities?" "Nothing, nothing!" exclaims Seeker, letting them inside, 
"Just happy that you all came. How are you all doing?" "Fine." "A’right, I guess." "Rather 
pleasant." "Solid." "Excellent" says a deep voice coming from outside. "Strange" says 
Seeker, "I thought there were only four of you..." He looks outside and finds a man with 
extremely long legs that are rapidly getting shorter until he reaches a normal height, and 
the bare skin recedes as his pants get closer to his shoes. "Odd" continues Seeker, "How 
is it that I didn’t see you arriving?" "It's because I came from behind the Villa" says the 
man, "So you had your back to me while I was approaching. I then walked around the 
building as the others were being let inside." "With such tall legs, couldn’t you have 
stepped over the Villa?" "Yes, my legs can stretch to such a height, but I was in no rush." 
"I see. Well, come on in, and let's join the others." 

They walk inside to see the others waiting, and Seeker leads them all to a lounge. "So, 
you must be Seeker" says the handsome man, "Nice to meet ya'." "Nice to be you, 
too...uh, what's your name?" "I normally go by the name 'Isaac', but my super name is 
'Twine'. I'm called that because of my power...obviously. I can create an astral string 
which binds my enemy to me, so that whatever happens to me astrally happens to them as 
well. I can even use my ability on multiple enemies - they don’t even have to be enemies, 
but can be anyone around me." "Sweet. I'm an astral user myself, although I have other 
powers." "So I've heard." "What about you?" asks Seeker to a bright-eyed girl the age of 
17, wearing all green, and standing near Twine, "What's you name?" "I'm Melissa, but 
you can call me 'Viskid'. It’s...not the prettiest of names, but it does describes me. I'm 
made of slime, more or less. If I get cut, I bleed slime, if I get stabbed, I gush slime. If I 
touch slime, I absorb it. Simple as that, mostly." "So what, then" asks a slightly confused 
Seeker, "Are you immortal?" "No, I have weaknesses, but I won’t be telling you them out 
of protection." "Okay, I guess I understand" responds Seeker, "Although that is a a little 
weird." "Hmph" shrugs Viskid, "Whatever you say." "Okay" says Seeker, clapping his 
hands, "Who's next?" "I'll be third" says the tall gentleman, who appears to be around 34, 
"My name is Flex, and my real name shall remain unknown. As you saw, I can stretch my 



legs to a great height. I can do that with any part of my body. Unfortunately, that makes it 
impossible for a suit to offer me protection for the parts of me that are stretched, but it's a 
risk I'm willing to take." "Nevertheless" says Seeker, "You are more than welcome to the 
Villa. "I'm 104.5" says a meek boy with glasses, looking to be 19. "104.5?" inquires 
Seeker, "Where’d you come up with that name? It's so...interesting." "It happens to be my 
favorite radio station" 104.5 answers, pushing up his glasses a bit, "But if it's too many 
syllables, you can always call me 'Radio' if you really want to." "I'll try to call you by 
your chosen name" answers Seeker, "So what can you do?" "I can see and the hear the 
world through anyone's eyes and ears with a large, given radius. I know all about 
Mjytresz and the superevils, for example. The power isn’t so useful in battle, but I work 
well as an auxiliary super." "You knew about the superevils? Why didn’t you join then?" 
"To be honest, I was afraid of dying. You have to admit, it's a solid point, seeing how 
many did actually die." Seeker turns to the last person, a woman about the age of 40. "I 
guess that leaves you, then." "The name's Donna, and I don't have a super name yet. My 
power is a bit...unusual. I don't kn ow how much help I'll be, particularly since it only 
really works with other supers." "Uh huh" says Seeker, "So what is your power, exactly?" 
"My power is such that I can lend it to other people. But that's all it does, so by itself it's 
useless. However, if I were to lend my power to another super such as yourself, you'd be 
able to lend part of it, and any of your powers, to yet a third person." "So you're saying 
that if I had the power, I could give, say, my telepathy to someone else?" "Not only that" 
replies Donna, "But you'd still keep your telepathy in the meantime. From what I know, 
you give a portion of your soul to the other person, and can take it back if you wish." "By 
that logic" expounds Seeker, "You could give me part of your soul and then I could give 
part of my power to anyone else for as long as I want?" "Not exactly" says Donna, who, 
on closer inspection has violet irises, "There is a time limit to how long the power can be 
loaned. Furthermore, with each successive loan, the time allotted is reduced. By how 
much, I don't know. I only know all of this by fooling around with Viskid." "Wait" 
wonder Seeker, "You two know each other?" "I'm actually her English teacher, Ms. 

Black" says Donna, "I admit it's strange to hang out with a student, but it's how I 
discovered my power, and it's how I’m here today." 

Seeker looks at the five supers before him: Twine, Viskid, Flex, 104.5, and Donna. Yet he 
senses that someone else is missing. "Say, isn’t there another super, one with violet skin?" 
"Yeah" says Viskid, "I know her a little bit. Her name is Doppel, but she insists on staying 
a wanderer. She almost convinced me too, but I thought it was time that I give my 
services to the world. I've been hiding myself for too long. Doppel doesn’t have any 
problem with that." "I presume her name has to do with the word 'Doppelganger'?" 

"Yeah, that's it" answers Viskid, "She turns into the first person she sees every day, so it's 
a pointless power to have in battle if you get the wrong target, which is one of the reasons 
why she stays hidden. She also doesn’t believe in violence, because of the pain it creates. 
I'm sure there are others who chose to remain home instead of coming here today." "Still" 
says Seeker, "Five is a nice haul. The only question remaining is who you will join." 
Donna looks around confused. "I thought we were all joining the heroes? Wasn’t that 
what the broadcast was about?" "I did also mention the villains having low numbers" 
responds Seeker, "More out of a favor for them." "Oh, really?" asks a voice from the 
door. Seeker looks up to see Claire leaning against the doorpost. "I was under the 



impression that it was a joint broadcast. Granted, you did all the work, but I thought we 
would share it." "Uh...yeah, that's true. I just meant that I did it as a favor in that I was 
representing both Villas." "Sure, sure. So who do we have here?" Seeker introduces the 
five recruits to Claire, and she is somewhat impressed by their powers, particularly 
104.5's." "So you can see through their eyes, huh? That would be immensely useful for 
locating any other super, if needed. I'm also liking Flex's ability, although I feel like your 
feet can get run over easily if you're not careful. I'm wondering, though, where did you 
guys come from? I mean, what took you so long to join - why wait until the broadcast?" 

"I'm relatively new to town" answers Flex, "So I wasn’t aware that supers were even 
needed. I figured that there were enough supers. True, I heard all about the superevils, as 
did everyone else, I assume, but I didn’t known that so many people were dying because 
of them." "It's fair to say that I was just scared" starts Viskid, "I'm still young, and I really 
don’t want to die when I have so much ahead of me. Sure, I'm actually pretty strong, but 
the risks are still very great." "I just felt like kickin' some ass" interjects Twine, "Don't 
matter if I'm hero or villain as long as I'm useful. Might as well use my power for 
somethin’." "I'm in it for the knowledge" says 104.5, "So I'm joining so I can learn from 
Incarnate. There is a lot of understanding that goes with superpowers, and getting another 
power or two is also part of that dream." "You don’t need to be a villain for that" says 
Seeker, "Just look at me." "Thanks, but no thanks. I need a teacher, and Incarnate's the 
one." "Whatevs. I can’t decide for you." They all turn to Donna. "So, how about you? 
What's your motivation for joining?" "I want to keep an eye on Viskid and make sure she 
doesn't get hurt. Some other reasons might arise in the future, but that's it for now." 

Seeker nods in agreement and turns to Claire. "Looks like we have five more beds to set 
up, then." "Actually" interrupts Viskid, "Only four. I'm not even supposed to be here. My 
parents think I'm at a friend’s house. You'll have to convince them that I'm ready, since I 
doubt they'll listen to me." "That begs the question of whether they'll even listen us" says 
Claire, "We may have to get a true adult to vouch for us. After all, you're still a minor by 
law." "It sucks. I've been holding onto this power for years, and now that I want to use it, 

I may be held back. How annoying this all is." "Hey, we all had to wait" comforts Seeker, 
"Don’t think of it as such a bad thing. Now then, there's still the matter of which sides 
you'll all join." 

"I think it's obvious that I'm going to be a villain" says 104.5, "True, the supers are all 
living under roof right now, so access to his knowledge wouldn’t be difficult. But I don’t 
want to create any friction once the two sides separate. If I start out as a villain, I don’t 
have to sneak around the heroes' side to get to him. Besides, I'm not necessarily against 
villainy - I do what I need to in order to get ahead." "If I manage to get accepted into the 
Villa" says Viskid, "It’ll only be as a hero, so I don’t have much of a choice. I feel I'm still 
too young to know whether good or evil is the true path one should follow." "In that case" 
says Donna, continuing the thought, "I must be a hero as well to look over Viskid. Even if 
she doesn't get to be a hero in the end, however, I am of fan of the path of peace." "Well, 

I, for one" begins Flex, "Am a hero through and through. I understand that violence is a 
necessary evil, but that doesn’t mean it's something I have to enjoy. I will fight as 
honorably as I can." "Ain’t no honor in war" says Twine, "You only focus on winnin’ 
without bein’ too horrible a person. Since it seems like that's one villain and three heroes, 



I think I'll even things out a sum and be a villain. There's no fun unless you have an even 
playin' field." Claire stretches her arms out. "Well, that seems to settle things nicely. 
Viskid, we'll have to figure out your situation, but the rest of you are welcome to move in 
whenever you want to - that's if you want. I also know that Hammerspace has been 
feeling lonely ever since Serenity died, so he's probably looking for a housemate or 
more." "Ah, yes, Hammerspace" says 104.5, "I couldn’t use his eyes until he landed on 
Earth. What a strange character of a person he is. I keep getting the feeling he’s hiding 
something." "We all are" says Flex, "We all have secrets and we all have horrible 
secrets." Twine looks in his direction, "So what's your horrible secret?" "...It's more of a 
saying that anything else." "If you say so." 

* 

As the rest of the supers return to the Villa from their day off, the new members are 
introduced to all. 104.5 is particularly excited when he meets Incarnate and rushes over to 
meet him, and after exchanging greetings, Incarnate is flattered to have a new student 
under him, perhaps to replace Bodave. Twine, although a bit isolated during the meetings, 
finds that he fits in well with the other villains, sharing their ideology of fighting as a 
means to an end. Xeno rolls his eyes at the prospect, remembering his own past and how 
soon he got over it once he met Elsie and the power of good. Viskid and Donna meet with 
Cubes to decide what Viskid's fate will be, and Cubes is understandably against her 
joining the fight. "I've lost many dear to me, Viskid, and it's not an experience you want 
to go through, trust me." "But the superevils were an exception!" cries Viskid, "Not the 
rule. Plus, with my teacher here, I'll be under greater protection than most. She can 
always use her power to me so that I can loan mine to hers, making us both solid 
contenders to deal with." Cubes is still unsure about it all, but agrees to go with Viskid 
and Donna, along with Seeker, to meet with Viskid's parents that night. Finally, Flex 
hangs around with Misha’el, inquiring about the inner workings of the Villa and what it's 
like to live with villains, only to learn that there's actually not so much animosity between 
them all, save a few. "I'm sure some people are still angry that Volta killed Grotesk, and 
I've notice Vector giving Incarnate the evil eye a few times, for whatever reason. It's not 
unreasonable for these kinds of things to happen. Once you overcome a mutual enemy 
together, there's nothing standing in the way of the two sides returning to hatred. Even 
with the same side, there can always be acrimony." 



Chapter 83: Chatterbox 


As the supers starts to settle down, Incarnate gives 104.5 a short tour of the Topaz Villa. 
"It’s a fairly simple setup, 104.5. The heroes live with the heroes and the villains with the 
villains. The only exceptions are Crusher and Elsie, since they're young and not at the age 
of fighting - Crusher can keep an eye on Elsie, anyhow. The rooms aren’t set up in any 
real way; since many heroes were lost, and their rooms became empty, they were taken 
up by villains, so a hero could very well live next door to a villain. Let's see: meals are 
three times a day, of course, and the chef is sworn to utter secrecy of our true identities." 
"How can he - or she - cook for so many people?" asks 104.5. "There are only seventeen 
of us, which isn’t too much for a professional. With you guys joining, that’ll be up to 
twenty-two supers, which is still less than when the villains first joined after Eyesore's 
demolition of the Family Villa. But we have a different chef over the weekends since we 
don’t want to run our primary chef to the ground cooking for us every day of the week." 
"Is there anything else I need to know about the Villa?" "Actually, there kind of is. It's not 
necessary, but it does help explain the odd relationship the villains have with the heroes. I 
don’t know if you had your power before Eyesore destroyed the Family Villa, but if you 
did, you might have noticed something curious." "I did have my power back then" 
answers 104.5, "And even well before that. But I don't know what 'curious' thing you're 
talking about." "Ah, well it has to do with the physical structure of the building. Both 
Villas are built exactly the same. That is, each one has steps leading up the entrance, both 
have the staircases and the elevator in the same place, the rooms are built the same way, 
the lounges are the same, the showers and bathrooms are the same, heck, even the 
cafeterias are located in the same parts of the buildings. And though they are both 
apartment buildings, the 'apartments' themselves are really just bigger rooms than normal. 
As such, the Villas are smaller than other apartment buildings." 

"So what does this have to do with the relationship between the two sides?" asks 104.5, 
"Did they use the same contractor or something?" "As a matter of fact, they did. It all 
goes back to the history of the Villas. Strongann, the former head of the supervillains, 
and Cubes, the current head of the superheroes, were both once close friends. After 
Strongann fled to Eisenstadt following the death of his brother Charles, he sought refuge 
at the then hideout of the heroes, the former Topaz Villa. Still unsure of whether he was a 
hero or villain, Strongann became chums with Cubes and, for the time being, went with 
him on missions and calls. It was in Eisenstadt that Strongann met Bombshell, then 
known by her citizen name, 'Chloe'. They encountered one another when the heroes were 
sent on a call about a bank robbery orchestrated by Bombshell. Strongann fell in love 
with her at first sight, and though Bombshell failed to rob the bank, Strongann soon left 
the Villa and joined up with Bombshell. They entered the Brotherhood and its team of 
villains. Angered by this, Cubes sought to bring Strongann back to the side of good, and 
his actions soon led to a war between the two sides, in which a number of supers died. 

But the villains ultimately won, even with the help of Serenity for the heroes, and 
Strongann and Bombshell rose through the ranks to become the leaders of the villains. 
Strongarm, still having all the contacts that he had when at the Villa, called the 



contracting company used to make the Topaz Villa, and a year later, the Family Villa was 
created. Although the war killed many, Cubes still stayed close to Strongarm, hoping to 
one day turn him back. But he lost the chance when Alpha came along and killed 
Strongarm. Anyhow, that's the reason why there's an odd connection between heroes and 
villains in this particular city. It must be so much easier elsewhere." 

"That’s certainly an interesting history" muses 104.5, "Although I’ve heard of similar 
stories happening before. But there are still a number of things that bother me. I've been 
able to look through people's eyes ever since Maestro first warned about the superevils, 
and I've been wondering about a few points. Do you mind if I ask you about them?" 
"Sure" replies Incarnate, "Although I won’t necessarily be able to answer them all. I only 
know so much, even if it is a lot." "Okay, my first question is, and this may seem a little 
silly, but, what is the origin of Bodave's name?" "Really?" asks Incarnate, "The word 
'bodave' is a verb descending from the portmanteau 'bodacious', a combination of'bold' 
and 'audacious'. 'Bodave' means to move is a slick and cool manner. Kind of like 
moonwalking, only useful in combat. Bodave chose the name because of his power, that 
of balance, and its ability which allowed him to move in ways most people can't. 

Speaking of Bodave, he actually has a strange backstory. He was originally kn own as 
'Robin’, and was a kid training to be a dancer in the ballet, in the style of'Billy Elliot'. He 
had been competing against three other male dancers for the lead role in a particular play, 
and due to his power, he was doing extraordinarily well. The other boys, jealous of his 
talent, attacked him one night outside the theatre. Bodave, at this point, did not know how 
to fight well, and they beat him pretty bad, going so far as to break his legs so that he 
might never dance again. What they didn't know is that his perfect balance came as a 
result of his power, so when his injuries healed, he was still able to dance just fine. 
However, at this point, Bodave became embittered at competition and looked elsewhere 
to display his talents. He came across the Family Villa, and, still feeling angry at the three 
competitors, joined out of revenge. However, he never took vengeance upon them. Not 
because he couldn’t find them, but because he couldn’t kill them. Bodave was never much 
of a killer, even if he was a villain." 

"Alright, so my next question is, does Misha’el wear a suit? I mean, every time I've seen 
him, he's been wearing plainclothes, or plainclothes for him, at least." "He does wear a 
suit, but he wears it under his clothes. Misha’el takes his alter ego business quite 
seriously, and doesn’t want anyone to know who he is, so his suit is always under his 
normal clothes." "But don’t people know who he is by his name? 'Misha’el’ is his real 
name as well, right?" "No, it's not" responds Incarnate, "Although his real name is similar 
to it. But his students and those that know him in the citizen world known him as 'Rabbi 
Weiss', so his first name is never brought up. Even Mr. Body, who was his closest friend, 
didn't call him by his first name but insisted on calling him 'Mish'." "Right, right, I recall 
that from the fight with Phoumos. How did Mr. Body 'die' if he was already dead?" "Mr. 
Body's soul became bonded to his body" answers Incarnate "Under the power of 
Misha’el's Kabbalah. However, it only lasted as long as there was a body to bond to. 
Phoumos destroyed some of the body, and he drained the suit of all it's embalming fluid, 
causing the corpse to disintegrate. Mr. Body didn't die immediately, but Misha’el took it 
as a sign that Mr Body's time was up, and the body was buried. So, what's next?" 



"I was wondering, at one point Leo's suit was struck with acid and he was injured. Since 
his suit now had holes in them, shouldn't Zipper have killed Leo when he shot him so 
many times? A light coma would have been the least of possibilities." "Ah yes, Zipper. 
Mjytresz never broke him out of Kraftbrecher, and I would guess that was since Zipper 
had failed twice, as useful as his power is. Leo's suit was actually replaced in the areas 
that were ruined. Allow me to expound: Leo's suit is made of different pieces, each of 
which furl up into a black box. The boxes whose portions had holes in them were simply 
replaced with new boxes. As for where the new boxes even came from, Leo had 
recovered them from the lab when he escaped from it, in case he ever needed spare ones. 
A good thing, too, since I have no idea how to replicate them." "And what about that 
dragon guy that you all faced, whatshisname? What was up with him?" "You mean 
'Sunshine'? His power was a fusion of the astral and spiritual types. Basically, the astral 
part of his power allowed him to express different parts of his soul in the form of 
dragons. Why dragons, I don’t know, but it is possible that they represented longevity, as 
Sunshine's powers defended him to great ends as long as he didn’t use them." "Did you 
find this out when you were assimilated?" wonders 104.5, "And what else did you learn?" 

"For one thing" begins Incarnate, "I discovered the truth about Dumah's power. She wore 
headphones that emitted sound in every direction, as her power was that she could travel 
on sound waves - for this reason, the headphones weren’t actually on her ears, but coiled 
around her neck. It's also why she had to stop and appear in front of an opponent before 
striking them. Had she attacked them at the speed of sound, her limbs would have 
shattered, which is what happened when she flew into Chrono. Were she not above using 
weapons, we would have been massacred, although I might posit that Chrono would have 
survived. Another bit of information that was revealed was the reason for Eyesore's 
strange, fully violet eyes. It turns out that Eyesore was, in fact, an Ubermensch that 
Mjytresz created by kidnapping a child and mutating him with some Uranium-235. Now, 
radioactivity generally just kills a person, but in the case of Eyesore Mjytresz succeeded, 
perhaps due to the abundance of uranium he used.. Despite being only 14 at the time, 
Mjytresz was easily able to obtain the radioactive materials because of his powers. He 
first absorbed the mind of a British billionaire and signed over all his wealth in a will, 
then fled the UK and proceeded to have the man kill himself. Mjytresz then used 
connections in the black market to obtain the uranium, as well as using his vast resources 
to build a lab on the east coast. After he created Eyesore, he raised him to be obedient and 
taught him self-defense. By then, Elsie became known to the world, and Mjytresz 
assembled his team. By the way, Mjytresz's name is the result of a pattern. Its letters form 
a rainbow when typed out on a keyboard. Additionally, he chose the name because the 
letters look all scrambled up, just as minds became mixed in with his own when he 
absorbed them. Another thing that became known to me was why Mjytresz sent out Swap 
so late in the war. She could have easily gotten Elsie's powers to begin with, in a manner 
similar to how Helmholtz acquired her. However, Mjytresz and Swap were lovers, and 
thus he didn’t want to risk anything that might happen to her, so he waited until there 
were less supers around." 


Oh, before I forget, I was always a bit confused about Chrono. Was her power two in 



one or something? I never got that..." "It was most assuredly one power, since she was no 
demigoddess. It's just that time and space are bound into one entity, the continuum, so she 
was able to manipulate both time and space, either separately or together, although I don’t 
believe she ever messed with both of them at the same time." "How come every super 
seems to carry a knife around with them? Why not a gun?" "A firearm would easily give 
away a super's identity, while a knife can be kept clandestinely, hidden from an observer's 
view. Additionally, a knife supplements a power, while a gun supplants it. Since we were 
given these powers, they should be used. I admit, I'm an exception to the rule, as my 
power doesn't allow for long-range fighting, so I've had to compensate. Zipper was like 
that: although practically immortal, he used a minigun since he was still vulnerable to any 
kind of attack." 

"I have a general query: why is it that the eyes and the irises are used to denote a 
superpower? If fact, why is there even a sign of the power to begin with?" "That's more 
of Misha’el's field, but I'll answer the best I can. The eyes are used because they are a 
window into the soul, and the soul is where the power is stored. It is said that there are 
those who can look into your eyes and read your life's story, although I've never come 
across one who actually had that power. That being said, the iris is used to show one’s 
superpower because of the way it refracts light. The word 'iris' is Latin and actually 
means 'rainbow'. It comes from Greek, originally meaning 'the messenger of the gods', 
and was even personified as a rainbow. The eyes are the sense of sight and can perceive 
the light, which exists to illuminate the world and show its beauty, just as the 
superpowers are meant to lead the world into an age of freedom, acting as messengers of 
God. This beauty, this freedom, is best expressed through color and its infinite vividness, 
for the colors make up the spectrum of light." "But why are powers limited to one for 
each type?" wonders 104.5, "And why are there so few emotional supers?" "I'll answer 
your second question first: there are more emotional superpowers, but few supers with 
them have come to Eisenstadt. Moreover, like the astral power, most emotional powers 
are the same, in that they rely on some emotion which amplifies the supers powers, much 
like how Seeker can use his to fuse his other powers, or how Phournos' emotional power 
gave him a second wind. As for your first question, that is beyond me. Perhaps it is so 
because the rainbow contains only one of each color, and for a super to have more than 
one of a power, it would contradict the rainbow. Honestly, I couldn’t tell you...is there 
anything else you want to know?" 

"I guess that's it" answers 104.5, "But you never know. The world is so mysterious that 
questions are popping up all the time. For now, I think I'll try to get used to the Villa and 
start my stay here. Although I am interested in knowing whether or not Viskid will be 
allowed to join or not." "Yeah, it should get crazy around here with so many joining. But 
it will be welcome after the death of so many supers and the dearth they left behind." 
Incarnate leads 104.5 to a room. "You’re staying here. If Viskid joins, you may have to 
live with Twine, though." "That's okay, I’m just glad to be a part of the team." Incarnate 
leaves 104.5 to himself and goes back to his room. 104.5 lays down on his bed and closes 
his eyes. "Tuning in..." 



Chapter 84: Dinner With Nellie 


Claire knocks on the door to Seethe's room, although he now shares it with Twine. 

"C’mon in" mutters Twine, in a voice just audible. "It's open" says Seethe loudly, irked at 
Twine's rudeness. Claire comes in and glances at Twine for a second, but focuses her 
attention on Seethe. "Hey Seethe, can I talk to you in private?" she asks, gesturing with 
her head to Twine. "Uh, do you mind if the two of us talk in here?" Seethe asks of Twine. 
He shrugs and leaves the room, taking a book with him. Claire watches him back and 
turns back to Seethe. "I thought we could talk on the roof, but I guess this is just as 
good." "Oh...I hope Twine won’t be too angry with me for kicking him out. He's not the 
most social person, so it's hard to read his mood." Claire sits sideways on a chair, her ann 
resting on its back, and faces Seethe. "So...how'd things go with Nellie?" she inquires, "I 
heard you two went out for dinner." "That was, like, a week ago. You haven't asked her 
by now?" "I did, but she was pretty mute about it. She said to ask you, and I’ve been busy 
with Seeker lately, so I didn’t get a chance to discuss it with you until now. Did something 
happen?" "Well, obviously something happened, if we had dinner." Claire glares at him. 
"Alright, I'll stop being a smartass. I suppose you want to know all the details. It's strange 
that Nellie didn't tell you herself, though, since she was okay with everything that had 
happened. Maybe she thought I'd be a better storyteller since these kinds of things have 
happened to me before. I guess I'll start with the beginning." 

"It all started last week when she called me on Friday night. We had already been seeing 
each other for two weeks at this point, but it was mostly things like going to the movies 
and hanging out at the mall. Nellie had in mind to get dinner at a restaurant - a restaurant, 
mind you - and then go for a walk in the park. I guess she found that pretty romantic...I 
did, too, of course, but manliness prevents me from admitting that to anyone else, so don’t 
tell Seeker or Penta or whomever. Anyhow, she made reservations at Taniere des 
Amoureux, the so-called "Lair of Lovers", which, for a reason I still don't understand, has 
a small river that divides the restaurant in two. Nellie said the 'gurgling sounds' are 
suppose to relax you and make you more reactive to your desires. Whatever, it was just a 
little too weird for me, but I didn’t let on - don’t tell her that. Dinner itself was perfectly 
great, or maybe it was greatly perfect. Nellie...what can I say of her? She’s...pretty 
freaking awesome. When we first met, when she didn’t know that I was Seethe, she talked 
about me with shock, as if she couldn’t imagine a kid would kill someone, and then his 
father of all people. Which to me was always a little crazy; this is Eisenstadt, where 
crimes and crap happen all the time. When you add superpowers into the mix, the 
farfetched suddenly becomes believable. So seeing what she believed, I didn’t know what 
to make of her." 

"But then there was that day. It was some months ago, and as I recall, you were staring 
down a man in the streets who had managed to worm his way through court and get away 
with rape. From what I heard from Seeker, he didn’t try too hard to stop you from doing 
anything. I guess we’re all a little bit villainous on the inside. So you approached the guy 
while you were suited and masked and asked him to turn himself in for his deeds. He 



answered back that it seemed unusual that you would take the man to justice when you 
yourself were for evil. Was what it that you said? Something like 'Evil only against evil, 
never the innocent' or something like that, which has bothered me, since what even 
defines what evil is? And how would you then defend fighting Vector and other 
superheroes? Unless you define their 'good' as 'evil' as well. Whatever, I never really 
cared - we each have our own way of living, so it makes no difference to me. I'm just a 
little confused, is all. Back to the story, you then clutched his dick and set it on fire with 
your blue flames, letting it eat him away from there. I recall seeing it on the news; since 
he was coming out of court, there was already a camera crew there recording his exit. I 
remember hearing his scream, how it lasted so long! This immolation was certainly your 
most public and certainly the most daring. I'm surprised your mother didn’t say anything 
to you, but we were in the midst of fighting the superevils, so I suppose there was no real 
bother with it at the time. I have to admit, even I was scared of what you did to him, as 
would any man. The mere thought causes one to quiver and shiver with fear - couldn’t 
you just melt through his chest and rip out his heart or something? But it was that very 
action that led to your revelation. Being in a war with the superevils, you spent little time 
with either Alexis or Nellie, and certainly both, so they found themselves together more 
often. On this one occasion, they, too, were watching the news when this came live, and 
Alexis had pointed out, according to Nellie, that the Flare looked oddly like you. How it 
took them so long to notice boggles the mind, but I guess it's because you weren’t so 
active until Alpha came along. And now that you weren’t spending so much time with 
them, they were growing all the more suspicious. When they saw you on the screen, I 
guess something finally clicked and Nellie concluded that you were Claire the Flare. The 
whole rhyming business probably didn’t help you there." 

"After they found you out and you admitted to them who you really were, you also 
revealed your relationship with Seeker, which I imagine was a pretty big load to take all 
at once. I mean, your friend is a supervillainess who's dating a superhero? How does one 
attempt to understand that, to comprehend the emotions involved? I must say, they were 
pretty supportive all through it. You later informed me that you also told them who I was. 
I'm not angry or anything, but I am intrigued. After all, I had only met them that one time, 
when we battled with Vector, and I didn’t realize I'm that important to you. Or maybe you 
were purposely trying to set me up since I had no one...well, that's not entirely true. I did 
have Chrono, but I didn’t feel the same way about her that she did about me. It's weird: 
we were two peas in the same pod, but I simply felt no connection to her. I guess some 
people aren’t meant to be. They say that God's matchmaking is an even more difficult task 
than the splitting of the sea, so it's a wonder that it even gets done in the end. Perhaps 
Chrono and Xeno were really meant to be together, given they're history, and Chrono was 
just looking through the wrong window. Fife can suck like that. Back to what I was 
saying, I met with the two of them after that, along with you and Seeker, at that coffee 
shop, Mocha. Man, I love their iced coffee frappuccinos. That was an interesting day. We 
just talked for two full hours about everything, although still being careful not to give out 
too much information in case anyone was watching. But the superevils were still fighting 
and we had to push off getting together for quite some time." 


Then the day came when Mjytresz was defeated. Nexus’ death was pretty depressing, 



and I say that as a supervillain. There was something horrible about watching Elsie cry. 
Leave it to an eight year-old girl to make you weak at the knees. But with his death came 
our freedom, and after a week or so, things were finally starting to feel normal, even if we 
still lived with the heroes. However, our lives were shattered from the superevils, with so 
many dead, and it was a while before I spoke to Nellie again. We had all that subsidized 
therapy to go to. It’s a shame Dread was murdered, or else we could have gone to her - 
then again, one therapist can't take on so many clients. Man, therapy was a strange time. 
Sure, I’m still a human being with needs, but talking about your problems when you 
spend your time killing is a very odd combination. But, it was somewhat helpful, and a 
necessary step in recovery, so I am glad it happened in the end. Finally, all that finished, 
and you gave me Nellie's number. I don't know what she told you about our conversation, 
but it was awkward to say the least. Sure, we had already discussed a lot of the super life 
at Mocha, but here we got down to the real, core things, like what it's like to see your best 
friend die and feel like you're absolutely worthless as you stand by and can't do a thing. 
Things got a lot more serious and emotional than before, but I must commend Nellie in 
that she stuck through it all - maybe she really was that interested in what I had to say. 
And she was very understanding about why I had to go through therapy for so long 
before I finally made any contact with her. But things progressed nicely from there and 
we entered a stage where we became comfortable with each others’ presence." 

"Which leads back to the date on Friday night. After we completed the meal, we walked 
to Hypatia Park and took a stroll around the lake. I guess that's a bad idea to do so at 
night, and Nellie was quick to point it out. She said that it gave a chance for criminals to 
strike, and it was bad enough that the city was problematic at night, but to put ourselves 
out there for the taking was a bit ridiculous, as the walk was my idea. But I convinced her 
to stay, saying that I'd protect her if anything were to happen. It was unfortunate that I 
had to defend those words, but I guess that kind of thing will happen when you walk into 
the darkness. As we strolled along, there was a feeling that somebody was watching us. 
'Somebody' was an understatement, as it turned out to be five young hoodlums looking 
for some fun. Nellie was scared out of her wits, despite being with a somewhat seasoned 
supervillain. I tried to assure her that it would all be okay, but she was shaking all over. 
One of the youngins approached with a knife and held it to my throat. I smiled and 
coughed up a wad of acid that landed on his chest and proceeded to burn through his 
body, leaving behind a suit of skin. Nellie gasped in shock at the ruthlessness of my 
action, but didn't hesitate to hide behind me for shelter. The next kid took out a gun - how 
he got it, we'll never know - and raised it, but I quickly spit acid at the gun and dissolved 
it entirely. His hand still raised, the kid shook tremendously, and the three remaining 
hoodlums jumped at me at the same time, which I didn’t expect. The first one got a face 
full of acid, which instantly killed him, but the other two pushed me down. One held my 
mouth shut, while the other starting kicking me. I couldn’t get any acid to leave my 
mouth, and, in a moment of inspiration, pissed acid through my pants and struck the leg 
of the one kicking me, burning a neat tunnel through his body and causing him to fall to 
the ground as blood gushed out of his wound." 


"The other two, seeing this, back away in fear and I stood up. I tried to spray one of them, 
but I ran out of water to convert into acid. I was dehydrating, so I grabbed Nellie's hand 



and ran into the lake. The hoodlums, seeing this, followed, thinking I couldn't fight 
anymore. I sunk into the water and drank as much of it as I could, which wasn’t easy, 
given that it tasted horrible, with its flavor of algae. When I arose, one of the guys held 
my arms from the back and kneed me, knocking the wind out of me. Nellie got some 
mace from her purse and sprayed the guy's eyes, causing him to release his grasp and 
making him clutch his eyes in return. I spun around - as fast as I could in the water - and 
the second one jumped onto me, so we splashed down into the water. I bit down hard on 
his right shoulder, and let the acid flow from my mouth, and watched as it spread through 
the water. Nellie, seeing the water turn green, assumed the worst and wisely ran away 
from it. The hoodlum was consumed entirely and disappeared, and the last one recovered 
from the mace after splashing water into his eyes. He chased after Nellie, but I let my 
mouth open wide and let a torrent of acid fly out and strike him, burning a heart-shaped 
hole through him. Nellie saw this and mistakenly believed it to be intentional, but, really, 

I was just trying to kill the guy. Anyway, I was naked from the acid destroying my 
clothes, so when we got out of the lake I took one of the hoodlums' clothes and phone and 
I called up Leo, who picked us up and drove Nellie home. According to her, she had a 
good time despite all the death, and felt comfortable knowing that I could take on so 
many at once, even if I need her assistance and only got lucky with the presence of the 
lake. Therefore, I'm not really sure why she didn’t tell you directly how the date went." 

Claire finally has her time to speak. "Perhaps things just went too quickly for her as she 
wasn't used to such action, and you were, so you'd be better at taking it all in and telling 
the story, like you mentioned. I guess I'll have to ask her again and see her side of the 
story, but if you said she had a good time, I have no reason to doubt it. I just don't want 
her getting hurt, and if she does, you'll have me to deal with, and I won't go easy on you." 
"I will do my very best to protect her" says Seethe, "And to cover her with my defenses. 
But she must know what she's getting into my entering my life. By going out with a 
villain, anything can happen, although I must admit that the attack in the park was my 
fault, since I suggested it. But now that she knows what things are like, we'll both be 
more prepared to deal with it. I can only hope that she will continue to see me, despite the 
attack." Claire gets up from the chair and walks to the door. Opening it, she looks back 
one last time at Seethe and states, "I think you'll find that she's pretty easy to please, so I 
wouldn't worry much." Claire leaves the room as Twine returns. He lies down on his bed 
and stares at the ceiling. "Broads, eh? I never really tried for them...too much trouble." 
Seethe looks over at him. "Yeah, I guess so. But for all the trouble, they're still worth it. 
Better than nothing at all, I think." 



Chapter 85: Frequencies 


104.5 finishes listening to Seethe talk to Claire about Nellie and moves on to his next 
target. He tunes in to Flex who has continued to accompany Misha’el throughout the 
week, mostly to learn more about the Villa and the situation in Eisenstadt. "It's an 
interesting situation to say the least, Flex. When the superevils were attacking us, 
although we couldn’t work too well as a team, there was still little opposition between the 
two sides, probably because we were all too preoccupied with the enemy. When Mjytresz 
was defeated, there was a buffer week or so of remaining neutrality, and after that thing 
just got weird. How do you walk around with your enemy living next door to you, not ten 
feet away? We've shifted into this uneasy balance of power and, more importantly, 
emotion, for our emotions often determine how we act. Personally, I’m just trying to 
avoid all conflict and focus on my students, since I neglected them for so long. So where 
do you fit in to all of this? I know you've chosen to be a hero, but why?" "I don’t believe 
in violence for the sake of selfish goals, so becoming a hero came naturally. True, one 
must ask what is considered selfish in the first place, but actions that take lives are 
generally in the wrong, except in the case of self-defense, and even then, it can be tricky. 
If I had to kill an enemy to save a friend, I suppose I could do that, but if I had a choice to 
kill an enemy or let myself die, I think I would give up my own life. What do you think 
about that?" "It’s against my own beliefs" answers Misha'el, "In that one's life is more 
valuable than an attacker, that one may kill an enemy if the enemy tries to kill you. And 
yet, I, too, do not kill...with one exception, and that won’t happen again. I prefer to 
incapacitate my enemies rather than destroy them. I guess I'm a hypocrite than, holding 
on to one belief but acting by another. It is really the matter of my situation: killing taints 
the soul, whether or not the killing is justified. I need to stay pure in order to fight well, 
so taking a life is not in my best interest. However, I must also learn from my mistakes 
and not put so many at risk just to uphold my code, as I did with Phoumos. Perhaps it 
would have been better if I killed him right from the start instead of using the answer on 
him." "The answer?" asks Flex, "What's that?" "Never mind that, it's a secret that only I 
hold of all the supers in Eisenstadt. You have no place knowing it. I apologize: I have no 
intention of offending you, but it would be unwise if I told you. Walls have ears and this 
is not for anyone to know." "Like I said to Twine" says a smug Flex, "We all have secrets 
and we all have horrible secrets." "In that case, what's yours? I'm a trusted member of the 
Villa, but you’re still new here, so you have to prove yourself." "Sorry" replies Flex, 
crossing his arms, "But I won't tell mine unless you tell me yours." "That feels a little 
juvenile..." "Just a little quid pro quo. My secret is just as secret as yours." 

Misha’el sighs. "Is it really the only way to leam your secret?" "Yes, yes it is. If your 
secret can't be shared with others, I'm guessing it's for a really good reason, so if you tell 
me your secret, then I know I can trust you." "...Okay, but I'm only doing this to kn ow 
your good for your word" says Misha’el, "Tell anyone and I'll have Volta hurt you in ways 
you can’t imagine." "Why Volta?" "She’s never backed away from hurting someone. I 
think it's a personality flaw. Or maybe she just likes to fight - I wonder how she’d do in a 
fight against Twine...anyhow, I suppose I better tell you." With this, Flex listens closely. 



"It happened when the world began - according to my beliefs, God created the world in 
seven days. Everyone knows that part. What most don’t know, is that he created it using 
one of His Names. You see, God has many names, each referring to a different part of 
Him - or 'Her' if you wish. God is composed of both male and female attributes. That’s 
what it means when it says that we were 'created in the image of God’. Some names are 
male, others female, but this is besides the point. The name He used to create the world is 
a very special name, one that is 42 letters long. This Name, which contains great power, 
was handed down to Moses over 3000 years ago. When the Israelites send spies to invade 
the land of Canaan, Moses gave the Name to one of the spies as a means of protection to 
the giants that were said to live there. From then on, the Name was passed on from 
generation to generation, but its pronunciation was kept hidden, entrusted only to a very 
few amount of people each time, who have since spread out over the world to ensure that 
the pronunciation remains known in the event it is ever needed again. And so it was that I 
had been foretold of Phournos and his threat to Eisenstadt, and particularly, me. I traveled 
the Earth with my companion Mr. Body, following clues to find even one of the entrusted 
few and finally tracked him down in Ethiopia, where I explained the situation. Obviously, 
the protector of the Name didn’t give me the pronunciation at first, not believing I was 
worthy. But when I mentioned Elsie, who at that time still had all her powers, he became 
very interested and decided to tell me the Name. I suppose I should have guessed that 
Elsie was extremely important from this, but it wasn't until Incarnate told us that she was 
the reincarnation of Eve that it really set in. In any event, I returned home, and with the 
pronunciation in tow, I was able to send Phoumos away forever. As a note of interest, the 
42 letter Name, or the Shem HaMephoresh - 'The Extended Name’ - is made up of four 
smaller names, when the letters of each name are also spelled out. Why these names were 
chosen, I do not know, nor why they even combine to make the Extended Name in the 
first place. The world is filled with immense mysteries." 

Flex whistles. "Quite the explanation there. If the Name is really is as powerful as you 
said it is, it's no wonder you want to keep it a secret. As I promised, I will revealed to you 
my secret. When I first came to the Villa, I stated that my name was Flex, but that my real 
name would remain unknown. The truth for that is simply that I have no real name. 
Actually, I do, but I don't. It began many years ago, almost two decades already. I was 
Thomas, son of a wealthy lawyer and a bright future future ahead of me. I was only 17 
but I had skipped a year so I was in my freshman year in college, hoping to become a 
lawyer myself and follow my dear father. I shared a dorm room with a young man by the 
name of Bruce who was in his second year and was an aspiring statistician. What I didn't 
know at the time was that he Bruce was also an aspiring occultist. Anyhow, things went 
fine that first year and I progressed nicely in my studies. I developed a great repoire with 
Bruce and we decided to dorm together the next year as well. Things went even better 
this time around and we were being excellent friends, sometimes staying up late talking 
to each other about the most random of things. It was at this point that Bruce came out to 
me, stating he was gay and in love with me. Obviously, I freaked out; how was I 
supposed to react? I wasn’t gay - quite the playboy in high school, as a matter of fact - 
and I didn’t know what to say to him. I simply left the room and went to the library to 
ponder the possible actions to take. I must have spent hours in there trying to figure out 
what to do, but in the end I came to no conclusion as to how to handle Bruce; I decided to 



be frank and just tell him that I had no such love for him in return. When I came back to 
my room, it was devoid of any life force, but there were candles and red markings all 
around. I couldn’t tell if it was supposed to be a romantic gesture or the makings of a 
maniac." 

"The next thing I know, something blunt struck me in the back of my head and I fell to 
the floor. When I awoke, I was naked, bounded, and the ropes are nailed to the floor so 
that I could not move. I was positioned spread eagle, and the red markings continue from 
the floor onto my body, running up my legs and arms and meeting at the chest. I looked 
up and saw Bruce, also naked and painted red, holding up a book with one hand and a 
candle in the other. He mumbled something about 'fusion' and he read aloud to the words, 
and after a while he finally put the book and candle down. I asked him what he thought 
he's doing, as I was too weak to even move at this point, and he merely responded that if I 
won't accept him, he’ll force us to be one. With that, he laid down on top of me, part for 
part, his open mouth hovering above mine. Bruce started to mutter words of a language 
unknown to me, and suddenly I felt a horrible settling in my stomach. I raised up my 
head a little and saw Bruce's body sinking into mine, his flesh becoming mine and vice 
versa! Soon, Bruce was gone and the ropes were much easier to remove. I got up and 
headed for the shower, hoping to clear my mind as I cleared my body of the paint. I took 
an especially long shower, not worrying much about how much water I was using, as I 
tried to process just what on Earth happened in my room. What happened to Bruce? Did I 
absorb him? Did he just disappear? None of it made any sense to me. How was it even 
possible in the first place? I guess I shouldn’t have been so shocked. After all, we come 
from a world filled with magic, so who's to say Bruce couldn’t do what he did? Still the 
whole thing muddled my mind and the shower did little to calm my nerves. I dried myself 
off and went to the mirror to comb my hair, and stopped in my tracks. Who I saw in the 
mirror was not myself, and not Bruce. Instead I had a mix of our facial characteristics - it 
appeared that he and I truly became one! It explained how I got out of the ropes: I now 
had the power of two men, not one, and I found myself being able to recall memories that 
were never mine -1 had even absorbed his memories. Needless to say, I was terrified. 
How could I possibly handle this? People would ask me who I was, and where Thomas 
and Bruce went. I had no idea what to do and who I could go to for him. I ultimately 
decided to reveal to my father the whole incident, but he did not believe me to be 
Thomas. Unable to prove my identity, I had to drop out of college in the end. Not all was 
lost, however, and I worked my way through the next few years, mostly doing odds and 
ends; having no recorded identity, I could only get hired for menial jobs and had to rely 
on goodwill and charity at times. But Bruce was a pretty good statistician, even for a 
second-year undergraduate, and I risked my money in gambling at poker. It took off, and 
I soon became fairly wealthy, making a living off of tournaments. I applied for 
citizenship under the name of 'Brom' and returned to college where I completed my 
undergraduate terms, then headed to law school." 

"It wasn't long before the thoughts began. As I absorbed Bruce mind and body, so too did 
he absorb mine. I had managed to suppress Bruce for many years, but the stress of law 
school weakened my mind and at times Bruce would become the superior mind and his 
personality would show. As I found out later, our souls were fused, and only partially 



compatible, and he therefore had the option to take over the body we shared. For a while, 
we struggled with control, and although I eventually passed the bar, I ultimately lost the 
fight to Bruce. We agreed to split control of the body fifty-fifty, I with the first half of the 
year and him with the second half. This Jekyll and Hyde situation is my secret, and is 
why I said my name was to be kept hidden, for I have not one true name, but two." 
Misha’el looks at him and says, "Wow, that's one messed up story. But why be so 
secretive? Abby's soul is a fusion as well." "Yes, but not her body. Moreover, as I have 
learned, she was Kevin's girlfriend. Bruce and I couldn’t be further from that, unless you 
asked Bruce himself." "So how did you become 'Flex' then?" "That came as the result of 
the fusion as well. It changed our body, beside just making us stronger and allowed us to 
gain the power of stretching as well. It makes you wonder why more people don’t attempt 
fusion; after all, there's a good chance they might get a power out of it, and if their souls 
are compatible, then you might as well go for it." "It may have to do with control" 
responds Misha’el, "Each member of the fusion may want to have total control, not 
trusting the other person, so the fusion is killed from the onset." 104.5 tunes out from 
their conversation. "Well that was certainly enlightening. I bet Incarnate would love to 
hear some of that information. Let's search for the next target..." 

This time he catches the airwaves with Donna on the other end, talking to Volta. "It's a 
shame, Volta, that Viskid’s parents didn’t give her permission because of all the dangers 
associated with fighting. She said that she would have to wait one more year until she 
turns 18 before she has the freedom to become a super." "It's not such a bad thing" replies 
Volta, "As death can come easy to a super, especially to an inexperienced one. Fuse, you 
may recall, contains the soul of another super, Kevin. Kevin joined us while he was also a 
minor, and it wasn't long before he was viciously murdered. Melissa's parents were only 
looking out for her. But I'm glad that you have decided to help out, Donna." "About that, 
I've been meaning to tell you that I finally came up with a name. It’s 'Unus', Latin for 
'unite', similar to 'unum' or 'one', since my power unites my soul with another's by 
lending." "Haha, that sounds like ’Anus'" laughs Volta, "...Sorry, but I’ll have to get used 
to that name. So...what are you going to do now? That you've chosen a name suggests 
you've joined us, but which side?" "As I have said before. I'm all for peace, so I’m a hero. 
I'm looking forward to fighting with Seeker particularly, since when I give him my 
power, he’ll be able to ole out any of his, making him a very strong resource. It's better 
that my power works this way, for I’d rather not have to do any actual fighting if possible, 
but I guess I would if Seeker loaned me some of his powers." "So you'll be a support 
fighter then" concludes Volta, that's still pretty good. Any and all help is welcome." "Back 
to Viskid for a moment, have there ever been other minors who have joined you?" "Oh, 
all the time" replies Volta, "And for various reasons, but generally it's been a lack of 
parent's to guide them. Seethe joined the villains as a minor, because he had accidentally 
killed someone and need an escape to safety. Vector joined after a car crash killed both 
her parents, but she was spared because of her power which suddenly emerged and 
protected her. Actually, it's not a coincidence that many supers lost their parents. Losing 
such guardians is especially devastating and this pain is often the catalyst for granting 
someone a power. But it's doubly unfortunate, because those young children are still 
unprepared to deal with the world and often end up dying. It's a lose-lose situation at 
times." "So why are they granted powers then?" asks Unus, "Why do so if they're just 



going to die?" "Because it is up to us to protect them. If they die, they die because of 
someone's choice to kill them. And choice, free will, is the one thing that you don't toy 
around with. They are given powers to help protect and guide them through life. If they 
die, they just means that someone screwed up. When they become adults, it's their own 
responsibility to protect themselves, which is why we accept them without parental 
consent." 

104.5 opens his eyes. "Man, that was kinda boring. That's see what else we can find. 
Maybe something interesting." He closes his eyes once more and scans the Villa, 
ultimately channeling Twine's eyes as he chats with Seethe. "So I says to the guy, I says, 
'Don't make me stab you in the eye' and he 'mediately backs off. Long story short, that's 
how I won my bike." Seethe nods in agreement with his actions. "So if you were astrally 
bound him at the time, wouldn’t you have felt the pain as well if you really did stab him?" 
"Yeah, that would be the case. Some people like to call me a masochis', but I think I've 
just got the balls to take pain. Once you're willin’ to do that, winnin’ a fight becomes all 
that easier." "Leo taught me a similar thing" says Seethe, "His 'instant resilience’. I’ve 
never been that great at it, but I agree that it's mind over matter. The body is but a puppet 
for the fight, the mind the master. So tell me, what’s your story? Where do you hail 
from?" "Eh, nowhere really" answers Twine, "I moved a lot when I was young, so I don't 
have a hometown. I only came to Eisenstadt in the las' year or so. I’d been living with a 
gang out in Clarkeston and acted as their leader. Things were a'right, but there was a rival 
gang there, too. We got into scuffles occasionally, and in one instance, my sister was 
taken by their leader as an ultimatum - either we leave town, or she dies. I sure as hell 
wasn’t goin’ to let him get away with that, so I took my gang and we attacked their 
headquarters, which was nothin’ but a beaten down warehouse in the shady part of town. 
The fight was intense, and the lack of light made it hard to see who we were even fightin' 
-1 may have taken down some of my own that day. But in the end, I and two others were 
the only ones left against their six, two for each. Their leader, a hairy man nicknamed 
'Grass', went with another of his men and attacked my men from behind while his other 
men distracted us, leavin' me behind to deal with six. They began to approach me, and I 
felt a sudden shiver of fear course through my entire body. I took my knife and cut my 
arm in an attempt to take away my fear with pain, and I heard the others gasp. I looked up 
from my arm and noticed blue strings emittin' from my body, and they attached 
themselves to my enemies. They were clutchin’ their own arms, is if in pain themselves. 
Noticin’ the possible connection, I took the kn ife and cut my other arm this time. Again, 
the men clutched their arms, the opposin’ ones. I kept cuttin' myself over and over, lettin’ 
them feel the bum, while I stood standin’, havin’ a high threshold for pain. Eventually, 
Grass got sick of the show and charged after me, his gun raised. He shot me in the 
shoulder and immediately fell to the ground, shoutin’ out in his pain. The others also fell 
the ground like toppled dominoes. I neared Grass and took his weapon from him. The 
blue strings disappeared and I shot them all dead. I started to walk toward my sister, but 
the gunshot was too much and I soon fainted. When I woke up, she was takin' care of me 
in our apartment. With nothin’ left to go for in Clarkeston, I decided to come to Eisenstadt 
in an effort to search for a purpose. Maybe just fightin’, maybe somethin’ more. But I 
knew that my new power would be a part of it all, so when I heard the broadcast, I 
decided to finally join." 



"So what happened to your sister?" asks Seethe, "I haven’t seen her around." "She died. 
She was always into drugs, but I never touched the stuff. Shortly after movin' to 
Eisenstadt, she got in good with a group of heroin addicts. They shared needles and she 
soon got an infection. She didn’t want to get in any trouble with the cops, so she refused 
to get treatment at the hospital and died shortly after. Do I regret her death? Of course. I 
gave up everythin’ jus' to save her, and she still died in return. The only benefit was that 
savin’ her allowed me to have my power, and for that, I thank her. But her death reminds 
me that I, too, am mortal and that one day I will also die." Seethe gets up and puts his 
hands in his pockets. "Well, that was an interesting story. I think I'll go up to the roof and 
enjoy the rest of the night. See ya." 

104.5 returns to himself and sighs. "It seems like everyone has had some kind of life but 
me. Granted, I spend most of it spying on people and their private lives, so I have only 
myself to blame. But all I really seek is to learn the truth of the world, why we are meant 
to live. Is that really too much to ask for? Hmm, there's still time for one more spying. I 
think I'll try Claire." He closes his eyes and finds water raining down. "Hey, she's taking a 
shower...don't mind if I do..." 



Chapter 86: Crossing The Line 


A week passes and little happens. The supervillains still feel hampered by the presence of 
the heroes but do their best to create any kind of chaos anywhere. Without the need of 
money for the time being, a bank job was out of the question, so they resorted to another 
idea. An unsuited group consisting of Twine, 104.5, Incarnate, and Seethe travels to the 
southern city of Asimoville to stir up some trouble. As they near the city by car, a lively 
discussion is going on. "So what's all this about not killing anyone?" asks 104.5, "Surely 
it's just temporary. What's the point of being a villain if your main method of getting what 
you want is taken away?" "It's not so simple" answers Incarnate, "Although they owe us a 
lot for helping to protect Elsie, we owe them a lot for helping against Alpha. Granted, 
they owe us a lot more, but they also sheltered us after Eyesore destroyed the Villa, and 
have continued to shelter us, limiting our financial needs. And now that we live with 
them, they have their eyes on us at every moment. That’s part of the purpose of this trip." 
"You mean we’re not going baiting?" asks a disappointed Seethe, "I though that might be 
the case since Leo didn’t come along, but then I thought that might be because he's busy 
with Cainmy." "Don't sound so sad" replies Incarnate, "We’ll still be doing some damage. 
Now, I generally don’t go for violence against the innocent, and particularly the 
intelligent, but I haven't scratched that itch in forever and my blood is starting to boil. 

And hence we find ourselves coming to a stop somewhere in Asimoville." "So what's this 
all about, then?" asks Twine, "I’d like to know why I'm bein’ dragged along as well." "Oh, 
lighten up" says 104.5, "I'm sure you'll be okay with whatever we’re doing, which sounds 
to me like it's murder. Am I correct?" "That is the truth" responds Incarnate, "We’re going 
to cause some hellish deaths on a group of rebellious teenagers. They're also driving in 
from a school for misfits - not like a Professor Xavier school of misfits, but more of the 
'Don’t make me stab you' misfits. I figure we’ll also be doing society a bit of a favor." 
They continue in silence until they approach their destination. 

It soon becomes very clear where they are going, when Seethe, sitting on the passenger's 
side, looks ahead and sees a sign. "The Asimoville Amusement Park. Are we...going to be 
riding roller coasters or something? That seems kinda fun, but I don’t get the murder part. 
And at this time of the year, there won't be many people around -1 guess that makes for 
shorter lines, though." "Don’t worry, Seethe" says Incarnate, "All will be understood. For 
the record, there aren't supposed to be a lot of people around - this will leave few 
witnesses. Additionally, since this group is for troubled teens, there won’t be a lot of 
people wanting to be around them, furthering reducing the number of witnesses. Ah, let's 
park here." They get out of the car and walk toward the entrance, where Incarnate hands 
four tickets at the entrance booth, receiving a map in return, which he passes back to 
Seethe. "You can have it, seeing as I've got all I need in my head. But discard it before we 
leave, so no one knows where we've been." "Uh..that's getting a little paranoid. Do you 
think the others will really know we're behind what's about to happen?" "I wouldn’t 
dismiss the possibility" says Incarnate, "Cubes is sure to chew us out if he discovers us to 
be the perpetrators. Maybe he’ll even take away our immunity; yeah, I know he would. 

So let's not sink the boat for everyone else." They trudge onward, soon approaching a 



roller coaster called "Dueling Supers", featuring a race of two roller coasters, one named 
after a hero and the other a villain who are the city's own. "Alright" says Incarnate to 
Twine, "Hand me the bag." Twine, wearing a book bag, takes it off and gives it to him. "I 
was wondering what the pack was all about. Why didn’t you take it if you needed it? It's 
pretty heavy." "Eh, I was feeling lazy. Plus, it's filled with explosives, so in case they 
went off, I didn’t want to die." "Hey! That’s brash of you!" "Yeah, sorry" responds 
Incarnate, "Old habits, you know. Anyhow, the plan is this: Bombshell came up with 
these new bombs. They're sticky, timed mini-bombs with large explosions, which I guess 
is just a hybrid of her earlier bombs. We all take separate rows on the Grim coaster, and 
attach them to the bottom of the seats while the coaster is going up the chain link, which 
is the best time to do it. We go through the ride and come around, meeting up at the Libra 
and do the same thing. Since there are few people here today, it should be easy to pull off. 
Also, as I said, they are mini-bombs, so they should fit in you pocket without a problem. 
Once all eight bombs are in place, we leave and wait for the teenagers to get on the 
queue. We’ll follow them, and after they got on, at the midpoint of the rides, I’ll trigger 
the bombs and that’ll be that. They'll be too much chaos to suspect a thing from us." 

Incarnate hands out two bombs to each member, and they put one bomb in each pocket. 
They follow Incarnate through the queue line for "Grim", making their way past the 
myriad of binding ropes that enclose the line. They get to the station platform and split 
each, each taking a separate car of the train. The cars hold four passengers each, for a 
total of sixteen passengers on one train. Incarnate crosses the front row of the front car 
and puts the book bag, which holds the trigger, inside one of the cubbyholes. He returns 
to his seat and pulls down the restraint. The ride starts and the train climbs the hill the 
villains plant the bombs to the bottom of their seats and pray that they don’t accidentally 
explode. After the train finishes the ascent, it zooms downward and the villains, 
forgetting about the bombs for a second, get to enjoy the ride as they twist and turn and 
loop and barrel, with a few corkscrews for good measure; cameras flash as their pictures 
are taken. The train soon slows down and brakes completely as they approach the 
platform, and the group gets off. They go to the "Libra" side of the platform and repeat 
the ritual, and when they finish, they exit the ride and Incarnate retrieves his book bag. 
They leave and stand near the ride’s entrance. 104.5 scans the park for the misfits, and, 
through a woman's eyes, finds them heading toward the Ferris Wheel, and informs 
Incarnate. "Hmm, come to think of it, maybe we should have seen where they were 
first...but there’d be no way to tell which rides they were going on for sure, aside from the 
dueling roller coasters, because who can resist that?" While they wait, they buy some 
refreshments from a nearby stand. 

"So how things start out for you, 104.5?" asks Seethe, "Were you born a super, or did that 
just happen to you some day?" "I was born to an unmarried women. I guess my father 
must have been a super himself, but Mom never mentioned him out of apparent disdain, 
so I never asked. I didn't discover what my power was until junior high. We were playing 
a game of volleyball at the gym, boys versus girls and it was getting pretty intense; the 
energetic movements really caused us all to sweat a lot, so much so that we were required 
to shower before we return to our classes. Luckily there were separate stalls, so the boys 
didn’t have to share one big room. As the water cascaded down my body, I wondered 



what it would be like to see into the girls' locker room, and was rewarded with that very 
vision, seeing through the eyes of one of the girls. Unlike most supers, my power didn’t 
come in a moment of distress, and experimenting led me to no results, so I was surprised 
when a power finally activated and I was a voyeur to the other half What was I supposed 
to do? Here I was, at the ripe, young age of thirteen, and I have a world of naked girls 
before me. Suffice to say, I became much of a pervert, spying on them whenever I got a 
chance. And nobody was ever the wiser, even if people did wonder why my showers took 
extra long, which I simply attributed to always 'feeling dirty'. But I learned to expand my 
powers beyond just that and used them to learn more about other people and how they 
thought. Plus, I used their eyes to cheat on tests, but that's another matter." "Man, I wish I 
had the omnivision that you do, and the hearing that seems to come with it as well, from 
what I've heard. It sounds fun to spy on people." "You have no idea...oh, it looks like our 
targets are coming." 

A group of twenty or so teenagers and two adults head toward the Grim and the Libra. 
They split up, each one taking a different line. As they pass the supers, one glares at 
Seethe and says, "What're you lookin' at, punk?" The adult in his groups puts a hand on 
his shoulder and responds with, "Relax, Stan, we're here to have some fun. Just chill." 

The villains go in behind them and soon get to the platform. Although the teenagers don’t 
take up all the spots in the train, the villains don’t get in with them, for obvious reasons, 
but the conductor picks this up. "Hey, there's still room, don’t you want to get on, too, 
guys?" "It's alright" replies Incarnate, "We prefer to go alone." "Like last time? Okay, 
then." The conductor goes to his usual business, stating the safety procedures of the ride 
and having other employees make sure that the restraints are in place. He starts the ride 
and trains from the two rides climb up the hill via the chain lift. The trains reach their 
peak and the ride really starts and soon the passengers shout of joy reverberate back to 
the platform. "That's my cue", thinks Incarnate. He pulls out a gun, equipped with a 
silencer and takes out the conductor, as well as the other employees on the platform. He 
then pulls out the detonator from the book bag and pulls the trigger. The bombs explode 
and take out both trains completely. Shrapnel and large pieces of twisted metal fly out in 
every direction, some hitting other park goers, unintended by Incarnate. The villains 
quickly dash from the scene and leave the park. They locate the car and get in, and 
Incarnate speeds off. 

The drive back to Eisenstadt is mostly quiet. Incarnate taps on the wheel uncomfortably 
and Twine soon asks what the problem is. "The cameras on the ride" Incarnate replies, 
"Our pictures were taken. They could provide a clue as to who was responsible for the 
explosions. It's already obvious that it was no accident from the dead workers at the 
platform, and with the photographs, the police with have a lead. But we’re from a 
different city which buys us time in the least - at most, we’ll get away with it." "Eh, even 
if they find out, what can they do?" asks 104.5, "Would they dare enter Eisenstadt?" 
"Maybe, especially since so many died. They may contact Cubes. But then, that depends 
if they know who we are, as we were unmasked. It is possible that they might cross- 
reference the pictures with any in Eisenstadt and come across a match by Seethe's, since 
they have his on file. We just have to hope for the best." They return home and Leopard 
asks where they were. "Just went for a nice trip to Adamsville, Leo, nothing too 



concerning." "Hey, I'm just doing what I'm supposed to. As long as you guys are okay, 
that's fine by me." Incarnate goes town to the lab and returns the detonator to Bombshell. 
"Thanks a lot, madam. Your new bombs work perfectly." Bombshell smiles. "It's good to 
know I'm appreciated here. I'm glad to know my pan-bombs did the job, whatever that 
job was. You didn’t rob a bank, did you?" "Nah, nothing like that. You may find out, but 
hopefully you won't." 

That night in the lounge, Cubes in lying on his side, as he watches the news. "A day of 
nothing can really tire you out...let's see what made the news today." The reporter on 
screen begins to detail the horrific deaths at the Asimoville Amusement Park that 
afternoon, and explains that, by virtue of the bullet wounds found in the employee's 
bodies, that this was no accident. "Police are still looking for any clues as to how this 
tragedy may have occurred and are asking that anyone who can help to step forward with 
information. For now, the park will be shut down as the investigation continues. Back to 
you, Keith." Cubes sits up. "Hmm, Asimoville sure has it's problems, just as much as we 
do. I suppose that is the normal way in this world. It shouldn’t be the norm, it should be 
anything but. Yet, how to make it so? People can be so terrible to each other. The only 
consolation is that the level of hatred is balanced by the level of love, so that we have 
many kind and caring people. But we must strive to make things better." He gets up and 
goes to his room. Twine, also in the lounge, listens to his little soliloquy and ponders 
what to do. "If things get out of hand" he thinks, "I can always try to kill Cubes, but 
something tells me that's a very bad idea. I'm sure Seeker could decimate me, regardless 
of my power. For now, I should warn Incarnate that Cubes knows what happened at the 
park." He finds Incarnate in his room and informs him of the situation. "Well, we 
definitely won't be killing Cubes. That's just bad manners and ingratitude. Despite being 
enemies, I do respect the man. Now then, we’ll just need 104.5 to monitor the situation 
and hope things don't get out of hand." 

The next day, however, things do get out of hand. Cubes gets a call from the police, 
stating that pictures taken at the amusement park's ride happen to match that of Seethe's. 
"Aw, crap" says Cubes, "There's no way that's a coincidence. I can't be sure yet, but I 
have a bad feeling about this." He heads down to breakfast and approaches Seethe, and 
asks him to step aside. Seethe abides and the two leave the cafeteria. Incarnate gestures to 

104.5, who tunes in to Cubes' eyes. "Seethe, where were you yesterday?" "Oh, here and 
there. Why, do you want to know? You're a hero, not a villain." "It is very important. Just 
tell me where you've been!" "If you must know" answers Seethe, "I was hanging out with 

104.5. We watched a movie and the theater and then walked around for a while." "Funny" 
ponders Cubes, "Because I heard that you went off with Incarnate and Twine as well. 

Care to explain that?" "Well, they drove us there, then did their own thing. Can you get to 
the point?" "I know it was you, Seethe, the one behind the attack in Asimoville. You 
killed close to thirty people. There is no way I will be held accountable for those actions. 
Just tell me, why did you do it?" Seethe shifts uneasily in his place. "I can see you're not 
willing to talk" continues Cubes, "Incarnate, get in here!" Incarnate goes into the hallway 
and meets them both. "What up, Cubes?" "Quit the front, Incarnate. You went too far with 
killing all those teenagers at the amusement park. As of now, you, as well as the rest of 
the villains, except Claire, are hereby banned from the Villa. You can move into the other 



Villa once it's finished, but for now, you are on your own. Tell the rest of your teammates; 
you have until tomorrow to get your stuff out." 



Chapter 87: Renegade 


After breakfast, the villains gather on the roof to discuss what would come next. "Great 
job getting us kicked out, Inky" says a sarcastic Leopard, "That's exactly what we need at 
this point. We have no resources, our Villa has yet to be completed, and we have nowhere 
to go to. Not to mention, there's always a chance you and the others will get arrested for 
murder. Honestly, what were you thinking?" Incarnate glares at him. "I was thinking that 
it was time for some action. It was only bad luck that we got caught. The blueprints I had 
said nothing about cameras on the rides - they must have been a recent addition to get 
some extra cash. Anyway, we've been sitting on our asses for months now ever since we 
defeated Mjytresz, doing nothing just because we feared one of us might die or get caught 
and further reduce our numbers. Well, I'm sick of waiting around for providence to lead 
us. We should be taking an initiative, any initiative. Things were getting stale hanging 
around the heroes for so long and we were starting to lose our edge. Getting away from 
them will be a good thing. As for resources, there's always bank robbery, is there not? We 
could stay at some low-rent apartments for now; there's a section in the southwest comer 
of the city that rents for $1,050 for two rooms, along with a kitchen and bathroom. As 
there are currently nine of us, that's four apartments, as Crusher can share a room with 
Claire, for $4,200 a month. But, oh wait! Only I am working at the moment, so without 
me, you don't have a chance. You better get used to listening to what I have to say if you 
want to go by my plan." 

Bombshell spits. "Maybe you should have listened to us instead. We had it great here, 
even if we couldn’t be as evil as usual. You just had to go and screw that all up, didn’t 
you? Residence isn’t a problem: I know that Mother happens to own a few of the 
apartments on her block, and I'm sure she’ll let us muscle out whomever is currently 
living there. Until they move out, we’ll be at the Malta Motel, which is generous with its 
cost. I have some savings in the bank which we can get - obviously we won’t be robbing 
it, since we never rob our own bank...not to mention it’ll make things even worse for us." 
Incarnate looks at her and says, "If that's the case, then I'm afraid this is it for me and the 
Villa. I can no longer stay if this is how things are going to operate. You have all clearly 
shown that there is a great divide between us that we cannot simply bandage over. I take 
my leave of your company; is there anyone that will join me?" 104.5 goes to him; "You 
have my assistance, Incarnate, and I will follow you until the ends of the Earth." 

"Twine?" asks Incarnate, "How about you? I know you were neutral about the attack." 
"Y'know, I might have been okay with it, until you mentioned they were misfits. I was 
once like that, and it was only through my friends that I was able to emerge from the 
depths of despair. But you, you took away any possible chance that those teenagers might 
have had at regainin' control over their lives. For this, I can’t jus' look away. They 
could’ve been somethin', and now, we’ll never know. Sorry, but I stay." "And you, 

Seethe?" asks Incarnate with trepidation, "Surely you understand that I had to do what I 
did?" Seethe cracks his knuckles in fear of Incarnate's reaction. "I, I need a family, 
Incarnate. I need friends and loved ones. I would like to follow you, but I can't. I've so 
much to lose if I leave them now." "Well, I guess that's it" huffs Incarnate, "Since I know 



the rest of you won't follow. Until you change your minds, consider us enemies. C’mon, 
104.5, let’s get the hell out of here." The two of them exit the roof, leaving the rest of the 
villains behind. 

"That’s a damn shame" says Leopard, looking over the ledge wall at the street below, "I 
never thought Incarnate would be the one to break like that. I always took him as a clear¬ 
headed guy. But you never know what’s really going on inside a person's mind. I bet he 
has all kinds of mental scars. What's his origin, anyhow? He never discussed his 
beginnings with me." "He's the illegitimate child of the supervillain Argent" answers 
Penta, "You know, the one that could create silver out of anything. Mostly useless in 
battle, since silver weapons aren’t' that great, but he did contribute well as a financial 
supporter." Leopard turns to Penta. "How do you know that? Don’t tell me Incarnate 
actually revealed this to you?" "He didn’t have to" replies Penta, "When Mjytresz 
assimilated Incarnate, I was able to read his whole mind, since mine was still absorbed. 
Incarnate, born Quentin, under Libra, in November. His mother, a Ms. Annie Cart, was a 
salesperson at the mall, working at Animal House, the pet store. One day, Argent, then in 
his pedestrian form of Ira Nacent, walked in, looking for an animal to care for. Why he 
didn’t just go to Serenity is unknown. Argent never actually got to buy one, as he was too 
busy chatting up Annie. They talked so much that she finished her shift and ending up 
leaving with him - I guess it was a slow day and the boss didn’t mind the excessive 
conversing." 

"Argent walked Annie to her car and got her number in return. The next night, he called 
and went on a date with her, presenting to Annie silver earrings which he obviously 
made, but Annie was clueless as to his true identity. They went for a movie and had 
dinner at La Laguna, and afterward Annie invited Argent up to her apartment. It wasn’t 
meant to go anywhere, but she wanted to test him, as women tend to sometimes. 
Seriously, I once heard a story about a woman who, while driving a car with her date in 
it, came to a red light, and turned off the engine instead of only braking in order to see 
how he’d react. Whatever, I'm getting off course. Argent said yes, naturally, so the two of 
them went up to her apartment. She didn't know where to go from there, but Argent, 
perhaps feeling lonely, starting kissing her. Annie resisted, but Argent persisted; she 
fought back, but he restrained her with silver cuffs, binding her to the bed frame. He 
proceeded to rape her, being the villain that he was, despite that rape is against our creed. 
Argent never saw Annie again, and he fled the city, when the Villa had yet to be formed. 
Annie was impregnated. When Incarnate was twelve, Annie told him all of this. Fifteen 
years later, he proceed to track down Argent in La Joya and broke into his apartment. 
Argent had survived making a living selling jewelry, and was fairly well off, but never 
expected to see his child. Incarnate was equipped with a flamethrower, and when he 
attacked, Argent blocked it with a wall of silver, which simply melted. Incarnate 
continued firing and soon enough the flames reached Agent and burned him alive. 
Incarnate returned back home, where the Villa was presently standing, and never said a 
word about it to anyone." 

"So why does he call himself'Incarnate'?" asks Claire, "It doesn’t seem to fit the 
description of having no unconscious, and super names usually have to do with their 



powers." "According to him, it's an anagram of his mother's name, but a fortuneteller 
once warned him that her name was no coincidence, whatever that means. But, now, with 
him gone as well as 104.5,1 feel we have lost some great resources. Even if we can 
survive, we are still down to eight. Although I suppose that having few members is an 
advantage if we are to survive on so little." "We all regret losing Incarnate" says 
Bombshell, "But it had to happen. There's no way we can keep on going just murdering 
people as we please. A line must be drawn. Still, since we've been kicked out of the Villa, 
which I guess is for not restraining Incarnate, that does mean we are no longer directly 
under the heroes' eyes. Sure, they can respond against our actions, but they can't prevent 
us from committing crimes. But, for now, I posit that we go to Mother's and see if she has 
a place for us to stay." The villains agree and Bombshell goes off with Leopard and 
Camel as the rest stay to pack. Seeker stops by Claire and Penta's room, chatting with 
them about the current situation. "It must really suck for you gals. Claire, not so much, 
since she can still visit and whatnot, but starting over is a real pain." "Look at the bright 
side" says Penta, "At least there won’t be a tangible uncomfortableness hanging around 
the Villa the whole time - until the new Pamily Villa is finished. At that point, it's hard to 
say what'll happen. Maybe things will revert back to normal now that Incarnate is out of 
the picture; he did seem very angry, so there’s no telling what he may try to do, but I can 
safely say I'll be fine. I've managed to make no true enemies during my run here." "Yeah" 
says Seeker, "I've noticed that. How have you done that?" "I just never say anything 
insulting or demeaning. I never patronize or pander or pontificate. When you don’t say 
much, you can't say much wrong." 

Bombshell, Leopard, and Camel arrive at Mother's. "Dearest Chloe!" exclaims Mother, 
"How do you do?" "Not too well, Mother, we've been kicked out of the Villa, and we 
need a place to stay. Do you have any apartments open? We’ll pay, of course." Mother 
hugs Bombshell tightly. "Of course you can stay, my dear. I do have one apartment open 
at the moment, a three bedroom. Whoever is left can stay in my apartment for the time 
being." "Oh, you are too generous! Incarnate underestimates the decency of people." 
"Incarnate? What did he say?" "Nothing in particular, but his plan was to get the leases 
for a bunch of low-rent apartments in the southeast, which is far too run-down. I'm so 
grateful for your offer..." "Well, he’ll come around. In the meantime, get your stuff to 
move in. How many of you are there at the moment?" "There are currently eight of us. 
Incarnate left us, along with another villain, 104.5. The ones that remain are us three, 
Claire and Penta, Crusher, Seethe, and a new member, Twine. Leo and Cammy obviously 
get a room, and Claire and Penta will continue to share, as will Seethe and Twine. That 
leaves myself and Crusher, who I guess will live with you for now, if that's alright." "It 
certainly is, darling. You know you are more than welcome here. As for payment, do what 
you must; I am neutral and am not here to judge your circumstances. Goodness knows 
that I could very well have been a villainess myself." The three villains return to the Villa 
to join the packing, and Bombshell informs everyone of the plan. They respond well to 
their good fortune, and pack with haste in order to arrive at their destination by nightfall. 

* 


Some hours later, they arrive at Mother's, who gives them a small welcoming to her 



home. The villains eagerly drop their suitcases and engage in idle chatter, relaxing after a 
tiresome day. At one point, Bombshell brings up the matter of Mother’s words, that she 
might have been a villain. "What did that mean, Mother? I know you were a superheroine 
ages ago, but what happened that might have made you turn to the dark side? I don’t think 
Serenity ever mentioned any story to us, and she was the only one old enough to 
remember you when you were a super." "You can lose your power?" asks a surprised 
Twine, "How's that happen?" Mother looks around, seeing all the staring eyes in her 
direction. "I suppose it's time to reveal my story - I certainly aren’t getting any younger, 
and I should speak my peace before I pass on. I'm nearly eighty, after all. To start, it all 
began sixty years ago. I was but a teenager, and full of spirit and ambition, aching to 
show the city my potential. My name was 'Fenestra', and my power was that, if I made 
eye contact with someone, I could turn them to stone if I wanted to. Well, one day I came 
across a small gang of twentysomethings robbing a convenience store and intervened. 
Being a hero, I tried my best not to petrify my enemies, since that would kill them, but I 
occasionally had to do so. In this instance, I managed to kill the lead robber, distracting 
the rest but they still overcame me - I was just one person, you see. Even with a knife, I 
was no match for them. What happened next has been branded in my mind as clear as 
day. The robbers didn’t want to murder a super, though they killed the owner, so they 
refrained from killing me for fear of retaliation. Instead, they gouged my eyes out, 
covering my mouth as I screamed. But they didn’t stop there. Just to make sure I would 
never be able to identify them, they cut out my tongue as well; obviously, you are all 
wondering how I am seeing and speaking now. I was the only witness to their crimes, but 
they were still arrested, as they were spotted fleeing from the scene. However, without 
my testimony, there was still no proof that the men actually did it, and DNA testing was 
certainly not around. I remember being called to the trial, giving my testimony via a 
typewriter. But I could not give a good enough description, and so the men were set to be 
free. I gave out a cry, wailing of tears at this cruel fate, and in a moment of what I 
imagine is divine intervention, my eyes and tongue returned, and the case was continued. 
The men were sentenced to jail for murder, and I was healthy once more. But it came at a 
price: I soon found out that I had lost my power, in exchange for the healing. It turns out 
that one can actually bargain away their powers for a favor, if the favor is not too large. In 
essence, one gives away part of their soul in return for a restoration of sorts. From what I 
know, you can't use the trade to kill anyone or anything sinister like that, but I do not 
know what the limits are." 

Claire is the first to respond. "A trade-off, you say? How come you never told us that part 
before? I would have given anything to prevent my father's death." "I never said anything 
because I thought it was for the best that no one know. The world needs supers to help 
guide it, and if everyone were sacrificing their powers, the world would be in ruins." "But 
how often does this kind of thing even happen?" asks Seethe, "I've never heard of such a 
story before." "I'll admit, it's a pretty rare occasion." "I know about it" says Bombshell, "I 
thought everyone did. I left it up to Incarnate to tell everyone, but it looks like he never 
got around to it. But the way I hear it, the trade is not such an easy thing to pull off." 
"Indeed" says Mother, "You don’t necessarily get it. The situation is judged above as to 
whether or not it has any merit. Perhaps there was a reason why you couldn’t save 
Strongarm." The words hit Claire sharply, but she refrains from speaking. The rest of the 



villains look a little bitter as well, which Mother notices immediately. "That is, perhaps, 
Claire, you are needed for some future purpose. That's all I meant. I had no ill intentions." 
The villains soon call it a night and they go to their separate rooms. Claire lies down on 
her bed and turns to Penta. "What do you think about what Mother said? Did Dad die for 
a reason?" "Who knows? These things tend to be beyond our understanding. It's best to 
keep moving, lest you get held up in thought and lose track of where you're going. I do 
not know our purposes in life, but they can't be all that bad. Just keep walking your path 
and hope for the best." 



Chapter 88: The Challenger 


A few days pass as the supervillains try to get used to their new surroundings. No longer 
under the subjugation of the heroes, they feel a little more free, yet miss their so-called 
"enemies" at the same time. Living together with the heroes for so long created an 
unexpected bond between them all, even if they refused to admit it. But, things change 
and we must get used to it. Similarly, the heroes were also feelings the effects of the new 
situation. The Topaz Villa was now emptier, so everyone had their own room and then 
some, and the lack of density in the building made life feel a little lonelier. The only one 
unaffected was Cubes, who stood by his decision of kicking the villains out. "It was 
necessary" he pressed upon the others, "For they were getting away with murder, literally. 
We cannot live under the same roof as such evil creatures, regardless of the past we have 
shared. Sooner or later, they would have corrupted us all." The others shrugged at this, 
choosing to simply move on and try to stay together as a unit. Volta was the most affected 
of all, still feeling the loss of Nexus months later. She was always the bossy one, but he 
was able to level her out emotionally, and she wasn't sure of her actions without him. 

Elsie was nearing 9 at this point, and was practically being raised by the Villa in whole, 
as Volta had been relying greatly on the others for help. And so, we find on this particular 
day, Volta, who sits on the ledge wall of the roof, precariously positioned over the edge, 
her legs dangling over empty space. "I know it's a selfish thing to say" she thinks, "But I 
would have preferred it if Nexus didn’t give up his life to save us. Maybe we could have 
defeated Mjytresz in another manner...maybe not. But I don’t know if I'm capable of 
going on without him. I’m probably just underestimating myself, but without Nexus, I 
feel so empty inside...not completely empty - Elsie certainly gives me joy - but my spirit 
is waning on a daily basis. For now, I must —" An arrow interrupts her thought, planting 
itself inside the wall a foot away from her. She stares at it for a while, seeing the note 
attached to the body. Volta reaches down and grabs the arrow, unraveling the paper to 
receive its message. 

"To whom it may concern: 

This arrow is a warning to the audacious fools who dared enter Asimoville in order to 
attack our citizens. They will pay dearly for their misdeeds, for it is our right to wreak 
havoc on the peoples and not that of some strangers' from a foreign land. Beware, foul 
sires, that your actions have been counted and judged, and an eye for an eye shall be 
meted out. This is all told to you out of the proper nature of a warrior, so do not mistake it 
for some fonn of peace or kinship. Rue and regret your revelries into the wrong. 

With a gleaming stare and steaming glare, 

Lyra" 

"Well, this is certainly strange" concludes Volta after reading it through half a dozen 
times, "This Lyra appears to be pissed for Incarnate's murders at the amusement park. But 
two questions arise: how did they know who did it, and why did they come here? Of 



course, they may not have known that the villains have moved out, as it only just 
happened a few days prior. Cubes should take a look at this." Volta tucks the note in her 
pocket, and jumps down from the roof, using the lightning emitting from her hands to 
slow her descent. She enters the Villa from the first floor and looks around for Cubes, 
eventually finding him in his room on the third floor. Cubes is hunched over at a desk, 
looking over some finances of the Villa. "With the villains gone, our expenses have been 
cut in half, but we still need to bring in more capital. Hmm, Unus' salary would do well 
do well to fill in that hole...figuratively speaking, of course." Cubes looks up and finds 
Volta at the door. "What brings you here, Volta?" She takes out the letter and hands in to 
him. "Some message delivered by arrow. I know, right? I didn’t think that even happened 
anymore. It was even strong enough to penetrate the wall on the roof." Cubes skims it, 
then, with a serious look developing on his face, he reads it over again with more caution. 
"This sounds bad. I knew it was a bad idea to let the villains stay with us for so long, but I 
was overruled by the majority, and now look at what has happened. We should have 
kicked them out sooner, and now we reap what they have sown. But who the hell is 
Lyra?" "By the looks of it, he or she is looking for revenge, so my guess is that Lyra is a 
super, but I can't tell which type. But what does it mean that 'it is our right to wreak 
havoc'? Does that suggest that Lyra is a villain? Also, it says 'our', suggesting more than 
one person, which could be a serious problem." "It's a problem regardless of how many. 
That whole 'eye for an eye' bit sounds very unsettling to me. We must warn the others." 

Later on that day, Cubes gathers the heroes in the lounge to discuss with them the 
upcoming threat. "Unfortunately, we are once again threatened by an outsider, this time 
from Asimoville. Due to Incarnate's harsh measures against the patrons at the park, we 
will be attacked soon. I don't know when, I don't know by whom, and I don't even know 
how many will be attacking us. But we cannot afford to lose anyone else...we can never 
afford to lose anyone, but we certainly cannot now of all times. This 'Lyra' may prove to 
be a simple opponent, or perhaps a violent one. The name did not show up in the 
Archives under Asimoville', so it's most likely either the super's real name or it's just an 
alias. Either way, it does not help us figure out his or her powers, so proceed with 
caution. I have contacted Bombshell, but she and the others are staying out of this, 
claiming that they have no interest in cleaning up Incarnate's mess. Obviously, neither do 
we, but we have no choice in the matter, so be careful for now and look out for anything 
out of the ordinary, especially arrows." The heroes babble among themselves as they try 
to figure out more information based on the letter that Cubes places on the table before 
them. "'Lyra'? Like a lyre? Could the enemy have to do with music like Maestro?" "I'm 
more concerned with the language; it's so proper. Is this guy from the medieval times or 
something?" "Hardly an eye for an eye. Maybe we can convince Lyra that we’re innocent 
and it's Incarnate that's at fault. Not that they ever listen anyhow..." 

The next day, Fuse and Vector, both unsuited, are walking down the streets of the city, 
attempting to bond with each other. There was nothing stopping them from bonding, it's 
just that they never tried to since they had others to socialize with. Vector talked more 
with Claire, despite once claiming them to be "arch-enemies", and gabbed with Star 
Sweeper plenty. Fuse took the time and got to know Xeno better, and learned more about 
the others that way. But now, it is Fuse and Vector. "It is not good for one to be alone" 



explains Vector, "Which is why I was attracted to Aquano at first and now Star. But it is 
also good to have just friends so there's no pressure to impress the other person or be 
wary of making mistakes around them. What do you think, Fuse?" "I believe that's a good 
argument. Kevin had many friends and was the better for it all. Granted, that popularity 
got him killed, but that is never the norm; Kevin was a very happy person." They 
continue to walk when Vector's cell phone rings. It’s Cubes, and he is distraught. "There 
are reports coming in about open murders!" he shouts over the phone, "At least twenty. 
People are dying in a centralized area near the rebuilt town square. They say the people 
are being pierced with arrows, and the archer is in an unknown location. Get there as fast 
as you can!" Vector lifts the two of them up into the air and they soar over the city. They 
move in the direction of the town square, and as they approach it, they can see the roads 
have emptied out as cars drive only away from it. Even from their height, the two heroes 
can spot a few bodies here and there on the asphalt and pavement, with blood pooling 
around them. "Is this what Lyra meant for retribution?" wonders Fuse, "To kill the 
citizens of Eisenstadt in an equal number to those slain in Asimoville?" "If so, that'11 be 
twenty-eight people to kill. Damn, this is really bad news." 

They spot the archer on one of the roofs and Vector propels them toward him. The enemy 
appears to have a light-blue skin color, with long, green hair dropping down from his 
head, his ears pointed. The archer is clothed in leather armor, a short sword sheathed 
along his waist, and a quiver slung over his back. Presumably the one known as Lyra, he 
takes an arrow and places it on his bow, drawing back on the bowstring. He lets go, and 
the arrow shoots through the air, quickly reaching an hitting its target, an old woman who 
took too long to get away. She is felled with ease, and does not even give out a cry as she 
drops dead. When the heroes land on the roof, the archer turns around and smiles. "I take 
it my letter reached you?" "Then you must be Lyra" says Fuse, "But we were not your 
intended target. The ones who perpetrated those crimes against Asimoville no longer live 
in the Villa. They were kicked out for the very murders you seek to avenge." "Then you 
will pay the price in their stead" replies Lyra, "For failing to stop them. But, please, call 
me 'NightElOO'. It is my very identity, as I have no everyday self such as yourselves." 
"Fine, Night Elf, I—" "NightElOO!" he yells back, "That's one word, and with the '30' at 
the end. Don’t forget it!" "Fine, NightElOO, but your actions confuse me. The ones killed 
at the amusement park, for the most part, were from another city, so why do you avenge 
them?" "Because they were mine for the taking" NightElOO answers, "Not yours, or 
whoever is to blame. By being in my city, those teenagers fell under my jurisdiction to 
kill, not some outsider's." "Wait" interjects Vector, "So you’re angry because someone 
else killed your prey? Are you mental?" "I'm a supervillain, it's my job to incite fear, by 
whatever means." "I guess villains are more harsh in other cities" ponders Vector, "We 
have fallen under a very unusual path." "Hey, wait!" exclaims Fuse, "Your letter implied 
there’d be more of you!" "Ah, the others failed to heed my request, so I was forced to 
come alone" responds NightElOO, "But do not take that as an easy way out. I am a 
terrifying opponent." "You don’t look it..." 

NightElOO takes another arrow and shoots it at Fuse, but it gets tilted to the side by 
Vector's winds. Fuse si nk s into the roof top and makes her way to the villain. NightElOO 
suddenly closes his eyes and takes an arrow, placing it on the bowstring. Fuse comes up 



behind her enemy and silently takes out a knife. NightElOO, his eyes still closed, quickly 
spins on his heel and faces Fuse. He releases the arrow just as she fuses with her knife, 
becoming solid stainless steel. The arrow just barely sticks into Fuse and she pulls it out 
with ease. NightElBO, taking this all in, kicks her in the head and knocks her down. 
Vector rushes toward him, but he turns around and shoots two arrows at once at her. 
Vector redirects them both and continues toward him, so NightElOO pulls out his short 
sword and charges at Vector. She responds by sending out a gale of wind at him, throwing 
NightElOO onto his back and making him slide across the roof. He immediately jumps 
back up, as if the attack had no effect on him whatsoever, but Fuse, having sunk back into 
the roof, reaches out from the floor and holds him down her hands fusing with his bare 
feet to make sure he can't move. Seeing him unable to get away, Vector runs at him and 
pulls out a knife. She stabs him, but the knife only touches his pale skin. "-4" suddenly 
appears above NightElOO’s head in red. Angry, he punches Vector straight in the face and 
knocks her to the floor. "Strong!" she thinks, "How'd he survive that knifing?" 

NightElOO bends his knees down, then pushes himself upward, jumping five feet into the 
air and taking Fuse with him. She lands, with her hands up in the air and supporting the 
villain. Fuse can’t sustain the weight and pushes him off. NightElOO lands and sweeps 
Fuse immediately. He takes his short sword and raises it high up. 

A bolt of lightning streams through the air and strikes the sword, shocking NightElOO 
and delivering a "-10" blow. He quickly sheaths his sword and wields his bow, aiming at 
Volta who has appeared on the scene. Three arrows fly through the air, but Volta raises 
herself up into the air and dodges them. NightElOO takes the opportunity to retrieve a leg 
of chicken from a satchel at his side, greedily consuming it - "+8" appears above him in 
blue. He walks toward Volta, shooting arrow after arrow at her, but she lifts herself up 
more and more until she's out of his range. The access door to the roof swings open, but 
no one is seen - Star Sweeper has arrived. NightElOO takes notice of this movement and 
shoots an arrow at the door, and hears Star Sweeper dash to the side of the roof. Fuse 
scatters over and completely assimilates herself with his body, causing him to double in 
mass. NightElOO stabs himself, emitting a "-4", but forcing Fuse out of his body, causing 
her to stumble away in pain. Vector gets out of her state of dizziness from being punched 
and surrounds herself with wind. She sends the currents at NightElOO and they push him 
toward the roofs edge, where he struggles to stay on. Star Sweeper delivers a kick to his 
stomach, causing a "-2" to appear, and NightElOO falls to the pavement below; he lands, 
unharmed. He pulls out some more chicken and devours it, earning another "+8" and 
restoring his health almost to full. But just as he feels satisfied. The four heroines slowly 
float down around him, trapping him against the wall. 

"It's time to give this up, NightElOO" says Vector, "You’re outnumbered four to one. Even 
if you are strong, and you appear to be, you can't possibly outlast all of us together. By 
the looks of those numbers, you have a limit point somewhere." "You are underestimating 
me, wind goddess. Just what do you think my power is?" "Beats me, something to do 
with games, I guess." "Correct" answers NightElOO, "My power is existentially based on 
RPGs. Because of that, even a strong hit won’t kill me, and I can see more than just what 
eyes can if I use my 'eagle eyes'. I may be alone, but that doesn’t mean I am not to be 
toyed with. But I do wonder, what other powers do your comrades hold? I am interested 



in finding out." NightElBO pulls outs a stone with a strange design on it. He suddenly 
disappears, teleporting to somewhere else. "Well, that was unexpected" says Star 
Sweeper, "What now?" "We report back to Cubes" answers Volta, "If he can escape like 
that whenever he wants, we’ll need more people to defeat him. That's if he even bothers to 
return. If he murdered enough people, it's possible he has no reason to come back here." 
"That sucks" says Vector, "How the hell are we supposed to tell the cops that we failed a 
four on one? Hopefully, he’ll be back. He did sound like he would, if only to fight the 
others." 



Chapter 89: The Iris Virus 


The four superheroines return to the Villa and report back to Cubes. "The target, 
NightElBO, got away using some kind of rune" says Star Sweeper, "He's sort of a gamer- 
super, so I bet he's got other kinds of useful items in his inventory as well." Cubes sighs. 
"Ah, this is very bad news. First Incarnate and the others get away with 28 murders in 
Asimoville, and now we have 28 more deaths on our hand because of this Night Elf s 
revenge." "NightElBO" corrects Vector, "But, yeah, this sucks. The only upside is that he 
no longer has a reason to attack any more innocents. The biggest downside is that he 
sounded like he's planning on coming back." "Didn’t he already get enough for his 
revenge?" asks Cubes, "An eye for an eye, was it meted out?" "Perhaps it's his form of 
justice for allowing Incarnate to commit the crime to begin with" answers Star Sweeper, 
"But the kid is pretty messed up, so there doesn't need to be a rational explanation." "Also 
important is how the villains will act now" says Volta, "Not only didn’t they fight 
NightElBO when he attacked, but they have the task of lighting him when he comes 
back, if he does. We shouldn’t have to clean up their mess." "It's all very twisted and 
complicated" replies Cubes, "I haven’t been in contact with Bombshell just yet, but I don’t 
know what our relationship status is right now. Do they trust us? Would they fight for us, 
or with us? It remains unclear. I just hope we get this all fixed before something goes 
wrong." 

The day draws closer to night, and at 7 PM, Volta is one the roof, sitting on the ledge wall 
once more. Most of the supers are inside, doing their usual activities after supper, and 
Elsie is in her room, completing her homework. Volta looks at the buildings in the 
distance and wonders, if just for once, she was a normal human being. "Why was I 
blessed, or cursed, with my power? What makes my purpose more special that I needed a 
power to achieve it? Is my path merely to mete out justice, or is there an even greater 
reason? After all, I am Elsie's mother, so there must be something to that. I hate how 
some questions never get answered for you, and how those are often the most important 
questions of all." She hears chattering coming from the street to the right, and looks to 
see what appears to be an angry mob coming her way, a child the age of 11 leading the 
pack. Intrigued, she scoots off the edge and lowers herself to the ground with her 
lightning, but after more than halfway down her powers stop working and she falls the 
rest of the way. "That was. ..odd" she thinks, "Did my wish come true or something?" The 
horde draws near and the boy approaches Volta. "Hey, Volta" he demands with a raised 
finger pointed at her, "I wanna speak with Cubes." She tilts her head, looking at him 
strangely. "And you are...?" "My name's Owen. Get Cubes, now" "That's a little rude. 

May I ask what this is in regard to?" "You know damn well, Volta" Owen answers 
harshly, "It's for all people you let die!" 

Volta sighs and enters the Villa. "Great, this'll be a treat" she mutters, "Getting bossed 
around by a snot-nosed brat. But with that mob at his side, there's not much else to do." 
She searches for Cubes and finds him in the lounge. "Yo, Cubes, we've got company." 
Cubes, suited, puts down his newspaper and gets up from his chair. "What kind of 



company are we talking about here? Is it NightElGO?" "No, it's an angry mob led by a 
child. Seriously, I'm not being sarcastic. Apparently he wants to speak to you, and it's 
about the people NightElOO killed. This can't possibly be a good thing." "It had to 
happen sooner or later" responds Cubes, "So we might as well get it over with." The of 
them go down to the first floor and leave the Villa, standing on top of the steps. Owen 
and the mass of people get closer to the two supers. "Alright, young man, how can I help 
you?" Owen spits on the steps. "You really think this is about you helping me? No, it's far 
too late to help me unless you know how to bring back the dead." Cubes looks at Volta, 
who shrugs in return. "I hear this is about the people who died today. Were any of them 
close to you?" "If you're including my entire family, then yes" Owen replies rudely, "I 
was at a friend’s house while they decided to go for a walk. Then that blue freak came 
and killed them all with his bow and arrows. And you did nothing to help them!" Cubes 
shakes his head. "That's not true. Four superheroes went to fight him." "And they did 
nothing!" Owen yells, "The news showed that freak and how he escaped. You failed to do 
anything of value, and because of you, almost 30 people died. People that were loved by 
me and this crowd." "It wasn't because of us" huffs Volta, "That 'blue freak' attacked 
because of what the supervillains in this town did to his people. We had nothing to do 
with it." "No, you have everything to do with it" replies Owen, "Because you didn’t stop 
the villains in any way. Not only that, but when the superevils were here, innocent people 
were also dying, all because of Elsie's powers. How long must we suffer for your 
actions?!" The mob yells in affirmation. 

Cubes stares at Owen intensely. "Look, I hate all this death as much as anyone. I, too, lost 
many that were close to me. But evil will always exist in this world, and it is my job to do 
the best I can to fight it off. I cannot guarantee a 100 percent success rate." "Then you 
have no right to stand in my way." Cubes and Volta share confused looks. "In your way of 
what?" Owen raises a gun, but before he can pull the trigger, Cubes surrounds it in 
solidified air. Owen smirks, and for the first time, we see he's an existential super. "Null 
and void" he declares, and a violet burst of energy is emitted from him in all directions. 
The casing around the gun disintegrates, and Owen pulls the trigger. The gun fires, and 
the bullet hits Cubes in the shoulder. Despite his suit, the pain spreads across his body 
and he clutches his injury. "You bastard!" yells Volta. She tries to throw a bolt of 
lightning at Owen, but nothing happens - he shoots her in the shoulder as well. 

Supporting each other, the two rush back into the Villa and lock the door. Cubes shouts 
out and Seeker comes rushing down the stairs. He sees the bullets in their suits and asks 
them what happened. "Something's gone very wrong, Seeker" says Cubes, "Our powers 
aren't working! Get everyone down here! No, tell Elsie to stay in her room!" Seeker runs 
up the different floors, shouting for help, but stopping at Elsie's room to exclude her. 

Soon, all the supers are at the first floor, while the angry mob stews outside. 

"Ah, damn it!" says Cubes, "This bullet really stings. Look, I don't know what's going on, 
but this kid outside has negated our powers somehow, and now they're trying to get in. 
Let's just hope they don't have any explosives with them...on that note. I’ll call 
Bombshell. Maybe they'll finally cave in and help us despite the fact that I kicked them 
out." He goes off to the side and makes the call, while the rest of the heroes are left to 
deal with the crowd. Suddenly, a brick is thrown through the window on the left side of 



the entrance. Somebody kicks out the remainder of the glass and a bulky man enters the 
Villa. Xeno rushes to fight him, but the man easily overpowers him and flips him onto his 
back. The other supers join in, but more people get through the window, and one of them 
soon opens the door, allowing much of the horde to enter the building, although Owen is 
nowhere to be seen. The fight continues, but the supers are at an overwhelming 
disadvantage, despite their experience in battle. Hammerspace, suddenly has an idea, and 
a light bulb appears above his head. "Of course!" he exclaims, "My powers aren't based 
on the soul like the rest of you!" He takes the light bulb and breaks in against the stair's 
railing, then stands menacingly in front of the people. "Step away, all'ya! I really don't 
want to hurt anyone." Part of the mob backs up, and he gets closer to Flex and Fuse. 
Hammerspace draws out bats from nowhere and gives them to the two heroes. "Do what 
you need to do, but try not to kill anyone." 

"Just a second!" shouts Owen, making his appearance as he points the gun at 
Hammerspace, "Don’t make me use this!" "Then don't make me use this!" shouts 
Hammerspace, taking out his giant mallet, "I promised never to kill the innocent, but if 
you try to kill me, I may be forced to defend myself!" Owen shoots an entire round of 
ammunition at Hammerspace, but the hero dodges every bullet. Instead, members of the 
mob are hit instead, and they fall to the floor, dead. Owen covers his mouth in horror. 
"You bastard! You caused them to die!" He runs up to Hammerspace and jumps at him, 
but Hammerspace dives into the crowd and disappears from Owen’s sight. Meanwhile, 
Flex and Fuse are holding back the mob as they try to gather the rest of the heroes 
together. People keep coming at them, so they are forced to use their weapons to protect 
themselves, and many are hurt in the ensuing carnage. But men get at them from behind, 
and take their bats from them. They begin to beat Flex and Fuse, but Seeker, Star 
Sweeper, and Vector interfere. Star Sweeper knifes the two men in their guts and down 
they go. Seeker and Vector help up the two heroes, and the five of them fight their way to 
the stairs, where they meet up with Misha’el, Xeno, and Unus, who stand with Cubes and 
Volta. Hammerspace soon slips out and joins them. "Please stop this!" shouts Cubes, 
temporarily halting the crowd, "This doesn’t need to happen. Look around, people are 
getting hurt and killed. We can prevent this together!" "No!" screams Owen, raising a 
newly reloaded gun, "It's too late. Everything you say is just to stall for time. You keep 
causing more pain for everyone, and it's been enough already. Do you know how I got 
this power of mine, which can block out your powers? I got it after my family was killed 
and I was in mourning. The only reason why I have this power is to prevent others from 
using their powers to do what the blue freak did to me. And we’re starting with Elsie. We 
know that funeral was a ruse, but you can't trick us anymore!" 

The crowd screams out in agreement and they charge up the stairs. All the superheroes do 
their best to hold back the enraged mass, but their best is not enough. The horde breaks 
through their lines and goes up to the second floor, where they spread out and search for 
Elsie. Just as things look hopeless, three cars pull up to the Villa and the supervillains all 
pile out. They dash into the building and find the exhausted heroes fallen on the stairs. 
"Elsie!" shouts Volta to Leopard, "You must protect her!" Leopard nods and immediately 
makes way for the room, now open and filled with people. Elsie is held down on the 
floor, screaming, as Owen closes in on her. "Do it" he commands, and the people obey 



without a second thought. They begin to kick her from all around, and the injuries start to 
add up. Leopard gets to the room and attacks them crowd like a wild beast, attacking 
them with dual kn ives and defeating them with ease. Like Hammerspace, his power does 
not originate from the soul, but rather from his genes, and so Owen's power does not 
affect him. He gathers up Elsie in his hands and jumps over the crowd, leaving behind a 
bloodied mess on the floor. He brings Elsie to Volta while the rest of the villains take it to 
themselves to attack the remaining mob at will, and soon they are all either dead, 
wounded, or driven out of the Villa. 

Volta cradles Elsie in her hands, and tears pour down her cheeks. "Oh, Elsie, my sweet 
Elsie!" she cries, rocking back and forth, but Elsie does not respond. The supers gather 
around, and try to pry Elsie away to bring her to the hospital, but Volta adamantly refuses. 
"No! She's my daughter, my daughter! I don't understand, how can this happen? Nexus 
has already been taken away from me. Must I lose Elsie as well?!" The supers are silent 
as they are unable to give a response. Volta looks up at them. "You know who's really 
responsible for this? Incarnate. He set off a chain reaction which led to his very moment. 
But first, I'm going to pay NightElfiO a visit and show him what true villainy is." "Wait, 
what?!" exclaims Cubes, "You must stay a hero. Become a villain and you'll be losing to 
everything that we stand for. You'll be proving that young boy right, that we only cause 
pain. Please, Volta, stay and bring Elsie to the hospital. For yourself and for your 
daughter." Volta hands Elsie to Hammerspace. "Please see to it that she gets the best of 
care." Volta walks toward the entrance, but Xeno puts a hand on her shoulder. "Cubes is 
right, Volta. Killing someone will not solve anything. You will only feel loss in the end." 
Volta's body is suddenly drenched with electricity, shocking Xeno's hand and forcing him 
to remove it. "I will feel loss either way. But at least, this way, I will have closure." She 
walks out the Villa, gets into a car, and drives away. 



Chapter 90: The Turn 


Owen, all bruised up, strains to get up and out of Elsie's room, but can’t manage it. He 
begins to crawl instead, slowly making his way out. As his left hand reaches the threshold 
of the doorway, black material in the shape of a foot appears before his eyes. He looks up 
to find Leopard standing in front of him. "You know" begins Leopard, "Elsie was more 
than just another super. She was supposed to bring about the End of Days, or so we 
believe. We all joined together to prevent the superevils from taking her because a wise 
man named Maestro came to warn us of the trials we would face and that we would only 
last if we stuck together. But thanks to you, Elsie will most likely never be able to fight, 
and you have doomed the world. Congratulations, you destroyed an innocent girl’s life. 
You claimed to be against the supers for bringing wanton destruction, yet you are its very 
epitome. Isn’t hindsight ironic sometimes?" "So what are you going to do with me?" asks 
Owen, "Kill me, and be the worthless super that I spoke about?" "All people can be good 
or evil, regardless of super powers. Hell, Incarnate killed those 28 without even using any 
powers, but good old fashioned weaponry. Killing does not make one worthless - killing 
needlessly does. Yes, I am going to kill you, for the worthless super that you are, not for 
the one that you claim I am." Leopard steps down on Owen's neck and breaks it with a 
stifled crunch. He leaves the room and goes back down to the first floor, where the rest of 
the supers have gathered. "Well, the deed is done; Owen is no more." Cubes shrugs, 
unsure of how to take the news. Owen was just a boy, yet he still turned to evil, yet he 
was also driven to evil by another. Hammerspace is more aghast at the statement, but 
leaves his emotions inside. "Bombshell" he asks, "Why did you all come when Cubes 
called? I thought you were staying out of the mess that Incarnate started?" "It was Seethe 
and Twine that convinced me" answers Bombshell, "They mentioned that since they were 
also involved in the murders, they should help after all. And, since I gave them the bombs 
in the first place, I was an accessory to murder. When the three of us decided to go, 
Leopard joined in, thinking it might be a good chance to repair the relationship with you 
guys, and so he called the rest of the gang as well to help. Although Cubes told us of 
Owen's power, we couldn’t just leave you all alone, not when we have two super soldiers 
available. I hope you don’t mind the corpses lying around the second floor." "I wish they 
had just been subdued and incapacitated, but given that they were being relentless, 
perhaps you had no choice. As for Owen, I think it would have been better to send him to 
Kraftbrecher instead of killing him. With his power, he’d be useless against the guards 
there, so he’d never pose a problem for anyone." "Nevertheless, he was deserving of 
death" says Leopard, "Even if he was pushed along his path." Hammerspace sighs, 
knowing he won’t be able to argue his point with Leopard. 

"So what are we going to do about Volta?" asks Cubes, changing the subject, "She's 
headed toward Asimoville to find NightElOO." "We’ll just have to catch up to her" replies 
Bombshell, "It's not like she knows how to find him, so that gives us some time to track 
her." "Even with that" responds Cubes, "We’re pretty tired from the mob...although your 
side should still be okay." "Well, that wasn’t blatant at all" says Claire, "But I'll go." "Me, 
too" adds Penta, "I can definitely fly a few of us there, which would be faster than going 



by car, especially if you're trying to find someone." "Then take me with you" declares 
Bombshell, and the three of us will track her down and deal with things from there." 
"What about Seethe and Twine?" asks Seeker, "Shouldn’t they go if they were a part of 
Incarnate's plan?" "I'm actually kinda freaked out by flyin'" replies Twine, "So I think I’ll 
sit this one out." "And I'm also pretty tired" says Seethe. "Three's enough for me, 
anyhow" says Penta, "I don't know if I can carry four, let alone five, people to a different 
city, and still have the energy left over to cast spells." "How does that even work?" asks 
Twine, "Do you have a limit on spells cast or somethin’?" "My magic is limited by the 
level of my mental energy" says Penta, "So too much strain on my mind which make me 
unable to cast any spells." "Shouldn’t it be a mental super power then, and not a spiritual 
one?" "Magic originates from demons, who used their own essence to cast spells and 
curses, so when it was given to human beings, it became a spiritual power. Some spells 
do involve using the soul - like resurrecting zombies - but most involve the mind. 
However, the mind is the result of the body combining with the soul, so you can say that 
mental energy is really spiritual energy." "Uhh" interrupts Claire, "We should probably 
get to it before we lose Volta forever." 

* 

Volta, meanwhile, is speeding through the streets of Asimoville, looking for anything, any 
clue at all, that will lead her to NightElOO. "Did I, did I just pass this street a few minutes 
ago? Am I going in circles?" She remains lost, however, in an unfamiliar city, late at 
night. Soon, she hears sirens behind her and she pulls to the side, grumbling. The cop gets 
out of his car and goes to her window. He raps on it, and she brings it down. "License and 
registration, please." Volta, annoyed by this delay creates a bolt of lightning in her hand. 
The cop sees this and pulls out his gun. "What?" asks Volta, "Don’t tell me you're afraid 
of little old me." "Please put that away, miss. I don't want to have to shoot you." "Relax, 
I'll be fine. You should be more worried about yourself." She throws the bolt and it hits 
the officer, shocking him and causing him to drop the floor. Volta gets out and stands over 
him, kicking the gun away. "What is it that you want, exactly?" asks the officer, looking 
around for anyone to help. "I'm looking for a bastard named 'NightElOO'. You heard of 
him?" "Of course" answers the cop, "He's a big supervillain in this city. He lives with 
Grim and Binder." "Grim and Binder?" thinks Volta, looking aside, "Damn, I wasn’t 
expecting others." She turns her attention back to the policeman, and says, "And do you 
know where I can find him?" The officer shakes his head multiple times. "Sorry, I have 
no idea. He's kept himself hidden well, despite his appearance. You can try asking Libra, 
though." "Libra? Who's he?" "He's Grim’s rival " answers the cop, "If you let me, I'll 
write down his address and give you the directions." "Alright, then, now we’re getting 
somewhere." Volta helps the cop up and he gives her the address. "Are you going after 
NightElOO to kill him?" "Probably." "Best of luck. He's hard to hurt, even with a gun." 
The officer directs Volta to Libra's house, and she drives off, relieved that she may get 
revenge after all. 

When she arrives, Volta find herself in front of a small, two-story house. "49 Spirit Lane. 
Well, here we are." She gets out of the car and walks down the stone pathway to the front 
door, knocking twice on the mahogany wood. After a few moments, she hears movement 



and the door opens. A weary-eyed man in a bathrobe stands before her and asks, "Yeah, 
can I help you?" "I'm looking for NightElOO - and his pals. I was told you could assist 
me?" "This late? Can't you come back tomorrow?" "The matter is very important to me. I 
seek to hunt him down and kill him." "Fine, fine, come in." Volta shuts the door behind 
her and sits down. "I, myself, don’t know where they live, but I know someone who 
might be able to tell you. We’ll see." Volta sighs; "Another person?" she thinks, "Is this a 
wild goose chase after all?" The man leaves the room, and Volta is by herself, as she 
glances around until he query can be answered. She hears murmuring coming from 
another room, and soon the man comes back with a woman wearing sunglasses. 
"Sunglasses? At night?" wonders Volta, "Is that part of her power?" "Allow me to 
formally introduce ourselves. My name is Libra, the head superhero of this town, allow 
we live in separate factions. This here is Wanda, who I came across a while ago. She was 
originally a villain but now she —" "I know who she is" says Volta, "She's one of the 
superevils who attacked my home in order to get my daughter. Give me one reason why I 
shouldn’t kill her right now?" Volta's body surges with electricity. "Allow me to explain" 
says Wanda, putting up a hand to symbolize her pacification, "Mjytresz forced Yvette and 
I to fight against you. Yes, we were villainesses to begin with, but he took our mother 
hostage and kept her hidden from us. We had no choice but to obey, or else he would've 
hurt her. Beside, he could have always just controlled us from afar if he really wanted to." 
Volta huffs. "A likely story, but I don't have a choice at the moment. I need you to tell me 
where NightElOO lives." 

"Very well" answers Wanda, "But you’ll have to take me with you. I know how to get 
there by feel. You see, after Seethe blinded me, I fled from the Villa in the night, 
somehow making it to Asimoville by sunrise, when I was thrust from the shadows. I was 
found by some pedestrians, who took me to the hospital. My powers were eventually 
discovered, and hearing of them, Grim found me and took me in. But I became disdainful 
of villainy, as it had blinded me and killed my sister - as for my mother, I believe she is 
dead, but since Mjytresz has been exterminated, I have no way of knowing. I left Grim’s 
home and found my way here, eventually finding a form of solace. But why do you want 
to find NightElf30?" "Long story short" answers Volta, "He led to Elsie being beaten by a 
mob of people. I still don't know what her condition is, but he has to pay for his actions." 
"I'll lead you to him, but that as far as I'll go. I can longer fight in my condition, being 
unable to tell where the shadows are." "Okay, I guess" responds Volta, "But, wait! Libra, 
why haven't you gone after him, if you had Wanda’s knowledge of his location?" "My 
power isn't so useful against their little group" he replies. "So what is your power?" "I 
'liberate' people by vaporizing within a given radius anything that isn’t alive. I call it the 
'King's Eyes', since it sounds cool." "That seems like a very useless power to me" 
answers Volta. "Not at all" says Libra, "I can destroy a super's suit or weapon by doing 
this, leaving them vulnerable to all attacks. It's just not that great against these particular 
three." "How so?" "Grim, the leader, is perfectly normal in all respects, other than his left 
hand. If he touches your bare skin with it, you automatically die. Binder, the second, can 
turn all or parts of his body into glue, so he doesn't even need clothes to begin with if he 
doesn't want to wear any. And NightElf30’s clothes do grant him speed, but even without 
them, he's still formidable. It's not like being shot when he does have his clothes on hurts 
any less than with them off." "Fine, stay here like a coward. Wanda, lets go." Volta takes 



Wanda's hand and the two leave the house. A woman appears behind Libra. "Come to 
bed, honey. It's late." "I know, I know. I'll be right there, Cassandra." Libra sits down and 
thinks about what Volta said. "She's going into a suicide mission, but I have no reason to 
help her. Perhaps I should have revealed that NightElOO doesn’t really die when he loses 
all his hitpoints, but I doubt that would matter." 

Volta drives around, listening to Wanda's instructions. "Left, straight for two blocks, a 
right...right here, keep going for now until you reach Astral Avenue, then make a left onto 
it." Volta drives quickly, itching with eagerness to decimate NightElOO. "So how did you 
come to know how to find them?" "It took me a long time, but I eventually found how to 
tell where I was going simply by the feel of it. Grim taught me the map of the city and I 
memorized every road and intersection in it, even the dead ends. I know how long they 
are, so I can feel when we should be turning, like right about now." Volta makes a left, 
and Wanda instructs her for the rest of the way, eventually coming to a stop in front of a 
warehouse. "It's a fairly big home since there's a whole area for sparring" says Wanda, 
"But don't let the size fool you - there are only three people living there. In the front part 
is an open living room and a kitchen to the right. Past that are four bedrooms, and past 
that is the arena. NightElOO's room is the second one on the right. Best of luck - I'll be 
here in the car." Volta gets out, and as she approached the warehouse, her phone rings. 
"Uh, hello?" "Yeah, Volta, it's Bombshell. We’re in Asimoville, looking for you to assist. 
Any chance you know where you are?" "In fact, I do, thanks to our old friend Wanda. I 
know, I was also surprised that she's still alive. I'm at 343 Psyche Street. I'll be waiting 
for you." She hangs up and leans against the car. "I guess I still have a while until they 
get here. I wonder how many came with Bombshell? As I recall, NightElOO is a bitch to 
kill." 

Eventually, the three villainesses get there and Volta informs them of their targets. "Grim 
sounds like the one to watch out for" says Bombshell, "Especially if it's dark. Perhaps we 
better turn the lights on and not surprise them." "Good call" says Volta, "The element of 
surprise would be nice, but that might be a bad sacrifice. On the other hand, we can 
always sneak in and kill Grim first. But...that's still risky in such a small area. I'm 
thinking we go to the arena as well and not take chances with Death himself." Bombshell 
picks the lock on the front door and the four of them walk through the living room, past 
the bedrooms, and into the sparring area, holding their hands against the wall along the 
way for blind support. When they get there, Volta finds a light switch and flicks it on, 
illuminating the majority of the warehouse. Volta goes to NightElOO’s room, and throws 
a bolt of lightning at the door, breaking it down, and then she immediately runs back to 
the others. The loud noises awaken the three male villains and they come out, suited, to 
find the four female supers waiting for them. "Ho, what's this?!" exclaims NightElOO to 
Volta, "Have you come back for more, girl-Zeus?" Grim turns to him and asks, "Do you 
kn ow these women?" "Only the one on the right. The others are a mystery to me." 
"Basically" explains Volta "We’re here to kill NightElOO. Let us fight him, or join in. 
These are your two option." "We must join in" answers Binder, "For we are as one unit." 
"Very well." Volta charges at NightElOO, but Binder jumps in front of him and turns 
completely into glue, and collapses to the floor. Volta tries to halt her steps, but one foot 
gets stuck in the glue and she find herself unable to move. NightElOO take an arrow and 



loads it onto his bow. He shoots at Volta, but electricity spreads across her body and acts 
as a force field, knocking away the arrow and freeing her foot from the glue. Binder 
returns to nonnal and sweeps Volta's leg, causing her to fall to the ground. Claire sets 
herself on fire and races toward NightElfiO, so he takes out a vial and drinks it, and a 
blue veil shrouds him. She runs into him, only to bounce back, nearly landing on Binder, 
who rolls out of the way. Grim, assessing the situation, pulls out two guns and begins 
shooting at Volta, but the electricity blocks the bullets, and they bounce off of her 
harmlessly. He targets Claire instead, but Bombshell throws a mini-sticky bomb at him. 
Grim grabs it with his left hand and closes his fist. The bomb explodes, revealing his true 
left hand, which is composed of just bone. Grim smirks and runs to Bombshell, his arm 
outstretched. Claire breathes fire at him, and the flames singe his clothes, so he jumps 
back, as NightElfiO releases an arrow at her. However, it reverses direction, by a spell of 
Penta's, and the arrow hits NightElfiO instead, garnering a "-7". 

"A cursed arrow?" thi nk s NightElfiO, "No doubt the witch has had a hand in this!" He 
shoots another arrow, this time at Penta, and it hits her shoulder, piercing the suit a little. 
Penta cries out and Volta throws a bolt at NightElfiO, which hits him, causing an 
additional "-8" in damage. Binder leaps at Volta and covers her head in glue so that she 
can’t breathe. Volta brings her hands to the glue and shocks Binder over and over, but he 
remains on her persistently. Claire puts a hand on the glue and starts to evaporate it, but 
NightElfiO shoots an arrow at her while Grim dives at Volta leg. Grim grabs her shoe 
trying to get it off, and the arrow hits Claire's side, wounded her and causing her to fall. 
Volta, in desperation, holds her hands together and forms a blade of lightning, slashing it 
around her head and forcing Binder off into submission. Bombshell throws a bomb and 
Grim and it releases sleeping gas, causing everyone in the room to fall asleep, except for 
Penta, who rises up into the air, high enough to escape the gas. When the supers awake, 
Grim, Binder, and NightElfiO find themselves bound against the wall by magic. "Now 
you can have your closure, Volta." Volta nears NightElfiO and creates the blade once 
more. She stabs him over and over, each time causing a "-8" to appear, until NightElfiO 
suddenly fades away. He awakens in his room, naked, his equipment beside him. "Great" 
he thinks, "I'm at level zero again. I hope this won’t take as long as last time. Getting 
experience is such a drag." Volta turns to Grim and Binder and says, "Well, that's good 
enough for me. I don’t care if you two live or not, so I'll quit while I'm ahead. I need to 
get home to my daughter." The four supers walk away. "Wait!" shouts Grim, "Surely you 
won't leave us here like this." "Don’t worry" soothes Penta, "That'll wear away soon. My 
energy is low so the spell can't last long." They leave the warehouse and Volta brings 
Wanda back to Libra's house, and then the four return to Eisenstadt. "So, do you think 
you'll be alright?" asks Bombshell. "I think so, Bombshell. But first, I want to see how 
Elsie is doing. Say, why didn't you use that bomb right away?" "That was only out of 
desperation. I had no idea Penta would escape from it; perhaps I should get myself a gas 
mask for times like these." 



Chapter 91: The Body Electric 


By the time Volta gets back to Eisenstadt, it is already very late, and so she promises to 
herself that she’ll go to the hospital in the morning. For the time being, she stays with 
Mother, unable to face the superheroes for her murder of NightElfiO, regardless of 
whether or not he deserved it. When morning arrives, she races to the hospital after a 
quick breakfast. There she meets a physician, Dr. Fuller, who tells her everything. 
"Unfortunately, Volta, Elsie shows no sign of recovery from her injuries. They are so 
severe that there is no evidence of brain function. Her pupils are fixed and she does not 
respond to pain. We ran an EEG on her and it is was isoelectric, meaning it was flat-lined, 
or without brain activity. We cannot confirm brain death without another doctor 
performing the same examinations on her 24 hours from now, but I have seen cases like 
this before, and they rarely turn out well. Nevertheless, I recommend that we let another 
doctor look over her and see if he or she finds anything different." Volta is crushed but 
appears stone-faced, perhaps too pained to even respond. She manages to say "Thank you 
for doing your best, and walks away from Dr. Fuller, and into Elsie's room. She finds 
Hammerspace sleeping in a chair next to the bed and wonders why he stayed through the 
night, but decides not to bother his sleep just to ask about it. Volta sits down on the other 
side of the bed and takes Elsie's hand into her own. The hand is wann, but Volta knows 
that Elsie is dead inside, no longer able to hear her voice or feel her touch. Volta regrets 
that Elsie was was the reincarnation of Eve, for her powers brought nothing but pain and 
anguish. "Poor Elsie, poor, poor Elsie. You are but a child, but were given the 
responsibilities of an adult. Not even 9 years old, and yet you are closer to death than I 
have ever been. We should have been better at keeping you safe, all of us. Your fate is a 
pox on both our houses, and a sign of our failures. We couldn’t keep our own 
disagreements aside in the end, and you paid the price for it. I wonder what Maestro 
would say..." 

Hammerspace stirs in his chair and awakens. He looks to his left and sees Volta with 
Elsie. He gets out of the chair to leave the mother and daughter alone, but Volta says 
"Wait!" and Hammerspace turns to her. "What is it?" "Why did you stay here all night?" 
asks Volta, "It's not like Elsie needed someone by her side..." "I just thought that the part 
of her that's still here might want someone near her, just to show that she's loved. The rest 
of the Villa will be visiting throughout the day, even if Elsie can’t respond. After all, she's 
what binds us all together. Do you know if any of the supervillains are coming?" "They 
didn't say anything" answers Volta, "But I left pretty quickly. Maybe I should call them." 
"Don’t hassle yourself, I'll do it. Just spend some time here for now." Hammerspace 
leaves the room and calls up Mother, while Cubes passes him by and enters. "Volta, I 
hope you are alright after everything that happened yesterday." "I think that's an 
impossibility" replies Volta, "If anything, it would be a good sign if I'm not alright, 
because then it means I'm reacting properly to the situation. Blocking out pain can be a 
bad thing." "You seem to be blocking, however" says Cubes, "Based on the expression on 
your face. I know you've always been the aggressive type, but there's nothing wrong with 
crying." "You've been here five seconds and you've already summed me up? Believe me, 



I'm not blocking out the pain - I'm just not showing it." Cubes goes around the bed and 
sits next to her. "Do you...need anything? Is there anything I can do for you?" "I don't 
know" responds Volta, "What can I possibly need right now? Elsie probably won’t get any 
better, and I, myself, am comfortable. I don’t know, what the hell can I even do? Just sit 
here and watch her rot away. Can you even fix a damaged brain?" "Maybe not medically" 
says Cubes, "But perhaps Penta or Misha’el can do something." Volta's eyes light up. 

"Say, that's a good idea! Spiritual powers transcend the physical being, so maybe they can 
do something." Volta calls up Misha'el and asks for him to come when he has the chance, 
then does the same for Penta. 

They both answer in the affirmative, but Misha'el cannot come until the next day, because 
of travel restrictions due to the Sabbath. Penta, on the other hand, has no classes that day 
and says she'll be there soon. When she arrives, she brings with her a spell book on 
healing and closes the door upon entering Elsie's room. "Uh, I think that door needs to 
stay open" utters Volta, "Just in case the doctors need to rush in case of...oh, right. Yeah, I 
guess you can keep it closed." Penta sits down in the seat that Hammerspace had 
occupied and opens the book. She fiddles and fumbles through the pages until she finds 
the page she's looking for. "A full body healing, that's the closest thing there is in here. 
There are no spells specifically for brain death." "Hey, I'll try anything to get her back. 
Just do what you can." Penta chants "Mix ya kada" over and over and Elsie body glows 
indigo. Penta keeps it up for a full minute then stops as according to the directions in her 
book, and the glow fades away. However, Elsie does not react to any prodding or poking, 
and her pupils remain fixed. "I'm sorry Volta, I guess even magic can't fix the brain." 
"...That's alright, it was only a hope..." "Hold on!" exclaims Cubes, "What about Radon’s 
soul? If you give it to Elsie, will she wake up?" Penta shrugs. "Honestly, I have no idea. 
Dealing with souls is always a murky matter. There's so much we don’t understand about 
the spiritual world. But I will try, if you’d like." Volta nods, and Penta takes off her amulet 
which contains Radon's soul. She places it over Elsie's head and chants "Thalan uz u mixi 
ix ya". Radon’s soul emerges from the amulet and invades Elsie's body, but the body 
pushes the soul out and it returns to the amulet. "Hmm, I guess a body can only hold one 
soul at a time unless they are fused." "But why shouldn’t Elsie wearing the amulet work?" 
asks Volta, "Wouldn’t the soul possess her?" "No" answers Penta, "It doesn't work that 
way. I can use Radon's soul because it forms a fusion with my soul. In this case, I would 
posit, no connection can be made since the host soul is non-active. I'm sorry, but I don’t 
think my current level of magic can solve this problem for you." Penta takes off the 
amulet and puts it back on herself. "I'll let you know if I find anything, but I don’t think 
that will be the case." Penta leaves the hospital. 

Throughout the day, different supers, regardless of whether hero or villain, come to visit, 
each trying their best to comfort Volta. But none know the pain that she has gone through. 
Volta, at one point stares at the window at the brick wall across the street, wondering why 
everything came to this. "I don’t understand" she thinks, "If Elsie was to bring about the 
End of Days, then why is she here, brain dead? How could fate possibly turn things out 
this way if she were The One? What possible answer could this be?" Xeno comes late at 
night and Volta asks him these very questions. "I don’t really know, Volta, I'm a simple 
man myself. But Elsie created many things, like the bond between the two Villas, or how 



Chrono and I got our powers. There must be plenty that she has done." "But the only 
purpose of uniting the Villas was to protect her, as Maestro said. Furthermore, Chrono 
died, so her creation seems unnecessary. "Perhaps" responds Xeno, "But I am not dead, 
so maybe the future holds me as an important part. Additionally, if Chrono hadn’t been 
given her power, than maybe Dumah would have been able to defeat all of us and claim 
Elsie for Mjytresz. But who can know? Some things are beyond us. A single life is like a 
single frame in an entire movie. We cannot know the full picture with just one piece of 
the puzzle." "True, but Elsie was an important piece" replies Volta, "You'd think there 
would be more clarity when it came to her life." They continue to talk more, but 
eventually get nowhere in their discussion. After Xeno leaves, a new doctor enters the 
room and introduces himself as Dr. Edison. He begins a series of tests on Elsie, letting 
Volta observe, and runs another EEG on her. However, it shows no brain function and Dr. 
Edison concludes that Elsie is, indeed, brain dead. Volta drops her head in response, 
sulking at the results but knowing that there was little alternative. She drives back to the 
Villa and delivers the news to everyone. After a day of sitting with Elsie, she feels 
drained, so Volta takes a quick shower and goes to her lonely bed, easily falling asleep 
where she might meet Nexus and Elsie in her dreams. 

In the morning, Volta and Misha’el go to the hospital, and Misha’el brings a bible with 
him. They enter Elsie's room and close the door - Misha’el takes out a vial and dabs his 
left palm with D'yo ink, then proceeds to smear the liquid over regions of his body. He 
chants "Keter, Bina, Da'at, Gedula, Gevurah, Tiferet, Nesach, Hod, Yisod, Malchut", and 
his body glows indigo. Then, he takes the bible and balances it on its spine. After several 
moments, the book falls open. Misha’el closes his eyes and places his right index linger 
randomly. It ends up on the right page, just under the verse that reads "Vayashov ha'afar 
al ha’aretz kishehaya viharuach tashuv el ha’elokim asher nitanah." ("Thus the dust 
returns to the ground, as it was, and the spirit returns to God Who gave it.") Misha’el 
repeats this over to Volta, who then asks, "So, what do we do? You're the spiritual one, 
after all, so I would think it best to ask you." "It's hard to say" replies Misha’el, "On the 
one hand, the verse seems to be indicating that we should pull the plug on her" - Volta 
eyes open wide - "But such an act is forbidden according to some. I could be 
misinterpreting the words, however." Volta sighs. "No, I think you may be right. I still 
don’t understand why this happened if Elsie was truly a demigoddess, but right now, she 
can't do anything in this state. I think...that Elsie needs to return so that she can be reborn 
again and the Redemption can finally happen. I really don’t want this to be the case, but I 
don’t think I have a choice in the matter. The world is at stake here, and I am only one 
person - life does not revolve around me." Misha’el approaches her and says, "I don’t 
know how hard this is for you - none of us do - but please remember that we are all 
always there for you to lean on." Misha’el exits the room and Volta is left alone with Elsie 
once more. 

A week later, Volta is back in the hospital room, and she walks back and forth, nervously, 
as she ponders the choice that now lies before her. "On the one hand, by letting her go. I'll 
be promoting destiny. But what if, on the other hand, she is not meant to go, and by some 
miracle she gets better? Then I'll be sacrificing my child for no good reason! How can a 
mother possibly choose between her child and the welfare of others, even that of the 



whole world? It's a lose-lose situation! Yet the bibliomancy stated what I should do, and 
who am I to argue with divination? Unless this is just some kind of test in reality, but why 
would that be? I'm in a difficult position already, so there is no sense in making things 
even harder for me - nothing can be gained. No, the divination must be correct. I must 
learn to say goodbye to Elsie and finally let her free from her body." Volta finds Dr. Fuller 
and tells him of her decision. The two of them return to Elsie's room and Dr. Fuller takes 
Elsie off the ventilator. Her breathing stops and her heartbeat ceases - Elsie is dead. Volta 
thanks the doctor for all his efforts and asks to be alone. When he leaves, she closes the 
door and bends down over Elsie; she wraps her arms around Elsie and hugs her lifeless 
body. Volta remains silent, but a flood of tears stream out from her eyes. The drops fall 
onto Elsie's body and stain the hospital clothes. After several minutes of just standing 
there, Volta lets Elsie go and backs away from the bed. She leaves the room and goes to 
the roof of the hospital. 

Volta leans against the railing on the roof which separates her from a six story drop. She 
lets out a tormented scream, her voice echoing over the city, and her body becomes 
electrified as she releases as much physical energy as she can as a form of a catharsis for 
her pain. Exhausted, she climbs over the railing and looks at the street below. "Perhaps 
Elsie had to die so that others may live, but not me. Now, I can be with my family once 
more." She jumps off the roof and starts to fall. After about five feet, however, her body 
suddenly stops in midair and is imbued with a yellow aura. "What the hell?" she wonders 
in fear. A translucent and yellow Nexus appears, his form as it was when he faced 
Mjytresz. "Nexus? Is that really you?" "Yes, Volta, it is. When I kissed you after defeating 
Mjytresz, I injected part of myself into your body so that I could still be with you. I am 
here to tell you that you will never be alone, even if no one is around you." "You mean 
you'll also be here with me?" "No, this is a one time deal. It's taking all my remaining 
energy just to be here." Nexus lifts Volta back onto the roof and follows her there. "So 
then how will I never be alone?" "Because, my love, Elsie and I will be watching from up 
above. Do not fear pain, because you are surrounded by friends, and do not fear 
loneliness, for there is another for you to love." "Another?" asks Volta, "Who is it?" "It's 
Hammerspace. He, too, lost someone close to him, and he gave up his whole life from 
another world just to be with her, so he can understand what it feels like to be hopeless. 
Pursue his love, and the two of you will find happiness once more. But, please, do not try 
to kill yourself anymore. It will cause so much pain, not only for others, but for yourself 
as well." "Thank you so much, Nexus. I hope to see you again one day." "And I will wait 
for you, no matter how long." Nexus begins to fade away. "I love you, Kelly." "I love 
you, too, Jean." Nexus disappears completely and Volta goes back inside. 

Above, on a floor of clouds, stand Prime and Swap, looking down. "I don’t understand, 
Prime" says Swap, "I was supposed to protect Elsie until her death, but I was prevented 
from doing anything when Owen told those people to beat her. What gives?" "I think it 
was all just a lesson for you. You couldn’t help her because you were supposed to watch 
her get beaten. Her suffering became your suffering, so that you could genuinely acquire 
your afterlife. As for Elsie, she was destined to die so that she would be born again." "But 
that makes no sense!" cries Swap, "Why would that happen?" "Because it was known that 
the two Villas would separate once more, on account of Incarnate. Elsie died so that they 



would rejoin, and be there to protect her next incarnation. Do not worry so much, child, 
for there are explanations for everything, although they may not always satisfy a person's 
curiosity. In the end, everything works out as intended, even if there are glitches along the 
way. As they say, 'I may have forgotten where I was going, but I think I found where I 
needed to be'. Keep this in mind. Now, if you'll excuse me, I am needed." Prime flies 
away, leaving Swap to look over the city. "Had I known that Elsie was Eve's 
reincarnation, would I have still agreed to Mjytresz's demands? I would like to say no, 
but I think that the possibility that I might gain her power might still have been enough to 
sway me toward evil. Let me let go of my doubts, and embrace what the future holds for 


us all." 



Chapter 92: From The Grave 


It is raining on this night in Adamsville, the city to the east of Eisenstadt. ’Dark and 
stormy' might well describe it, but this is no coincidence. The mission was chosen for this 
night specifically because of its weather and extra lack of light due to the clouds hovering 
above. The rain and darkness would shield the figure from being observed, and the rain 
would wash away any blood after the fact. We see a being that has no suit; rather he is 
dressed in an outfit of black sweatpants and a sweatshirt, the hood pulled over to shield 
his identity. He also wears a mask which covers the upper half of his face, as well as his 
nose. He runs to the side of an apartment building, under the eaves where the rain is 
much lighter, and pulls out a checklist with a set of surnames and addresses on it. They 
are all crossed off except for one: it reads "Loters, 4C." The man in black tucks the list 
into his right pocket, makes his way to the back entrance of the building, pulling out a set 
of tools, and proceeds to break into the building. Wishing to stay out of sight, he decides 
to take the stairs and not the elevator, diminishing the risk of being seen. He goes up to 
the fourth floor, and finds the apartment labeled '4C. Pressing his ear to the door, loud 
music is heard coming from the apartment. "Heh" he thinks, "Always the same. Music 
may soothe the savage beast, but it also hides its crimes." 

The person slowly opens the door, and, finding the coast clear, sneaks into the apartment, 
being sure to close and lock the door behind him, just in case an outsider disrupts the job. 
He walks toward the source of the music, and pulls out a gun. He stops right before a 
closed door, and puts on the silencer, and mentally prepares himself for what's about to 
happen next. "Four, at 18, 19, 36, and 38; females die first to reduce risks of screaming." 
The man kicks the door open with all his might, and the scene before him repeats what he 
has witnessed dozens of times before. A family of four, made up of a couple and two 
children, one male and the other female, engaged in what can aptly be described as 
incest. Their naked bodies, enmeshed with one another, boil the man’s blood, but he takes 
care not to show any emotion or say anything. Instead, he lifts his gun and shoots the 
mother and daughter, killing them instantly. He shoots the son next, fatally wounding 
him, but the father is given enough time from all these murders, and he tackle the man. 
The gun falls from his hand as they land on the ground, so he pulls a knife from a sheath, 
hidden below his sweatshirt and stabs the father in the side a few times. The father groans 
in pain, and the figure rolls away from him, getting back on his feet. The father shows 
remarkable resolve and stands up as well. He kicks the figure in the crotch, but the 
criminal does not react. "You're a woman?" asks the father. The person smiles and lifts a 
second gun from her left side, shooting the father once in the forehead. With her mission 
complete, the woman retrieves her first gun and washes away the knife in the bathroom. 
She leaves a calling card, marked only with an 'M' on the father's body, and then scours 
the house for valuables. She finds a set of keys, three hundred dollars in a rainy day fund, 
a laptop, various portable music players, and plenty of jewelry, and packs it all into a 
bookbag. Leaving the apartment, she takes the fire escape and not the front entrance, 
climbing down the ladder to the street, where her clothes get soaked from the downpour, 
obliterating any evidence. She takes the set of keys and gets into her new car, and drives 



off into the night. The Loters' bodies are not found until a few hours later, when 
complaints come in about the music being played at such late hours. 


By the next morning, the woman is already on the way to Eisenstadt, her next targeted 
city, with her various belongings. "And so it begins again" she thinks, "Let's hope 
Eisenstadt doesn’t take as long; something tells me it won't, since it has a greater amount 
of supers in it than Adamsville, so the families are probably more paranoid. Still, the 
private is often hard to see, so you never know..." Back in Adamsville, two detectives are 
at the scene of the crime. "Macabre again?" "Yeah, the perp adds four more to his 
collection. Based on the way the gunshots were inflicted, and seeing how the bodies are 
still arranged in coitus, I’d say Macabre found them this way when he killed them." "The 
same as all the others, then? You have to admit, he’s got zeal." "Hmph, zeal for murder is 
a bad thing. It doesn’t matter what the victims were doing, this still counts as criminal 
activity. Did your guys find anything?" "Yeah, there's a car on the side that belonged to 
the last victims. Macabre probably took their car, then traded it for the Loters' after he 
killed them. He doesn't want to stay with one car for too long to avoid being traced. "But 
we know the license plate of their car, so we can still trace him. Get your boys on that." 
"Gotcha." The second detective, more empathetic with Macabre's actions, goes back to 
the station with his team. The car's license plate number is put into the ALPR - 
Automatic License Plate Recognition - system, in which surveillance cameras are used to 
locate cars for various reasons, including toll collection and stolen vehicles. 

Unfortunately for Macabre, the car shows up as she passes through a toll on the interstate 
highway between the two cities. The detective alerts the others as to Macabre's location, 
then calls up the police of Eisenstadt to tell them of the serial killer's journey toward their 
city. He leads his team after Macabre, while Eisenstadt's forces set up a blockade in an 
effort to trap her. 

When Macabre sees the blockade appearing over the horizon, she realizes that there are 
no exits between them and speeds up. As the car gets faster, the cops bring out their 
weapons and point it at her, but Macabre refuses to stand down. She continues to increase 
her velocity, and slams through the space between two of the cop cars, driving off into the 
distance while the cops shoot at her. Macabre, needing a safe place to get away from 
them, is already aware of the super situation in Eisenstadt. In every city that she has been, 
Macabre always learned of its population of supers in case she ever needed to watch out 
for any of them, and right now, she was looking for the villains. "Last I heard, the 
daughter of the villains and the son of the heroes were together" she thinks, "That means 
that I'll need to go to the heroes in order to find the villains." Knowing the address of the 
Villa, she parks in the alley to the left of the building, squeezing the car in. Macabre gets 
out, and makes her way to the front, looking to see if any cops are driving by in search of 
her. She knocks on the door, and Seeker opens it, not worried of who it may be. "Can I 
help you?" he asks, a little confused by her clothes. "Yeah, I'm looking for Claire" 
Macabre answer in a clearly male, but effeminate, voice. "May I ask in regards to what?" 
"I need some help from her. I hear the heroes and villains are intertwined?" "More or 
less" answers Seeker, "Come on in while I get her...by the way, are you a super?" "Some 
call me that" answers Macabre, "But I'm just a regular guy." "So what's your name, while 
where at it?" "I am Macabre." "Muh-cah-breh? Isn’t it pronounced 'Muh-cahb'?" Macabre 



rolls his eyes. "Technically, yes, but technically, it can also be pronounced ’Muh-cah-ber’ 
or ’Muh-cah-bra'. I just happen to like this personal variation." "Alright, then. Be back 
soon." Seeker disappears in the elevator while Macabre sits on the bottom step, his arms 
crossed over his bent knees. Within a minute or two, Seeker and Claire arrive at the first 
floor and find Macabre on the stairs. "So" begins Claire, leading Macabre to lift up his 
head, "What can I do for you?" "I'm looking for the supervillains. Word has it that they 
broke away from the heroes, and seeing as you're sort of a go-between, I was hoping you 
can bring me to their location." "But what is your purpose?" asks Claire, "Why do you 
seek them?" "I need their help, that's all. Are they still taking people in?" "Well, yeah, if 
they're supers" replies Claire, "But Seeker tells me you're not, so what interest are you to 
the villains?" "I've also been told that they are in a tight spot, financially. I can help them 
there, along with any missions they might have. I only need a place to live, as I'm a 
transient." "Very well" sighs Claire, "I'll take you, but don’t expect things to work out." 
Claire and the Macabre leave the Villa, and he makes a quick dash to his car, where he 
gets out his belongings, and stashes them in the car that Claire has already started. 

They go on their way, passing a cop car or two every so often. Claire wonders about it 
and asks, "You're not in any trouble, are you? There seems to be a lot of police activity 
today, definitely more than usual." Macabre looks out the window and says, "They're 
probably after me. I guess leaving a calling card is just a bad idea, but I hoped doing so 
would leave a message as well." "What kind of message?" asks Claire, keeping her eye 
on the road. "That sexual depravity will lead to one's death, if only by my hands." 
"What?!" exclaims Claire, "Don't tell me you're a murderer." "A serial murderer, to be 
exact. And who are you to talk? As a villain, surely you have killed as well!" "I guess, so" 
responds Claire, "But it won't help your case. The villains are going through a weird 
phase right now, and having a murderer join them will only weaken their bond with the 
heroes." "I'm only a 'murderer' by the regular law. By divine law, I’d say I'm merely an 
executioner." "Oh, and how would that be?" inquires Claire. "I kill those who have 
committed the grave sin of incest." "Ew!" exclaims Claire, "How do you even find people 
like that?" "Through the Internet. People will reveal all kinds of things there. There are 
'groups' for people of all kinds of sexual natures, those Bacchanalian and debauched 
hedonists. They get together and share their stories, and I simply track them. Plus, once 
you find out where the first one lives, it's easier to find others, since they keep in contact 
with each in the real world as well. It's just a matter of following the trail. I eliminate 
them, and world becomes purer, simple as that." "How does one even get into this kind of 
a business?" asks Claire, "It seems so random." "Is it any more random than a girl who 
can create fire? Of course not. There are reasons for everything. I became a hunter 
because of my own past. I was sexually abused by my family for almost ten years before 
I finally killed them all one night while they slept so peacefully with their smiles. I was 
still a minor at the time, and considering the circumstances behind my abuse, I wasn't 
sent to jail, but went to an institution instead. Eventually, I was 'rehabilitated' and let out 
at the age of 18, where I trained my mind and body to withstand great amounts of pain. 
After that, I decided to kill all those who have defiled the purity of life, and set about my 
path. It proved to be fairly easy, although with each kill the groups get more wary with 
their information and I have to pretend more and more that I am one of them. After 
killing each family, I loot their valuables so that I can survive, since I don’t have a day 



job, and I became the wanderer that I am." "Do you ever worry that by pretending to be 
one of them, you might fall to their level?" wonders Claire, "Or are you completely above 
that?" "Certainly the latter. Even if I am in the same room when a travesty is occurring, I 
am not the least bit aroused by it. I can't be, for when I was training, I castrated myself. 
Sexual energy does not affect me." 

They pull up to Mother's, and Claire leads him to Mother's own apartment, where 
Bombshell and Crusher stay. At the moment, Bombshell is talking to Mother about 
irrelevant matters, and are intrigued when Claire and Macabre walk in. Macabre lowers 
his hood and takes off his mask, revealing his face for the first time. "Claire" asks 
Bombshell, "Don’t tell me you've traded in Seeker for an older man?" "What? No, this is 
Macabre. He asked me to bring him here." "Another villain? Well, you're certainly 
welcome here, provided that Mother agrees." "I apologize" says Macabre, "But I am not a 
super. I can understanding the mistake, given my mask, but I need a place to lay low for a 
while. People are after me." "An outlaw?" responds Bombshell, "We haven’t had one of 
those since Seethe. Can you provide any service to us? We’re a little low on funding at the 
moment..." Macabre digs into his left pocket and pulls out a roll of bills. "There's a 
thousand in this wad right here" he states, passing it to Bombshell, "And I've got a stash 
of valuables in the car." "I won't ask where you got it all from, but you can stay as far as I 
can approve, how about it, Mother?" Mother shrugs in response. "Eh, I'm alright. But 
don’t get yourselves caught with him, because I won’t be able to help you then." "That 
settles it, then" declares Bombshell, "You'll have to stay with Seethe and Twine since 
there's not a lot of room here, and there's no way you're staying in the other apartments." 
"That is fine by me" replies Macabre, "I thank you for your kindness." Claire goes back 
to the car with Macabre and the two unload Macabre's stuff to bring to his new home. 

"So, what do you really think, Mother?" "I think he's bad news, but he may be useful for 
us. But a non-super running from the cops, that's a bad mix. Let's just hope we don’t get 
dragged into the mire." 

While unloading the items and bringing them into Macabre's new home, Claire 
introduces Macabre to his new roommates and vice versa. She then brings him back to 
the Villa where he takes the old, smashed-up car, and drives behind Claire to the landfill, 
getting rid of any evidence. He gets inside Claire's car, and they drive away, as the Loters' 
car explodes, erasing any traces that might lead back to Macabre. They return to Mother's 
once more and go their separate ways. Macabre goes to his new room, shared with Twine, 
who immediately asks him why he has a super name, if he has no powers. "It is because 
my true identity is so marred and broken, that I had to rely on an alter ego to support 
myself through my harsh times. 'Macabre' is, according to some, derived from the word 
'Mehakever', which literally means, 'From the grave'. Similarly, Macabre is someone who 
comes from the grave, delivers to the grave, and aspires to the grave. He is my lifeblood, 
as obsessed with death as I may sound." Twine leaves the apartment for a while, and 
Macabre opens up the Loter patriarch's laptop. He sorts through all the data he can find, 
searching for his next targets. He finds a whole list of potential family victims in 
Eisenstadt, and chooses one with the most data available. "So, the Rotiks are next. With 
only three people, this should be an easier job than most. But, for now, I may have to 
push off the jobs until the cops stop searching for me so earnestly. Luckily, my bank 



account should last me for a while, until things become calmer and steadier. Better get 
planning, then." 

* 

Thirty minutes later, across town, Incarnate is lying in a lounge chair in his bedroom, 
muttering random sounds. 104.5 knocks on his door, and Incarnate opens it. "I just 
finished spying on the Family. It seems Bombshell has added a new member to the 
villains. He's not a super, but he goes by the name 'Macabre'. I know, I know, that's not 
how you pronounce it. Based on what he’s told Seethe and Twine, he's a 'messenger of 
justice’ and kills people for what he believes are sexual wrongs. How about it?" Incarnate 
sits up. "I say we may finally have our man. He must have a tortuous history to have gone 
down such a strange path. If he is indeed as twisted as I’d like to believe, then perhaps 
Macabre is the one." "Are you sure?" asks 104.5, "Why not me? Am I not old enough or 
compatible enough?" "I'll still need the use of your abilities afterward, so you can't be the 
one. And I can’t choose someone from either Villa, for they all know me well enough and 
would spot me in an instant. I have to use someone who doesn’t know me." "What if they 
tell Macabre about you, Incarnate, and I'm sure they would, considering the threat you are 
to them? Then what?" "I have plans in that case, don’t worry. All I need now is time." 



Chapter 93: The Weapon 


Days pass and Macabre settles in into his new surroundings. Slowly, the cops' dense 
presence in the city dwindles until it becomes its usual amount. On one particular 
morning, a man by the name of Dr. Franklin pays a visit to Leopard and Camel's 
apartment to check on the pregnancy. Normally, doctors wouldn’t go near supervillains, 
but there has been a good repertoire between Dr. Franklin and the Family over the years, 
and he visits on occasion, especially for the younger villains. Today, Camel is still in her 
first trimester, so the doctor performs a usual string of tests, such as a checking of extra 
blood flow into her nether regions, a softening of the cervix, and an enlargement of her 
uterus. As the tests go on, Dr. Franklin fires off a series of questions to the two of them, 
which Camel answers quickly while Leopard remains uncomfortable being in the same 
room as the procedures take place. "It’s been exactly 30 days since my last period" says 
Camel, "But my menstrual cycle is only fifteen days long, on account of my messed up 
DNA, so it's hard to say what my exact gestation period is." "That signifies a shorter span 
than nonnal, but all I can say for sure is that the gestation would take less than 266 days. 
Have you any history of previous pregnancies?" "No. This is also probably the first 
recorded pregnancy of a hybrid, unless Chuck and Sally have a litter of their own. .how 
about it, Leo?" Leopard comes to his senses for a bit. "Huh? Oh, I don't think they ever 
brought forth offspring, to put it lightly. They were probably worried about the possible 
risks." "What about illnesses?" interrupts Dr. Franklin, "Any current or past ones? And 
any inherited disorders?" "Certainly not for the latter" replies Camel, "Since we were 
bred from flawless human genes, and I don't think either of us ever got sick." "Except for 
the occasional cold" says Leopard, "But I doubt that counts." "No, that makes no 
difference" says Dr. Franklin, opening up a case filled with test tubes, "Now, I'll be taking 
a few vials of her blood to test for possible problems, and I'll also need a urine sample to 
check for high sugar and protein levels." "Possible problems?" asks Camel, "Like what?" 
"Anemia, rubella, hepatitis, and so forth. Don't worry, this is all standard procedure." The 
doctor inserts a needle into Camel's ann and fills five vials of blood - he shakes each and 
puts them in a tray, placing it back into the case. Dr. Franklin then hands Camel a small, 
plastic container to fill up, and after she goes to the bathroom to do her business, Dr. 
Franklin turns to Leopard. "So, are you excited about the wee one?" "Yeah" he replies 
calmly, "But who knows what can happen. With the baby have more human genes than 
animal ones, or will it be some bizarre hybrid? Will it be okay, or will it have some 
horrible defects? This is really screwing with nature here." "Hope for the best. In any 
case, I wish, with your consent, of course, to document this case all the way through. It's 
a marvel, you see." "Sure, sure" says Leopard, "And I’m certain Cammy agrees with me. 
You've been too helpful to turn down." Camel exits the bathroom and returns the now- 
filled container which Dr. Franklin puts in his case as well. He gets up and declares, 
"Well, that's all for today. I’ll schedule an ultrasound scan for three weeks from now; it's 
generally a month, but in your case less time makes sense. Have a good day!" 

They watch out the window as Dr. Franklin pulls away from the curb. "So what were you 
guys discussing? I couldn’t help but try to eavesdrop, but you were both mumbling." "Ah, 



nothing, he just wants to document the pregnancy, that's all." "For science, eh? I feel like 
that's a bit of a hypocrisy for us, considering how we escaped from a world of science. 
How do you know this information won’t be used to breed more super soldiers?" "I don’t, 
but Dr. Franklin has proven himself over the years to the Villa. The data might fall into 
the wrong hands, but the good doctor himself is to be trusted." Suddenly, they hear shots 
ring out from outside, and look to see what happened. Two dead bodies, both of strangers, 
and crumpled on the sidewalk across the street, blood pooling from the corpses. "Oh, 
crap, not again..." mutter Leopard. "What?" asks Camel, "Do you kn ow what this is all 
about?" "No, no, I just mean that more crap is happening. You'd think we'd get a break 
once in a while. It's probably Incarnate out for some revenge. There's no way that this 
happened on our street by coincidence, so it must be related to us somehow. Well, better 
gather the gang." Camel continues to observe while Leopard starts to leave. "Hold on, 
Leo, don’t know if we should attack so quickly. Come check this out." Leopard returns to 
the window and sees a strange figure approach the corpses. "What the hell is that thing?" 
What appears before them is certainly new to their eyes. It stands about six and a half feet 
tall and is encased in a metallic, yet soft, suit. On the left side, in black paint, the term 
"GRF3" is printed. The face is also hidden by a mask, except for the eyes and mouth - 
one eye is clearly electronic. "A robot, maybe?" "But is technology even at that advanced 
stage yet?" "You could say the same about us. We’re not supposed to even exist, yet here 
we are." "C’mon" urges Leopard, "Let's get the others and stop this thing. With some 
luck, it's just Incarnate in that suit." Being that the others are in different buildings 
throughout the block, and no longer under one roof, the two super soldiers call them up, 
deciding that physically fetching them is a bad idea considering the suited man across the 
street. The various villains each climb the stairs off their apartment buildings and enter 
onto the roof, where Penta flies them over to the roof where Leopard and Camel are 
present, Twine shutting his eyes and whimpering all the way. 

They stare down at their target, who seems to be doing the same thing back to the 
buildings in front of them, as if to size them up. "So what are we dealing with, Leo?" asks 
Bombshell, "Incarnate?" "That’d be my guess, but he seems awfully tall. And 'GRF3' is 
emblazoned on the suit. What could that mean?" "A designer's seal? Who knows. We 
won't figure out anything just standing here, however." Bombshell takes a bomb from her 
belt and hands it to Leopard. "Do you think you can hit hit from this far?" "Let's find 
out." Leopard pulls his arm back and throws the bomb. It lands a few feet in front of the 
man and explodes, kicking up asphalt and dust in the air. When they settle, the man still 
stands, undamaged. He looks up at the roof and states, "30.2° launch, from 18 meters in 
height. Sensing nine life forms. Two of nine are clad with Zayin cloth - targets acquired. 
Transmitting data now..." The man's natural eye flutters rapidly for a few moments, then 
opens again. He takes a grenade from his belt, pulls the pin, and hurls it up at an angle of 
59.8°. As it nears the roof, Macabre takes out a gun and shoots it, causing the grenade to 
explode in midair. The explosion pushes back the villains, and Bombshell turns to 
Macabre. "What was that? We could have knocked that thing away!" "There was no time" 
insists Macabre, "That was our best bet." "He's right" agrees Leopard, "And next time we 
may not get so lucky. Macabre, can you take him out from here?" "I’m certain I can hit 
him." Macabre take aim and lets out a shot. The bullet hits the man but bounces off his 
suit. "Hmph, bulletproof, as is to be expected. Bombshell, hand me another one of your 



creations. A sticky, this time." She gives it to him and Leopard leaps off the roof, 
slamming down onto the pavement below. He runs toward the man and tosses the bomb; 
it sticks to the suit and explodes, but the man is unharmed. "Still standing? What's that 
suit made of?" The man scans Leopard with his electronic eye. "Height and voice 
confirmation: target, Leopard." He raises a gun and shoots Leopard, who falls to the floor 
in response. Blood starts to exit the hole in his suit, and he shouts out "Piercings! He's got 
armor-piercing bullets!" 

The man gets close to Leopard and looks down at him. "Just who are?" asks Leopard, 
"Just what are you?" "Questions acceptable. Answer: I am the third-generation 
cybernetic-organism, designed to hunt down and eliminate all super soldiers. "So you're 
from Zayin, then?" "Correct. Zayin wishes to remove all traces of its human-animal 
program. You and Camel are the next on the list." "Tell me" continues Leopard, hoping to 
buy some time, "What does 'GRF3' stand for?" "’Great Removing Force Three.' Code 
name: Giraffe 3.1 am the third of my kind from Zayin." "What kind is that? A cyborg?" 
"Correct. The first two were destroyed in their mission to remove the super soldiers, and I 
am the current unit employed." "Aren’t you worried about dying? Being half-human, you 
must have such worries." 'All emotions were removed in the early stages of development. 
I assure you that I will not hesitate to fight out of fear, nor will I hesitate to kill out of 
mercy or pity." "Are Woodchuck and Salamander still alive?" "Searching 
records...correct, they have not been eliminated and are next on the list." "Tha nk god for 
that. Were you built specifically to fight super soldiers, like with your annor-piercing 
bullets?" "Error! Such information is to be withheld. Prepare for death!" The third Giraffe 
points his weapon at Leopard, but fire envelops it and Giraffe is forced to pull away. 
Claire hovers in the air, enclosed in flames, so Giraffe shoots at her, but the intense heat 
breaks apart the bullet. "Interpreting...given tungsten carbide bullets, heat is at minimum 
5198° Fahrenheit. Proceed with caution." Claire breathes a bundle of fire at Giraffe, but 
he rolls out of the way and quickly gets up. "Recall: fire mostly ineffective provided body 
stays moving." He throws a sphere at Claire and it pops open, releasing a gas. It spreads 
quickly, and encapsulated Claire - she falls to the ground, unconscious. "Note: Sleeping 
gas particularly effective. Return to original mission." 

Twine releases an astral string but it fails to connect with Giraffe. "What the...he has no 
soul?! I can’t do nothin’ with that!" "Damn it!" yells Camel, "I don’t have time for this. 
Leo's life is at stake!" She runs and jumps off the roof, landing two feet from Giraffe. She 
kicks him and he bounces backward ten feet before coming to a stop. Giraffe gets up and 
begins to speak, but Camel is already at him, unwilling to hear his words. She takes 
Giraffe by one hand and swings him over her and onto the ground. He lands with a loud 
smash but simply states, "Pain detected...re leasing morphine", then kicks backward into 
Camel's right knee, knocking her down as well. He gets up and drops a grenade onto 
Camel's stomach, then runs to get his weapon back. As he picks it up, Camel grabs the 
grenade and throws it away, where it explodes without causing damage to anyone in the 
vicinity. She gets back up and limps toward Leopard, but Giraffe shoots her and she, too, 
falls down. "Damn it!" exclaims Bombshell, "We’re dropping like flies! Penta, try some 
magic on him, and take Seethe with you!" The two of them float down while the 
remaining villains can only watch. Bombshell decides to call the heroes for help, seeing 



how desperate the situation has become. Penta and Seethe land and Giraffe turns in their 
direction. "Two more interfering, one male and one female. Both young, powers are 
presumed to be moderately strong. Take caution." Penta chants a spell and Giraffe 
becomes immobilized. "Why didn’t you do that earlier?" asks Seethe, "We could have 
saved Leo and Gammy some pain." "It's a close-range spell so there was a high chance of 
missing. I could have come down earlier, but I didn’t want to get in the way. There’s no 
point in crying over spilled milk now, however." Giraffe assesses the situation and says, 
"Error macro! Checking system...no hacking detected! External forces 
responsible...magic detected!" Penta snaps her head at Giraffe. "Wait, did he say 'Magic 
detected’? How can he do that?" "Answer: suit is enchanted, both to perceive and combat 
magic. Spells have reduced strength." 

Giraffe's body moves slowly, then soon breaks the spell placed on him. He raises his 
weapon but Seethe spits a wad of acid at it. However, Giraffe pulls the weapon back and 
the acid hits the suit. The magic defending it causes the acid to slide off with unnoticeable 
damage to it. "But Gammy landed a blow" ponders Seethe aloud, "So physical hits must 
work to some extent." "Response: Magience has its limitations. Nevertheless it is stronger 
than any one person." "I doubt that" says Penta, "Jadu, ul i gaga!" An indigo hand shoots 
out from her right hand and sinks into Giraffe's body. It stays there, momentarily, before 
retreating back into her body. "Damn, I forgot he has no soul! How can he be human 
without a soul? I mean, Leo and Gammy each have one..." "Answer: My soul was 
forcibly removed by magic, thus the lack of emotions. Magience keeps me alive, as well 
as sustaining my defense." Giraffe quickly shoots a bullet into Seethe, and it passes 
through his left arm. He clutches his injury and falls to his knees. Giraffe directs his 
attention back to Penta, but is struck from behind by Camel. He falls down, and Camel 
jumps on him. Giraffe opens up another sphere of sleeping as, and it spreads from his 
body, engulfing both Camel and Penta. He gets back up and watches as the two villains 
fall to the ground. "Releasing morphine. Note: gas is futile against a closed oxygen 
delivery system. Take heed of gas as weapon - only three spheres remain." Macabre, 
having exiting the roof and running down the stairwell, emerges onto the street and 
rushes toward Giraffe. He kicks the weapon out of the hunter's hand and engages in hand- 
to-hand combat. The two able bodies exchange blows back and forth, but Macabre finds 
he is doing little damage. "Despite the appearance of a smooth and soft suit, it is clearly 
very strong and defensive. At this rate, I won’t be able to do much against him. We need 
help, fast, because I doubt any more of Bombshell's creations will be effective against 
him. I better stall until the heroes get back here." The fighting continues for a little while 
longer until Giraffe strikes Macabre across the face and knocks him out. "Interference 
disposed of. Return to primary objective: eliminate super soldiers." 

He retrieves his weapon and marches straight to Leopard, but is struck by lightning from 
above. The electricity spreads over his body and shocks him to the core. "Lag...ping 
detected! System slowing down to recover...removing most movement to supply power to 
defense system. Locating origin of attack...found. Target in the sky, six meters above 
body." Volta throws another bolt at the body, but the suit rejects most of the electricity 
and Giraffe manages to survive. He takes his weapon and points it at Volta, but she 
suddenly disappears. "Target faded...turn on heat vision." Giraffe's right eye glows red as 



he detects Volta's figure, now next to two other people in the air. "Found: three targets. 
Invisibility likely the cause of deceit. Taking aim." A strong wind blows at Giraffe, 
causing him to lose his balance on the ground, and he skids away across the street. Volta 
reappears on the ground, as do Vector and Star Sweeper alongside her. 

"Deciding...another sphere is apt under the circumstances. However, with new life forms 
breeds probability of more to come." Giraffe throws another ball of sleeping gas at them, 
but Vector causes it to float away, and Giraffe reacts to the new data. "Computing...two 
spheres left, useless at the moment. Resort to more desperate measures." He pulls out two 
knives and races toward the three superheroines. Volta throws another lightning bolt, but 
it has no effect this time, while Vector's winds do nothing to change his course of 
movement. Star Sweeper pulls out her own knife and matches Giraffe's movements. They 
clash with their weapons and Star Sweeper grabs one of his hands, forcing the knife it 
holds back against Giraffe's suit. She presses the knife into his suit, but it does nothing 
against him. "Right, a knife would be useless" thinks Star Sweeper, "But I wonder how 
fast his reaction time is." She kicks upward into Giraffe's face, stunning him for a short 
bit, then sweeps his legs and causes him to tumble to the ground. She then pounces onto 
him and rips off his mask. Beneath it lies a half-human half-metal face: the mouth is 
made of flesh, save for the metal teeth, and the left eye is human. Patches of skin adorn 
the rest of the face, but Giraffe is, for the most part, robotic. Star Sweeper stabs him in 
the right cheek, but the knife does nothing. She then attempts to stab him in the mouth, 
but Giraffe's teeth clamp down on the knife and refuse to give in, no matter how hard she 
pushes or pulls. 

104.5, watching through most of the fight by tuning into the eyes of the various villains 
and heroes, tells all that he knows to Incarnate. "Why didn’t you tell me earlier?!" 
Incarnate exclaims, "We need to protect Macabre!" "I wouldn’t worry about him too 
much" replies 104.5, "Giraffe just kn ocked him out, and given that he’s going for Leo and 
Gammy, I doubt he’ll try to kill Macabre unless he manages to wake up and try to fight 
again. Besides, you're not finished yet, are you?" "Not yet" answers Incarnate, "But I 
know I'm closing in on it. I have the right order, which was simple to find thanks to Flex, 
but the correct sounds is a much more difficult task. I suppose the effort required to get 
Penta to help may have been easier, but even if I got her to come along, which is very 
unlikely, her magic may not even be powerful enough, considering her level against 
Mjytresz. In any case, let's go and 'pick up’ Macabre. Whatever Giraffe does is of no 
consequence to me besides this. In fact, he’ll probably just make my mission easier to pull 
off, now that the heroes are interfering. Let me just get ready and prepared for Macabre." 
Incarnate takes a bag into the bathroom and closes the door. "Heh" thinks 104.5, "I knew 
sticking with Incarnate was a good idea. I may not be getting anything myself, but I'm 
going to be a part of something pretty big if all goes as planned." 



Chapter 94: Camelopardalis 


As Star Sweeper sits on top of Giraffe, trying to pull back the knife entrenched in his 
teeth, she becomes aware of his right hand, also sporting a knife, trying to dig into her. 
She clutches his right wrist and gives a twist, forcing Giraffe to allow more morphine to 
enter his system. He retains his grip on the knife, and slugs her with his left hand, 
knocking her off his body. Star Sweeper rolls until she is on her hands and knees, ready to 
jump again, while Giraffe flips himself back onto his feet, and lets the knife from 
between his teeth drop to the street. Star Sweeper grabs back her own knife which had 
fallen to the ground, and rises to her feet. "It seems as though we are evenly matched" 
says Star Sweeper, mostly to waste time, but hoping it to be true despite what happened 
to Macabre. "Answer: Doubtful. I have been trained in many of the martial arts, and my 
upper body strength clearly supersedes yours. Now, die." He jumps on her and pins her to 
the floor, then takes a grenade, presses it to her mouth and pulls the pin. Star Sweeper's 
eyes open wide in fear, but, almost instantly, Vector appears and kicks the grenade away 
like a football, allowing it to explode at a distance where no one gets hurt. She takes a 
second kick to Giraffe's head and knocks him to ground and help Star Sweeper up. Star 
Sweeper is still too stunned to react, so Vector takes the knife from her lover's hand and 
zips on over to Giraffe, where she stabs him in his left, and human, eye. However, Giraffe 
does not scream, in pain. He merely utters "Releasing morphine" and boxes Vector's ears 
with his palms. She reels backward and Giraffe gets back up, removing the kn ife from his 
socket, and he kicks her in the face, sending her falling onto her back. He feels a shot, 
and turns around to see Volta holding his weapon. "Of course" she sighs, "Your suit was 
designed to protect against armor-piercing bullets. How did I not see that coming?" 

Giraffe hurls a stringed object at Volta. It wraps around her neck and tightens, cutting off 
her air supply. "Bola?" she wonders, pulling at the rope frantically. But Giraffe is by her 
side seconds after, and he pulls on the weights of the bola, making the rope even tighter. 
She struggles to breathe, and is saved only when Star Sweeper, back from her daze, 
tackles Giraffe's knees and topples him over. She then unrolls the bola around Volta and 
the two of them face Giraffe, who has crawled away and gotten back up already. "Don’t 
you ever die?!" yells Volta hoarsely, rubbing her neck. "Answer: if that's what it takes to 
fulfill my mission, then yes." "If that's what it takes?" wonders Star Sweeper out loud, 
"What the hell does that mean?" But she is given no answer, as Giraffe is off again. He 
charges at the two heroines and they get into defensive stances. However, a few feet 
before them, he jumps at them and tumbles sideways into their upper bodies. They 
instinctively try to catch him, and in doing so, fall backward with him on top, where 
Giraffe uses his fourth of five sleeping gas balls and puts them to sleep. He gets up and 
states, "One sphere left, two grenades left. Retrieve all other weapons before proceeding 
as a caution." He runs around, a little slower than before, collecting his gun, the two 
knives, and the bola. Giraffe then looks over the field of bodies and finds Leopard and 
Camel near each other, and now standing, although with some struggle. "Targets 
acquired." He lifts his weapon and shoots at Leopard - the bullet grazes his head and nips 
his right cheek. "Searching...lag detected! Aiming off; lagged reactions due to start of 



asphyxia, caused by numerous releases of morphine. Prepare sequence for Auto- 
Obliteration." His suit begins to glow red as he aims at Leopard once more. But a hand 
suddenly stretches forth and grasps his gun, and Giraffe turns to see Flex, twenty feet 
away, with his hand protracted all the way to the weapon. 

The two of them grapple for the gun, but Flex rips it from Giraffe's possession and pulls 
his hand back. Giraffe responds by launching a grenade at Flex, and then runs toward the 
two super soldiers. Flex draws his body upward, stretching his legs to a height of 15 feet, 
and runs over the grenade, toward Giraffe. The grenade, as all the others, explodes 
harmlessly and Flex is not deterred by it. Giraffe soon approaches the others and throws 
the bolas around Camel's neck. Leopard moves in to rip it apart, and Giraffe takes the 
opening, stabbing Leopard in his open wound, causing the villain to shout out. Giraffe's 
body glows more ferociously, and Flex's arms reach down and pick the cyborg up. Flex 
spins around and around, gaining momentum, until he lets go of Giraffe, letting him fly 
into a building some thirty feet away. Flex shrinks back down to size and runs to Camel's 
side, where he carefully unwinds the bolas from her. She lays, gasping. "It's not over yet" 
says Bombshell, now on the street along with Twine, "Look, he’s still going, though not 
for long." Giraffe, injured by the impact with the building, releases even more morphine 
and races toward the five standing supers. "I think we better get out of here!" shouts 
Bombshell. "And the others?" asks Flex, "We can't leave them, but we can't possible 
carry them all!" "I'll hold him back!" answers Leopard, "I may be injured, but I'm still a 
super solider, dammit! Take as many people as you guys can!" "I'm going too" announces 
Camel, "You need my help." "No, I don't. You need to run, just in case. I'm not risking 
our child’s life over pride." "Wait" interrupts Flex, "She’s pregnant?" "Yes, yes" replies 
Bombshell with a sense of urgency, "It's all very nice. Leo, get him. The rest of us will 
drag as many people to safety as we can. Hurry!" 

Leopard runs awkwardly toward Giraffe, holding his wound along the way. He rams into 
Giraffe, knocking the assassin to the asphalt. The two roll around on the street, each 
trying to get on top of the other. Meanwhile, the villains and Flex are busy ferrying the 
bodies of the other supers to safety. Flex, being the most powerful, uninjured super, does 
most of the work, but the others put in a strong effort as well. They work quickly, without 
hesitation, and fail to see Crusher sneaking out of the building from its haven. He hurries 
along the sidewalk, trying his best not to draw attention, as he gets closer and closer to 
Leopard and Giraffe, still fighting it out. Leopard finally overcomes his opponent and 
makes it to the top of the pair. He rips out Giraffe's electronic eye, blinding him 
completely. Giraffe's arms flail until he grabs Leopard's neck, then head butts him. It does 
damage, but Leopard shakes himself out of the stupor and clutches Giraffe's head. He 
slams it repeatedly into the ground, causing Giraffe to release a final dosage of morphine, 
which removes the pain but proves to be fatal to his system. Giraffe's body falls lifeless 
as he dies, and Leopard stands up, but the cyborg's body continues to glow red, signifying 
that the threat is not yet over. "You've got to be kidding me" says a shocked Leopard, 
walking backward from the body. "Let me try something" says Crusher from behind. 
"Crusher!" exclaims Leopard, turning around fast, "What the hell are you doing? Get out 
of here!" "No dice, Leo. I'm going to prove my worth, even if I'm only 12." He rushes on 
over to Giraffe's side and finds the location of the glowing, where it originates in the solar 



plexus, found behind the stomach. Crusher puts both his palms down against the suit and 
concentrates. A crackling noise is soon heard as the suit breaks up in the area of his 
hands. Crusher rips away the pieces of the suit and places his hands once more, this time 
on Giraffe's skin. He focuses and causes the muscles to rupture, spilling blood all over his 
hands. Finally, Crusher reaches into the opening of the corpse and feels a warm sphere in 
his hands, the heart of the bomb planted within Giraffe's body. Crusher puts his all into it, 
expending all his mental energies, and the bomb implodes, rendering its purpose 
impossible. 

The glowing stops and Crusher exhales in relief. Leopard approaches him and says, "You 
do realize Bombshell will kill you for this, right? This is the second time you've risked 
your life." Crusher looks up and smiles. "It's also the second time I've saved you guys. 
Maybe now I'll be acknowledged as a capable villain." "It's not that we don’t think you're 
capable" responds Leopard, "We just don't want you to get hurt. Keep in mind, that no 
one your age, save myself and Cammy...and I guess Elsie, were fighting. Everyone was 
far too busy growing up and having a childhood. You should get out and have some fun, 
not dirty yourself with blood and death." "What about Kid Skid? He was fighting at my 
age." "Yeah, and he died, so that just proves my point." "What was his deal, anyway? All 
I know is that he died young..." "Ah, y'know, it's just one of those basic super deaths. Kid 
Skid could control the friction on his body, allowing bullets and other attacks to simply 
slide away, removing the need for a suit, or increasing the friction to allow him to do 
things such as climb walls. But he got overconfident one day, trying to both climb a wall 
and push away bullets at the same time. He tripped up, and fell from his perch, ultimately 
to his death. Because of Kid Skid, we started to prevent minors from fighting. It seems 
like the age shifted from 18 to 16 over time, but we don’t want to lower it any further, 
which is why Bombshell is sure to be angry. Of course we are grateful for what you do, 
but we don’t want you to die saving us either." "Another four years, then? I doubt I can 
wait that long. I can only assume that I'll be breaking the rules a little while longer." 

Bombshell, resting from her efforts, sees Crusher talking to Leopard and wonders why 
he's not inside the apartment building, but notices that Giraffe's body is no longer 
glowing, so she resigns herself from the moment. She calls for several ambulances 
instead and sits alongside Camel, who looks at the wound in her abdomen. "I really hope 
the baby is okay" says Camel, worried, "It feels like my whole life has lead up to this, 
and I won’t know what to do if the fetus was harmed by the bullet." "I’m sure it'll all turn 
out fine" comforts Bombshell, "You've got a strong body, so the baby probably does, too. 
Just hold on to hope and believe in the best possible scenario." Eventually, the 
ambulances arrive and take the injured supers away. Crusher returns to Bombshell who 
glares at him. "You do realize I’ll have to ground you for this. It's really for your own 
good." "Yeah, I know, Leo explained it all to me." Can you tell me why you did it?" "You 
needed my help, why else? I was the only one with a power who was here that could 
destroy the bomb. Hey, why didn't you disarm it? You're the expert, after all." "Because I 
wouldn’t be able to get through the suit like you must have. Give me a bomb, no problem. 
But encase it in god-knows-what which seems to be indestructible, and I'm in a bind. 
Given the option of saving who we could and trying to break through the suit, I chose the 
former. It was a time-pressured decision. Stop making me digress. This is very serious - 



you could have died." "Yeah, I know, Kid Skid and all. I’ll be more careful in the future. 
Just don’t discount me as part of the fighting force from time to time." "I'll see what I can 
do, if you promise not to act so rashly." 

* 

Far away, in an unknown city, two men in black suits stare at a computer monitor. "Sir, 
Giraffe 3 has stopped responding. Based on the feed from the black box, it appears that 
the bomb did not detonate and that specimens Leopard and Camel are both still alive. 
After recovering the body and intelligence gained from the battle, shall we start on work 
for Giraffe 4?" "Negative, Agent Gibbons. Project Great Removing Force is to be shut 
down as of this moment." But why, sir? The project represents over a decade of research 
and millions of dollars. Would we sacrifice that all over a single mishap?" "Over three 
mishaps, Agent Gibbons. Moreover, the project will not go to waste. We will no longer 
seek out the specimens, for it has proven to be a waste of time, given how many still live. 
Instead, we are moving onto a new project, Operation Cybersoldier. We will combine the 
efforts of the two previous machinations and produce cyborg-animal super soldiers. By 
removing the souls through magic, the new super soldiers will thus be easily contained. 
Furthermore, their brute strength, combined with the accuracy of a cyborg may prove to 
be the ultimate killing machines, rectifying any and all losses up to this point. Do you 
understand?" "I do, sir. It seems a waste to let so many specimens free, but with the world 
of supers out there, how much trouble can they really cause?" 

* 

At the hospital, Macabre is unsuited and getting treatment for his wounds. A 
policewoman works into the room and the nurse, putting bandages over Macabre’s 
wounds turns to her. "I'm sorry, officer, but I'm still treating the patient. You'll have to 
wait a few more minutes." "I understand" says the cop, "I can wait." After a few minutes, 
Macabre is patched up and asks the cop, "So what's this about? "I think you already 
know...Macabre" answers the officer, "I'm here to arrest you and take you back to the 
station until we get a cell for you." "So, you finally found me, huh? Took you long 
enough." "We realized you wouldn’t come out until there were less of us patrolling the 
city. We were ensnaring you, as it were." "So what may I call you, so as to tell my 
comrades of the policewoman who finally put me away?" "I'm Tina Crane, a third 
generation cop. Justice runs in the family." "Tina Crane, eh? What an interesting name. 
Well, Tina, let's go." "You don’t have any qualms about going to jail?" "Nah, there's no 
proof to my so-called murders. I'll be out and about before you know it." "We’ll see, 
Macabre." Tina escorts Macabre to her police car, putting him in the back behind the 
grate. As she does so, she pulls a needle from her pocket and injects Macabre with 
something. "Hey, what the?! What'd you do that fooooor..." Macabre slumps over asleep, 
and Tina closes the door. She gets behind the wheel and drives off. 



Chapter 95: The Hunt 


In the hospital, the various supervillains and superheroes that were injured are busy 
resting in hospital beds or in recovery from surgery. The villains still had some fonn of 
immunity granted to them, so they had no need of fearing arrest, unlike Macabre, who 
had been under no such circumstances. Bombshell, Crusher, Twine, and Flex are sitting in 
the hallway on a long bench, waiting out the time. Bombshell's arms are outstretched 
across the back of the bench, the fingers on her right hand tapping against the wood. 
"Man, this sucks. Half of our forces are out cold. If something were to happen...I guess 
we shouldn’t go there. But the doctor told me that the bullet wounds weren't too injurious 
and Leo and Cammy should be out in a week. Seethe should be fine but he has to wear a 
cast. And the girls are just sleeping off the gas and will be back to normal in a few hours. 

I guess the same can be said of Volta and Star Sweeper. Flex, how's Vector?" "You 
actually care?" Flex genuinely asks, "How maternal. As for Vector, she’ll be okay. Giraffe 
didn’t do much damage to her, but it is possible that her hearing was affected - that will 
be checked with a test when she wakes, as she had taken a sedative to sleep off the pain. 
Giraffe was very strong, after all. What about Macabre, Bombshell?" "Giraffe did knock 
him out, but he took the beating rather well. He's not a super though, so he couldn’t be 
included under our 'plan'. As a result, Macabre is resting on the next floor; I presume he 
has his own insurance, but who knows?" A few minutes pass and a nurse walks by, 
slowing down as she nears Bombshell. "Miss, uh, Bombshell, the man that came in your, 
uh, group was arrested by an officer. She has taken him away." "Which man? There were 
three injured ones." "Urn, the one wearing the black sweats." "Macabre? That was a lot 
quicker than I thought. Thank you." The nurse walks away and Bombshell turns to the 
group. "Don’t know about you, Flex, but the others and I have a problem. We need 
Macabre as a source of income. Granted, I can always sell the Mind Stone, which would 
bring us a ton of cash on the market, but that's a Band-Aid for a larger problem. I can 
only imagine that he was taken to the police station for now, unless he's being extradited 
to Adamsville." "Should we go then?" asks Twine, "An’ leave the rest of the gang here?" 
"Let's wait until Claire and Penta wake up. The other three will need to stay, but I don't 
want to go to a police station without more help. Once we find out where Macabre is, 
then we’ll get him out." 

A few hours later, the effects of the sleeping gas wear off and Claire and Penta are 
discharged. They join the waiting villains and the five of them - Flex declined the offer to 
join them - are off to the 73rd precinct, found in the southeast corner of the city on 
Sycamore Drive, the closest station to the hospital. Upon arriving at the station, suited, 
they see two guards in the front of the building. The guards approach them and the taller 
of the two asks, "What business do you have here, Bombshell? We will not hesitate to 
shoot, despite your services to the city against Mjytresz." "Hey, I'm just wondering where 
a certain person has gone. You may have heard his name...Macabre?" "What, is he a 
fellow villain of yours? Nah, I haven’t heard of him. King, you?" "Sorry, man, my mind’s 
a blank." "Oh, come one" says Bombshell, "Quit screwing around, this is serious. Ask 
around for Macabre." "Fine, just give me a few." The taller one enters the building, and 



King is left behind in front of the five villains. "So what've you been up, lately? I heard 
about the commotion on Cauchy Lane, of course." "Aha!" exclaims Bombshell, "So you 
admit it! Where's Macabre? I know he came here." "Whoa, whoa" defends King, "I just 
heard what happened, I don’t know of any arrests. I thought you guys went to the 
hospital?" "We did, and a nurse told us that Macabre was arrested, leading us here." 
"There are many different stations he may have gone to, despite this being the closest." 
The taller guard returns. "Sorry, Bombshell, no word on this Macabre. I had nearby 
stations contacted, so we'll call if there's any news." 

They return to the hospital, conflicted. Should they bother checking out the other 
precincts, or just wait until they're called? For now, however, the villains check in on the 
other villains, but the doctor assures them that recovery is all that is necessary at this 
point, and so they find themselves back in the waiting room until of the remaining, 
injured villains wakes up, since there's nothing better to do at the moment. Flex, now 
with Star Sweeper, welcome them back. "Come for another round? There's not much 
happening, though. Hey, where's Macabre?" "He wasn’t at the station we went to" 
answers Claire, "Apparently they don't know of anyone that was arrested at the scene." 
"Weird" replies Flex, "The nurse came around again and said that she checked with the 
front desk. The officer who arrested Macabre was named 'Tina Crane', if that helps you 
any." "It does" answers Bombshell, "Since we can find out which station she works at. 
Thanks a ton. I'll be back in a short while, guys." Bombshell leaves the hospital and 
drives toward the station. "So, Star, how are you feeling?" asks Claire. "Eh, I've been 
worse. I'm more concerned about the others. Vector got beat up some, and Volta was 
nearly strangled. Hammerspace is by her side, but she's still asleep." "Can I ask you a 
question?" inquires Claire. "I don’t see why not?" "How are things with Vector? I know 
that with Seeker, it's a little strange, trying to balance real life with super stuff and then 
jamming in a relationship makes things more difficult, even though the world isn't always 
out of control. How do you go about it?" "Well, it's easier for me" says Star Sweeper, 
"Since we’re both heroes and live under the same roof, so there's no time loss due to 
traveling. But, generally, we go on a day-to-day basis. Sometimes there's time to hang 
out, sometimes not. Instead of seeing a day without Seeker as a loss, think of it as a build¬ 
up for the next time you can see him. The only real issue I have is that Vector reminisces 
about Aquano from time to time. I don’t know how to get her fully past him." "I'm sure 
she’ll come around in enough time. It's hard to forget young love." 

"Hmm" mutters Penta, "Something doesn't seem right. The name 'Tina Crane', I feel as 
though I've heard it before. It has a familiar ring to it. But I can’t recall any Tina's." "Are 
you sure it's not just another Tina Crane, maybe one from school?" "Nah, I don’t have 
time to waste remembering the names of others students. All my energy is devoted either 
to my studies for school or the occult. I have a very bad feeling." "Maybe it's the real life 
name of a super?" suggests Claire, "Or maybe someone from Macabre's past that wants 
vengeance on him? The latter is certainly likely." Twine, meanwhile, writes out the name 
"Tina Crane" on a piece of paper to help him visualize. He scribbles down various 
possibilities. "Artie Cann, Anna Trice, Nina Carte, Ian Canter, Nat Racine, Anita 
Cern...man, this is pointless." Crusher glances at him. "What are you doing, Twine?" 
"Anagrams, kid. I don’t have much of an education, but I ain't a dumbass either. This Tina 



Crane character is very suspicious." Crusher looks at the list. "Hey, ’Ian Canter’. Isn’t that 
the name Incarnate uses when he’s a professor?" "It is?!" asks a bewildered Twine, "But 
that means..." He rearranges the letters in Tina Crane once more, and, sure enough, gets 
’Incarnate’. "Oh, crap." "What, what is it?" asks Claire, turning to him. "It's Incarnate" 
answers Twine, "Tina Crane is an anagram of’Incarnate’. They're one and the same 
person." Claire sees the paper. "You're right! We have to call Mom immediately!" Claire 
rushes into an empty room for quiet and calls up Bombshell. "Way to go" congratulates 
Penta, "You solved the case. Part of it, at least." "How do you mean?" "We still have no 
idea where Incarnate is. The only one who could find him is 104.5, and he's with 
Incarnate. Hell, I wouldn’t be surprised if 104.5 were spying on us right now. I wonder 
how much they know about Macabre, but it must be enough if they went out of their way 
to kidnap him." "But why kidnap Macabre?" asks Flex, "What's so special about him? 
He's not even a super." "I don’t know what it could be, but if Incarnate is behind this, it 
can't be good for us. He did say that he considers us enemies now, so perhaps this is part 
of a plan to gain revenge on us. Maybe he knows that Macabre is a wellspring of income 
and he wants to cut that lifeline. No matter what, we'll need to find Macabre before 
something happens to him." 

Claire returns and the group waits for Bombshell to return. The matriarch is perplexed as 
how to address the issue and brings up a council with the other villains, plus Flex and 
Star Sweeper. "So what can we do? Penta, are you able to track people with your magic?" 
"Sorry, I have very little experience in tracking. Even if I had a hair or something from 
Macabre or Incarnate, I still don't know what to actually do with it. I've still got a lot to 
learn." "Damn. Twine, what about your ability? Is it possible that you can tell who a 
person is just by connecting with them? If so, maybe you can try connecting over a 
traveling radius and something will trigger you to the right location." "Yeah, that can 
work. When I create a connection, it's my soul attachin’ to theirs, almost like a pseudo¬ 
fusion, so I 'feel' the target. But this city is huge, so that’ll take forever. Besides, what if 
he's not on the firs' floor? My radius ain't so great." "It's better than nothing. Come with 
me. Penta, can you fly the rest of you guys home?" "Sure, I'm more than capable of 
pulling off that magic. Best of luck." Bombshell grabs Twine and they go on their quest 
of finding Macabre. But Twine, despite his best efforts, does not detect his target, and 
after a few hours, he is exhausted. Bombshell agrees to stop, and they return back home, 
where her children greet her. "Anything?" "Nah, it was futile. Twine’s right: Eisenstadt is 
an enormous place, and there was little chance of locating Macabre to begin with. I don't 
know what will do now. Maybe rob a bank, but we have to wait for Leo and Cammy for 
that. It'll be too much otherwise...I miss the old gang." 

* 

Somewhere in the city, underground in the basement of a building, Macabre wakes from 
his slumber. He still feels a pain in his neck where the needle was injected and reaches to 
rub it, but finds his arm restrained. He looks down and finds that his arms are clasped to 
his bed, in actuality a hospital bed. Despite his strength, however, the restraints do not 
budge and Macabre lets out a grunt of frustration. "There's no sense fighting it" says a 
voice, "Those chains are titanium. Unless you've got the key or a blowtorch, you'll be 



stuck there for a while." Macabre looks around and sees 104.5 coming out of a room. 
"And who are you, an associate of Tina Crane?" "Oh, Tina was just Incarnate in disguise. 
Yeah, he's that good with voices." "Incarnate, the renegade?" "Is there any other 
Incarnate? Yeah, it's him. For one reason or another, you're a knight in his game of 
chess." "And who are you, if I'm allowed to ask that?" "My name is 104.5, the voyeur. I 
see all that I wish. Now, as for your current state, I'm afraid you'll be chained to the bed 
until Incarnate is ready for you. But that won’t happen for a while. In the meantime, I'll 
essentially be your assistant, feeding you and whatnot. When you need to go to the 
bathroom. I'll release one ann and you'll use the dishpan. It's definitely a sucky situation 
for both of us, but Incarnate doesn’t trust you, given your strength and abilities. Try 
anything, and I won't hesitate to shoot you. Don’t worry, it's a tranquilizer gun; Incarnate 
needs you breathing." "What does he need me for in the first place?" "I...can't tell you 
that just yet. Maybe you'll be infonned when he's ready, but until then, I have orders to 
keep that infonnation hidden, in case you manage to escape." 104.5 takes a tray over to 
the bed and feeds Macabre dinner. Afterward, he washes Macabre with a sponge and soap 
water, then shampoos his hair. "I feel like a hotel guest here." "Yeah, well don't get used 
to it. It's only a matter of time before the next step, and then I won’t be your lackey." 
"Doesn't it bother you, being Incarnate's monkey and all?" "Don’t try to turn me. Besides, 
I'm fine with it. I don’t mind being a tool - if I'm not being used, I’d be doing nothing at 
all. Maybe watching flicks for free by tuning into a moviegoer's eyes or something. It's 
better that I be part of something big and game-changing. After all, aren't you just a tool 
as well, an executioner for the sins of man?" "Hey, at least I make my own destiny, 
instead of following orders!" 

104.5 finishes his business with Macabre, then goes to Incarnate's room, where he still 
lay, mumbling. 104.5 taps his knuckle against the door, and Incarnate opens his eyes. 
"Anything thus far, Incarnate?" "No, unfortunately. This is taking much longer than 
expected. With any luck, I'll have it by the end of the week, but there's absolutely no way 
of knowing for sure. It's a good thing I took off this week to visit my 'dying mother’. Not 
the best excuse, but it's enough to ensure me some time." "Alright, I'll leave you alone 
then." 104.5 returns to his own room and spies on the healthy villains, who have gathered 
in Mother's apartment. "Assuming what we know" says Bombshell, "There is a likelihood 
that this only one part of Incarnate's plan, and that he wants Macabre to deprive us of his 
livelihood. After that, it can be thought that he’ll simply wait for us to lose all our money. 
But that seems unlikely, as the heroes may take us back. Furthermore, by then, Leo, 
Cammy, and Seethe would be healed, and he has a better shot at getting revenge now 
when they are still hurt. In that case, there must be something more to Macabre. What 
does Incarnate know that we don’t? What are we missing?" "There’s nothing particularly 
unique to Macabre" responds Claire, "Except that he's a eunuch. Excluding physicality, 
he's pretty messed up psychologically, and doesn’t hold such a high value on life. Maybe 
Incarnate is trying to turn him into villain that would fight alongside him, like an 
Ubermensch." "If that's the case" says Bombshell, "We are totally and utterly screwed 
unless we get the heroes to fight with us. Right now, our forces are severely diminished, 
and I don't know if the five of us can take on whatever Incarnate is planning. Yes, we 
outnumber him clearly, but Incarnate isn’t going to rush into things without a good plan. I 
better call Cubes. This is really starting to become a habit." 



Cubes hears her out and agrees to help her when the time comes. "As strained and as 
strange as this relationship has become, it would be foolish for me not to step up against 
Incarnate. I'm not saying he's becoming a superevil, but he’s too much of a risk to let 
alone. Plus, it sounds like the situation has really become desperate after Giraffe, so I 
have no choice in the matter." 104.5 informs Incarnate of the heroes' involvement, but 
Incarnate is nonchalant about it. "Trust me, we’ll be fine, especially if I am ready within a 
window of a week, before Leo and Caminy can definitely fight, although I'm not even 
worried about them either way. Nothing short of God can stop me now." 



Chapter 96: Sein Von Zwei 


Three days pass from the time Macabre was kidnapped. 104.5 is lying on the bed in his 
room, spying on the heroes, but given that it's a Wednesday, many of the supers are at 
work or school, and the remainder aren't doing anything worthwhile. Seethe is back from 
the hospital, although he has to wear a cast for some time, while Leopard and Camel still 
remain incapacitated. Bombshell gets nervous with each passing day due to the financial 
situation, but the whereabouts of Macabre worry her even more. The seeming breakdown 
of the Family, due to both the destruction of the Villa and the reduction of its members, 
particularly Strongarm, has changed her from having a relaxed demeanor to one of 
seriousness. Leopard had assisted her, of course, but she still felt as if she were the leader 
and thus the burden fell hard on her shoulders. The heroes, meanwhile, were less 
troubled, even with the news of Macabre’s disappearance. In fact, Cubes and Seeker were 
the only ones who concerned themselves in the manner, out of respect for Bombshell and 
Claire, respectively. The rest seemed to take the matter lightly, not bothered that Incarnate 
was behind it. "After all" Volta, having been released from the hospital, reasoned to 
herself, "He's only angry with the villains right now. Why involve ourselves?" 
Nevertheless, they did agree to fight alongside the villains if it came to that, for there was 
always a sense of brotherhood with them. 104.5 spent about a half-hour searching the 
various targets, but eventually stopped the activity out of sheer boredom and went down 
to check Macabre, who was still struggling at his restraints, after all this time. "Enough, 
Macabre, there's no use." "Life is over the moment you give up, even if you remain 
alive." "No, life is over the moment you become useless, regardless of whether or not 
you're trying to live." "How harsh" replies Macabre, "Would you say such a thing if you 
were disabled in some way, or are you only saying this because of your power, which can 
give one a superiority complex?" "Being disabled is different from being useless. If you 
lack a will, you are useless - that is the only requirement. I have no complex, I just feel 
you shouldn't waste other people’s time." 

They hear the door open and Incarnate walks through. "It’s time" he declares. "You got 
it?" asks 104.5, "You finally got it?" "Would I be saying ’It’s time’ if I didn’t?" "But how 
do you know you have the order right?" questions 104.5. "It’s simple" answers Incarnate, 
"When I spoke, there was a change in the air. Not a physical one, but a spiritual one, as if 
all negative energies around me were suddenly vanquished. Come, let us proceed." He 
walks close to Macabre, and starts to undress him. "And what are you doing?" queries 
Macabre, "How is this preparation?" "According to Flex" replies 104.5, "The one known 
as Bruce lay naked on top of his target, Thomas. Presumably, then, this is the best method 
for fusion." Macabre starts to show a little fear. "What do you mean, fusion? As in, our 
bodies?" "More than that" chuckles Incarnate, "But our souls as well.. Fusion has known 
to be a method for attaining a strength greater than a single power. With two souls, the 
power attained in the procedure is more than double, not to mention that since the bodies 
are fused, the physical aspects are enhanced as well. Just look at Flex, who has the 
strength of two men, besides being able to stretch. This is not a contradiction of having 
more than one physical power - rather, the muscles from one body are transferred to the 



other. Anyhow, you're ready now." Macabre lays there, naked, as Incarnate begins to 
undress. "I doubt that it'll matter that you're a eunuch, since fusion is a spiritual matter 
and the physical facet is just a byproduct. Besides, thanks to Misha’el, even if that were a 
problem, it will be easily taken care of due to the Shem HaMephoresh - 'The Extended 
Name'. You see, while Flex is a fusion produced by magic, which, according to Penta, 
arose from demons, the Extended Name is a measure of power that comes from God, and 
is therefore much more powerful. It has a cost, obviously, which is a large portion of your 
afterlife. But, frankly, that's not something I need right now. There will be plenty of time 
to regain my afterlife subsequent to the execution of my plans." Incarnate, fully naked, 
lies on top of Macabre, part for part. He yells 

"ALPhHHYVDHHYVDHHVVHHALPhDLDVVNVNYVDHHVVYVDHH", the same 
string of sounds Misha’el used against Phournos, and a white light surrounds the two 
bodies, causing 104.5 to shield his eyes and back away out of uncertainty. The glow lasts 
a few seconds, then shrinks away, leaving behind a fully indigo body, which does not lay 
on the bed; rather, the creature is standing, and the body phases through the material, as if 
unaffected by its physical presence. 

104.5 opens his eyes and surveys the sight before him. Unable to tell what the creature is, 
he weakly inquires, "Incarnate, is that you?" The figure looks in his direction and 
answers, with a doubled voice, "I am Death Incarnate." "So you're the dominant soul, 
then, Death Incarnate? What happened?" "Our two souls transcended time and fought a 
battle to determine who would be in control of the body. It wasn’t easy, but I finally 
turned the tides and won." "Macabre is still present then?" asks 104.5, "Like Bruce is in 
Flex?" Death Incarnate laughs. "You misunderstand, Zack, I am Macabre. 'Death 
Incarnate’ is merely my new name, as it reflects my present nature." "'Zack'?" 104.5 asks, 
frightened, "You know my real name?" "I absorbed Incarnate's mind as well as body and 
soul, so I now know everything he does." "What are you going to do now?" "Seeing that 
my body doesn't appear to be bothered by physical objects, my guess is that I react on a 
spiritual level. I think I'll start with you." Death Incarnate glides over to 104.5, and grabs 
a hold of his very soul. 104.5 shudders as he feels darkness surrounding his very essence. 
"Hmm, Zachary Helbum, 19 years of age, a shameless voyeur. His spare time involves 
spying on nude women and learning people's passwords for his own pleasure. Son of 
Frank and Rose, nee Dint, Helburn, and brother of Emily, 16. Is that all correct?" "Y-yes" 
answers 104.5, shaking visibly, "How do you know all that? I never told it to Incarnate." 
"By touching your soul" answers Death Incarnate, "I can read your entire life, even your 
past lives, if any, for the soul always remains the same, even if the body doesn’t. I wonder 
what will happen if I rip your soul from your body..." 104.5 backs away, then quickly 
flees from the scene. He goes up to ground level, leaves the building, and takes a cab, 
trying to get as far away from Death Incarnate as he can. The indigo being, watching this 
happen, laughs heartily and a bit heartlessly. "I should find Bombshell" he says, "And tell 
her that the worry is over. It seems they've been bothered because of my absence." He 
floats upward, through the floors of the buildings and all its furnishings, surprising a 
number of families, reaching the roof. He continues to move upward, until the whole of 
the city can be seen from his perch. "Fantastic! I wouldn’t have believed this possible 
before now. What might my limits be?" 



He soars around in circles, taking in the view and giggling strangely. His slowly spirals 
outward, enlarging the radii of the circles, as he flies around at an impressive speed. 
Eventually, he realizes that others are waiting for him and reluctantly stops exploring his 
new world. Death Incarnate dives down and heads toward Mother's, and he finds that he 
does not accelerate despite the gravity prevalent on Earth. "It must be because I am not 
physical any longer, so that the usual restrictions do not hold for me. Does that mean I'm 
immortal? After all, my body, without needing food or drink, would also be one that does 
not age. But if I am wounded somehow, if I can even be wounded, would I be able to 
heal? Perhaps Penta or Misha’el may be able to answer me." He arrives at Mother's and 
passes through the walls. Bombshell feels a presence and looks up from her book. She 
yelps and jumps from her seat. She immediately clutches two random bombs from her 
belt and shouts, "Who are you?" "Do not fear, Bombshell" answers Death Incarnate, "For 
I am your ally." Bombshell breathes heavily and glares at him. "And how would I know 
that when I don't even know your name?" "I am Death Incarnate, the fusion of Macabre 
and Incarnate, but I, the dominant half, am Macabre. I am here to offer my assistance." 
Bombshell circles him while he stays still, as she remains distrusting. "Prove it! Prove 
that you're with me!" "Simple. If I were Incarnate, you would already be dead. Those 
bombs of your have no effect on me in this state. Go ahead, try one." Bombshell looks at 
the two bombs and puts one back. She throws the other at Death Incarnate, but it passes 
through him and hits the wall. The bomb opens up and spikes slam into the wall, 
penetrating the wood as well as the brick behind it. Death Incarnate gives a smug look at 
Bombshell. "See, you couldn’t hurt me even if I were an enemy. But I'm not, so relax. I'm 
here to help." "How so?" "You need money, don’t you? Well, I don’t thi nk I have a need 
for material possessions anymore, given my lack of a physical body. As such, I'm willing 
to give you my bank account, which should hold you out for a long while." "Really?" 
gasps Bombshell, "You'd do that for us?" "Sure, as long as I can remain with your team. I 
wouldn’t need anything, except for someone to help me track down my targets, seeing as 
I can probably no longer interact with a laptop. Aside from that, the money is yours." 
Bombshell can't believe her luck: Incarnate is gone and her finances are set, all in one 
shot? The others will be joyous at the news. She makes a series of calls about their turn of 
fortune, and by nightfall, a new calm settles over the Family. Maybe things will turn out 
alright. Death Incarnate, on the other hand, feels lonesome, as he finds that he no longer 
is able to sleep and must be awake every hour of every day. He flies around above the 
city, going as high as 30,000 feet, and is awed at the desert of clouds below him. "With 
every blessing comes a curse, after all, and vice versa." 

The next three days pass in a rather odd manner. On the first day, Thursday, Death 
Incarnate, Bombshell, and Twine go to the bank to transfer the funds from Macabre's 
account to the Family's. When they first arrive, the guards are quick to act and surround 
them immediately, but Death Incarnate manages to soothe them. "Do you really think we 
are here to rob you?" he asks rhetorically, "The Family has never robbed a ha nk in 
Eisenstadt. Furthermore, even if we were to do so, the presence of the three of us would 
be more than enough to overwhelm you. I, alone, could kill you all before you landed a 
single blow. Shoot at me and experience the truth. Or, more easily, let us through. You 
may keep an eye on us if you wish." The three villains go to a ba nk er’s desk, where they 
spend about a half an hour, mostly going through the red tape of paperwork. Death 



Incarnate is unable to sign, however, so Twine fills in as his proxy and soon the villains 
are wealthy again, or wealthy enough to survive. Following this excursion, Death 
Incarnate and Twine set upon finding more targets. Given that he was no longer a human 
being as Macabre was, Death Incarnate is convinced that he can now rush into his 
murders, not worrying about evidence and the like. That night, he slays three families, 
ripping out the souls of each member. The soul, detached from the body, deprives the 
body of its essence and ends its life, and Death Incarnate is gleeful at his new abilities, 
certain that things will improve from now on. "Although I can't collect their precious 
belongings anymore" he vents to Twine, "Killing them has become easier and far less 
dangerous then before. I surmised that if I can pull out their souls, then they can still 
attack me. Nevertheless, I strike too quickly for them to be able to fight back. And when 
they do see me, I simply shrink away through the floors and walls. Now I am become 
Death, the destroyer of worlds!" 

On the second day, Friday, Death Incarnate starts to act a little weird at times. For the 
most part, he is the Macabre they once knew, but every so often they find him acting as if 
he had a second personality. "Are you sure you're alright, Death?" "I'm telling you, I'm 
fine. It's probably just vestiges of Incarnate remaining from the fusion. I just need to 
strengthen my soul a bit. Maybe killing more people will support my Macabre side." But, 
deep down inside, Death Incarnate fears that Incarnate may be taking over. Like Flex, he 
may be the dominant one, but his alternate self is always trying to break through. In truth, 
then, Death Incarnate can never be free from the problem of Incarnate, unless he were to 
die and the souls were to defuse. Despite this, he carries on as if things were normal and 
explores the seedy underworld with Twine, even more deeply penetrating through 
Eisenstadt's immoral depths and locating more and more potential victims. But the 
families are becoming scared at the sudden deaths of their peers, and some start to 
withhold vital information. "Never mind that" says Death Incarnate, "I just need to get a 
hold of one, read his life, and find out where the rest are hiding. Their souls betray them." 
And so, he goes on a spree, tearing away souls, but not before reading them, and 
discovers the locations of others. This goes on the entire night, and by the time Death 
Incarnate returns to his apartment, he is convinced that Eisenstadt has been ridden from 
the scourge of evil. Still, the inability to sleep and the darkening of his own soul by all his 
murders fuel him with the zealotry to purge the city at even greater lengths. He starts to 
think that he has set the bar too high, and that there are other crimes as well that are 
deserving of death. He hovers in the sky, contemplating, until the dawn breaks. 

On the third day, Saturday he meets the rest of the supervillains and they immediately 
detect a strange aura about him, making him more distinguished than from the day 
before. They feel that he has become almost ominous, a portent of great perils. Only 
Twine and Bombshell dare stay by his side for more than a few minutes, as his creepiness 
begins to freak out the others. Even Mother, who is seldom scared, expresses her 
concerns to Bombshell. "I know, I know” replies Bombshell But what can you do? I 
made a deal with him, and held up his side of the bargain. Besides, he hasn't actually 
done anything wrong by my standards yet. I think we should give him the benefit of the 
doubt, even if it is a great doubt." "As long as you know what you are doing, dear. I just 
don’t want to see you or anyone you care about get hurt." "It has crossed my mind what 



we might do if he attacks us. I think that only Seeker or Misha’el might be able to kill 
him. Even Penta isn’t advanced enough to defeat Death Incarnate, at least I think so. I 
don’t want to see anybody hurt, but I don’t wish to conspire against him either." Death 
Incarnate feels a greater unrest within himself, and can feel Incarnate fighting back 
stronger than before. "Perhaps, with each death that I cause, Incarnate becomes a larger 
presence in me. But why? I have always held myself close to death, so should I not get 
even stronger instead of him?" He restrains himself from killing anyone that day, but the 
tumultuous feelings do not go away - if anything, they grow. 

Toward 5 PM, the lingering remnants of Incarnate begin to swell up within him. Death 
Incarnate, feeling the additional changes, quickly turns to Twine. "Something is 
happening to me - Incarnate is starting to take over! Quick, take Seethe and get out of 
here. Tell Bombshell, and get the team to Topaz. Call the heroes!" Death Incarnate flies 
up through the ceilings and high above in the sky. But as he passes through the air, his 
mind and body starts to go through a metamorphosis. "Please" says Incarnate, "Did you 
really think you'd be dominant? I was waiting these last few days for you to boost my 
strength, that's all!" "But how come my murders didn’t help me?" asks Macabre, the still- 
decent half of Death Incarnate, "The effects on my soul should have made me darker and 
more powerful!" "Fool" reprimands Incarnate, "Didn’t you ever think that I, too, support 
those executions? I wish death upon the foolish; that includes those who break the 
strictest of laws. When you killed your victims, they made me stronger as well. Once I 
saw that you stopped killing people, it became the best time for me to become dominant. 
You may be twisted and broken, but you will never reach my level. Entstehst, Makaber, 
und verleihst mir deinem Herz!" ("Arise, Macabre, and lend me your heart!") Death 
Incarnate's body changes to black, and it doubles in height. The arms and legs grow as 
well, and the torso becomes chiseled with muscle. Despite his earlier freedom from 
gravity, Death Incarnate now plummets to the Earth, hurtling downward like a meteorite. 
He smashes into a street, creating a large crater, but merely jumps out of it, landing on the 
cracked asphalt besides the hole. "As the true Death Incarnate" he thinks "I better get my 
plan going. I don't know where 104.5 is right now, so I can't use his powers, but I better 
head to Topaz since I kn ow that's where the villains are headed. Maybe I'll take out the 
heroes first..." He bounds down street after street, creating chaos on the way there, as cars 
swerve left and right to avoid him. After some time, he finds himself running down 
Goethe Lane, the location of the Topaz Villa. "At last, it has come down to this!" 



Chapter 97: The Seven Labors 


Death Incarnate slows down as he approaches the Topaz Villa. A line of heroes stand 
before him: Cubes, Flex, Fuse, Hammerspace, Misha'el, Seeker, Star Sweeper, Unus, 
Vector, Volta, and Xeno. He looks around and takes in the view. "So" he says, in a 
doubled voice, to the middle of the line, but intending to address them all, "How long 
have you been waiting for me?" "I think we were always waiting for you" replies Volta, 
"Weren't you just a ticking time bomb?" "Why?" asks Death Incarnate, "Because I want 
to eliminate idiocy? Is that all it takes to be considered mad?" "It is madness because one 
cannot eliminate idiocy from the world" answers Cubes, "Don’t you see? there cannot be 
genius with stupidity - each allows the other. Let's say you kill all those you deem 
'foolish'. Then what? You wouldn’t be satisfied, as a new norm for 'foolish' would appear. 
Some things must be left aside." "And what of heroes?" snarls Death Incarnate, "Stop a 
crime, and another will arise. Stop all of them, and your new definition of crime will 
simply change. No, the answer is that you do what you can to change the world and 
whatever you believe is good, that you must follow." "I can see there's no getting through 
to you" says Cubes, "I assumed this would happen, which is why we are all here to stop 
you. You have become a superevil." "Ha!" laughs Death Incarnate, "Stop me? You fail to 
understand just what I am. I am more than a fusion between Macabre and Incarnate; I am 
practically divine in this form! Let's see what you can do against majesty!" 

Death Incarnate continues bounding toward the heroes, as Cubes runs in to meet him. 
Cubes creates a wall in front of Death Incarnate in an effort to injure him, but the 
superevil smashes through it with no damage at all. Before he reaches Cubes, however, 
Cubes creates chained shackles around Death Incarnate's ankles that attach to each other, 
and he sprawls face first into the street. The mighty beast felled, Volta throws a barrage of 
bolts at him, shocking her target over and over. Still brimming with electricity, Death 
Incarnate easily gets back up and leaps at Cubes, who rolls out of the way, then creates 
step after step of solidified air, ultimately jumping from his perch and landing on top of 
Death Incarnate's shoulders. He creates two knives and slams them into the superevil's 
ears, but they don't appear to cause any pain. With his right hand, Death Incarnate grabs 
Cubes from his shoulder and and flings him away. Cubes flies right into a building and is 
knocked out. Flex becomes his next target, and Death Incarnate runs toward him. Fuse 
jumps into Flex, mixing her body with his, and giving him the strength of three people. 
Flex catches Death Incarnate's fists and grapples with him, greatly aided by the other two 
bodies within his own. The two fusions are at a standstill, so Hammerspace pulls out his 
mallet, but Death Incarnate shouts, "Wecken, zweite Hande!" ("Awaken, second hands!"), 
and two more arms pop out of his shoulders, and get involved with the stalemate. "Four 
arms?" asks a shocked Flex, "How is that even possible?" "Oh, the Extended Name can 
do so much, wouldn't you agree, Misha’el?" Misha’el gasps, "The Shem HaMephoresh? 
How can that be? You were unconscious when I said it!" "Oh, but I wasn't. How do you 
think I defeated Nightmare? I am always awake, even when I’m not. I just needed to get 
the order correct, which you provided to Flex, and the sounds, which I got by sheer 
permutations." 



"I knew he knew about the Name when I was assimilated by Mjytresz" says Vector, "But 
I never thought he would try to use it, since I knew Incarnate didn’t actually know the 
order." Mishael's muffles a scream. "This is all my fault! The Name is supposed to be 
shared only by the worthy. And now look what happened. I erred by Phournos." He turns 
to Death Incarnate and shouts, "Mashlich karcho chifltim; lifnei karato, mi ya’amod?" 
("He casts forth His ice like crumbs; who can stand before His cold?") A large hail of ice 
strikes Death Incarnate, separating him from Flex for the moment, and burying him in a 
large pile. Some of the heroes get a little closer, but soon they hear a sizzling, and the hail 
quickly melts away into a puddle, which then evaporates. "Your words no longer have an 
effect on me!" says Death Incarnate jovially, gleaming at Misha’el, "You are a waste of 
space now!" Misha’el shouts out the Extended Name, but it does nothing against Death 
Incarnate, who merely laughs it off. "But how?" asks Misha’el, "If you were formed by 
the Name, "Surely it can destroy you!" "Mortal, my soul is fused with Macabre’s. That is 
something that only death can separate, for the existential is above the spiritual. Though 
you are a wise man, there is now longer a purpose for you." He leaps forward and grabs 
Misha’el's torso with his upper right hand and the upper part of Misha’el's legs with his 
lower left hand. Misha’el declares, "Shema Yisrael, Hashem Elokeinu, Hashem Echad" 
("Hear, o’ Israel, the Lord is our God, the Lord is One") and Death Incarnate grabs 
Misha’el's head with his upper left hand and the bottom of Misha’el's body with his lower 
right hand. Death Incarnate pulls apart his four hands, ripping Misha’el into pieces. Blood 
spills out from Death Incarnate's closed fists, and flows down the street like a river. 

"Now, who's next?" 

"You bastard!" shouts Volta, "Who the hell do you think you are?! You can't just go 
around killing people! What about all we sacrificed for against Mjytresz? And I mean you 
as well!" "Like it had any purpose?" retorts Death Incarnate, "Elsie still died. She died for 
nothing, as did all those supers. But, you know, you killed Grotesk, without good reason 
at all. He wasn’t turning into a superevil, he was just doing what villains do naturally. Yet 
you crossed your line as a heroine and killed him. And for that, I cannot forgive you." 
Volta, almost in tears about what he said about Elsie, feels the electricity spreading over 
her whole body. She faces her hands backward, and lightning shoots out, zipping her 
across the street and into Death Incarnate. She knocks him down and forms a sword of 
lightning, and plunges it into Death Incarnate's mouth. He yells in pain, but swipes her 
away with a hand. She tumbles away to the side and he quickly gets up. "You bitch!" he 
curses at her, "Surely, you will die next!" He rushes at her, but she lifts up into the sky. 

He tries to jump at her, but he cannot reach. When he lands, Hammerspace slams the 
mallet down on the superevil's foot, making him howl. Death Incarnate turns to 
Hammerspace and bends down. He grabs him and tears him into a million pieces which 
float to the floor - no blood is visible. Death Incarnate focuses his attention back on 
Volta; he takes Misha’el's head and hurls it at Volta, hitting her in the midsection and 
causing her to sway, but she retains her position in the sky. Death Incarnate looks down 
and is surprised to see a broom, held by no one, sweep away what used to be 
Hammerspace. He decides to ignore it for now and goes to the nearest building. He 
climbs it by smashing his fists into it, alternating between his four hands, until he gets to 
the roof, but Volta has raised herself to an even higher level. Death Incarnate smirks and 



leaps from the roof at her. He misses, but that isn't his intention, and he focuses himself 
on Flex below. He belly-flops onto Flex, who catches him but still falls onto his back, and 
breaks several of Flex's ribs. Fuse is expelled from his body and tumbles away from him. 

Volta, realizing she is of no help, lowers herself and rejoins the battle. Hammerspace 
returns from the fight, whole, as if nothing ever happened to him. He pulls out another 
mallet and races toward Death Incarnate, as does Volta. Death Incarnate picks up Flex 
and swings him around, letting him fly into Hammerspace and knocking the two of them 
out, then turns to face Volta. She throws more bolts at him, but they do nothing, so she 
creates two lightning swords and slash at him, but if there is any pain, Death Incarnate is 
repressing it. He picks Volta up by her head and is about to squeeze it, when a force 
knocks him to the side and makes him let go out her. He rolls a little then stands once 
more, and looks around for the source of the attack. "I know that's you Vector. Show 
yourself!" He sees nothing and concludes, "Oh, so Star Sweeper is with you, is she? What 
a lovely pair you two make...much better than Aquano!" Another great wind hits Death 
Incarnate and pushes him into a wall. "Hit a nerve, did I? You remember from Mjytresz, 
don’t you? I let Aquano die. He could have lived, but I stood by and watched it happen. 
And do you know why? It was because he was a hero. That's right, he died just because 
he was trying to be a 'good' person. Don’t you know, Star Sweeper, Vector only loves 
Aquano. You're just the rebound, someone for her to cry on!" "That's enough!" an 
invisible Vector shouts from above Death Incarnate, "I love Star Sweeper!" She creates 
three twisters around him, with pick up the superevil and lift him into the air. Then they 
amalgamate into one big tornado, and it spins him in circles until finally releasing him, 
throwing Death Incarnate headfirst into the building on the other side of the street. He 
falls down after the impact, but lands on his feet, and turns around to face the heroes. 

"Well, well" says Death Incarnate, "It seems as though nothing you do is hurting me. 
Perhaps it is time to concede that I am, in fact, divine?" "Unlikely" responds Volta, 
spitting to the ground, "You cried like a baby when I shoved that bolt down your throat!" 
Death Incarnate glares at her. "Indeed, I suppose I have a single weakness, but that won't 
happen again!" He runs at her once more, but Vector, invisible, throws him off balance 
with a gale. Death Incarnate cartwheels into a back handspring with two of his hands, as 
graceful as any gymnast, and the force is more than enough to withstand Vector's winds. 
He lands right by Volta, but instead of killing her immediately, he picks her up and tosses 
her at the origin of the wind. He misses, but Vector creates a wind to levitate Volta, so 
Death Incarnate picks up Mishael's legs and flings one to where he believes Vector now 
floats, and it hits Star Sweeper, causing her to fall from the air. Seeker, now in his triple¬ 
fusion form, catches her, and Vector is now exposed. Death Incarnate throws the 
remaining leg at Vector striking her, and she loses her hold on Volta. Seeker catches her 
as well, so Death Incarnate focuses his attention on him. Seeker places the two heroines 
down, and leaps onto Death Incarnate. He begins to punch at the superevil, putting all of 
his strength into it, and Death Incarnate does nothing at first, only taking it. Then, he 
punches Seeker in the chest with all four of his fists at one time, and Seeker flies 
backward. He flips himself back up and Death Incarnate walks toward him, as most of 
the other heroes merely gawk, unsure of how to help. 



Xeno, however, calls forth six future selves. They go to assist Seeker, but one of them 
stays put. "What are you doing?!" exclaims Xeno, "Help Seeker!" The remaining one 
turns to Xeno, and we see that he has a second power, a psychological one. "Seeker does 
needs our help" says the Xeno with two powers, "But we need to wait for the villains, 
particularly Penta." "Why? What can Penta do?" "She can save Seeker. The others will 
stall for now, but she is key." The other five future Xenos join Seeker and they battle with 
Death Incarnate, and neither side appears to turn the tide. Finally, as the Xenos start to 
disappear, the supervillains begin to arrive, and the heroes are now abetted by Penta and 
Seethe who fly down from above. The future Xeno rushes to Penta, and brings her to 
Unus. He whispers something to them both. "Are you sure?" asks Unus, "Is that what's 
supposed to happen?" "In my future, yes. But it isn't necessarily the same timeline, so I 
don’t know for sure. But I believe this is the case. Otherwise, Seeker will die." Unus and 
Penta nod, and the three of them face in the direction of Seeker, with the future Xeno and 
Penta in front of Unus. Unus focuses her energies, and two violet lines, pieces of her soul, 
reach out from her body and enter theirs. As they now each possess part of her soul, Penta 
and the future Xeno now hold the ability to share their powers as well, and each of the 
three sends a portion to Seeker. His body begins to glow white and Death Incarnate, 
having gripping him at this point, feels Seeker fall loose from his hold. Seeker rises up 
into the sky, and his irises show the full rainbow. "Another demigod?" wonders Death 
Incarnate, "But that's a damn shame. You will ascend to heaven, and leave your friends 
here!" "Is that true?" asks Unus of the future Xeno, "Will he ascend?" "That is correct" 
answers Xeno, "But I tell you, it is the way things are supposed to be. He would have 
died otherwise, for when Death Incarnate was holding him, not even Vector's winds or 
Penta's magic could have stopped him. Death Incarnate is truly unstoppable. In my 
timeline, I gained my second power in response to the situation. I was about to die 
anyhow, but only live now because the original Xeno called me from my present. 
Everyone else in the timeline had died already." 

Time stops below as Seeker, turning back into his normal form, floats upward in the 
heavens, transcending time and space, and stands before the man made of fire. "Seeker, 
because of Unus' act, with the sacrifices of Xeno and Penta, you are destined to become a 
demigod. This is not how you originally sought to gain truth, but the deed is done. Your 
place is among the others now, and you will serve to protect those that need protecting, at 
the times which are appropriate." "Wait!" exclaims Seeker, "I don’t want this, at least not 
yet! I have to protect my friends and family!" "Death Incarnate will be seen to. You have 
no need to worry." "Even so!" replies Seeker, "I want to go back. I love Claire, how can I 
leave her before we've even gotten married, or raised a family, or have just been together, 
watching the days close to night?" "You wish to go back? Very well. But heed these 
words, Seeker: once you go back, you can never become a demigod. All your powers will 
be stripped from you and you can never regain them. These are the laws: a demigod has 
the responsibility to protect, and by throwing that responsibility away, you lose its 
privileges." Seeker looks at the rainbow colored floor below him. "Lose my powers? But 
without Claire, I am just as useless." He looks up. "I accept the conditions." "Very well." 
A powerful light envelops Seeker and returns his irises to their normal green. He is 
brought back down to Earth, where he lands on top of the Villa's roof. He looks over the 
edge, and time resumes. Death Incarnate continues to fight with the remaining future 



Xenos, and the last one joins in the fray. As they dwindle to nothing, Seeker despairs, but 
remains faithful. Sure enough, the rest of the villains arrive, consisting of Bombshell, 
Claire, Crusher, and Twine, as Leopard and Camel are still hospitalized. They join the 
rest of the capable heroes and prepare for the worst. 



Chapter 98: Le Cygne 


The supervillains rush to the scene and join the heroes as Death Incarnate stalks his new 
prey with his eyes, letting them catch up with their allies - he has no fear that they might 
defeat him, even together. "What’s happened so far?" asks Bombshell of Volta, "This 
place looks a mess!" "It feels that way, too" replies Volta, "Cubes is out cold, Flex is 
badly injured, Misha’el is dead, and Seeker became a demigod and ascended!" "A 
demigod? He needed three more powers for that, didn’t he?" "Unus transferred the 
powers to him...long story" continues Volta, "And the rest of us are pretty tired. Death 
Incarnate's only weakness seems to be inside his mouth, but he won’t let us near it. I 
honestly have no idea what we can do against him!" "We still have to try" says 
Bombshell, "It's better than folding into death." Claire, however, is crestfallen at the news 
of Seeker. "He...became a demigod? But, what will I do now? Even if we live, it won’t be 
much of a life without him." "Try not to focus on that now" says Bombshell, turning to 
her, "Look to save your friends and family. There will be time to grieve later." Death 
Incarnate looks down on them and laughs. "You rainbow coalition of forces, don’t you see 
that I cannot be stopped? Even after all this fighting, I feel no weaker, no less energetic, 
then before. Do you know why? It is because that, although I have a physical form, it is 
in actuality a thin skin, a peel of the inner fruit. My true self is spiritual, and I am 
nourished by my soul. It grows stronger with each attack, so it is a self-sufficing cycle! 
The heroes are barely standing now, and Leo and Cammy remain wounded. What 
possible chance do you think you have against me?" 

"All soul, huh?" thinks Twine, "Would I make the perfect opponent, with Death Incarnate 
bein’ the opposite of Giraffe? Only one way to find out, I guess." An indigo light shines 
out from Twine and hits Death Incarnate, who follows the trail with his eyes back to 
Twine. "I better not risk him hurting me" thinks Death Incarnate, "But who knows what 
could happen if Twine dies? I should be swift, but not rash. Maybe if I hurt him enough 
he’ll be too injured to fight, but not too injured to die." Death Incarnate races toward 
Twine, who quickly pulls out a knife. Twine slashes his left arm and blood sprays out 
from it; Death Incarnate feels a burning sensation in both his left arms, but keeps himself 
from expressing the pain and continues on. Twine then stabs his left shoulder, and Death 
Incarnate instinctively claps his shoulder with one of his right hands. Everyone notices 
this, and Bombshell decides to take advantage of the opportunity. She throws every bomb 
she has at Death Incarnate, but they do nothing; the explosions merely rock him back and 
forth, from which he easily recovers. Death Incarnate finally gets to Twine and bashes 
him in the head. Twine slumps to the floor, unconscious, breaking the link, but Death 
Incarnate gets a migraine headache from hitting him. The rest of the supers are 
downtrodden to see their possible only hope dashed, but Penta does not despair. She 
shouts "Jadu, yule i uzas!" and an indigo flame shoots out from her hand and hits Death 
Incarnate between his two right arms, in the ribs. Death Incarnate shouts out in pain as 
the flame bums through his skin and attacks the fused soul, and he jumps at Penta. She 
immediately rises into the air, thirty feet above the ground, and repeats the same spell two 
more times. The flames hit Death Incarnate and singe his innards, but he continues to 



stand despite his screaming. Penta starts to fall downward, and realizing she has reached 
her limit for magic using powerful kill spells to attack Death Incarnate, she tries to direct 
her fall away from him. 

Death Incarnate notices and hobbles toward her. Seethe runs to her aid and sprays acid at 
Death Incarnate, but it hits the superevil and slides off of him, entirely useless. He then 
spits acid into on of the now-present holes in Death Incarnate's body, and this time the 
attack works and the superevil yells out. "Something must happen between his skin and 
his soul" says Penta to Seethe, "As if every attack passes through a portal which changes 
it into a spiritual equivalent." "How does that make even a remote bit of sense?" "It must 
be the way his soul and skin can even connect to each other; there has to be a binding 
force, and that is his weakness!" "Attack his holes!" shouts Seethe to the others, right 
before Death Incarnate knocks him away with his right hands before doing the same to 
Penta with his left ones. "I can see I've wasted far too much time" says Death Incarnate, 
"And I let you have the advantage over me. Now, I will increase my horrors manifold!" 
He turns around and stampedes toward Bombshell, but Fuse stands in his way. She jumps 
into him and fuses with his body, and gains control of his right side. She lets the right 
hands punch at his head over and over, but even his own body does little to him. Death 
Incarnate clasps the right hands with his left hands two stop Fuse from attacking him, and 
shouts out "Wecken, zweite Futze!" ("Awaken, second feet!") Two legs sprout out from 
behind his original ones, and Death Incarnate gallops, headed, once more, toward 
Bombshell. Crusher falls to his knees and presses his palms on the street. He 
concentrates, and the asphalt below Death Incarnate explodes, causing him to fall into a 
ditch. Death Incarnate leaps upward and out of the hole, and continues on his path, now 
with Crusher in front of Bombshell. "A double trampling" he thinks, planning his next 
move. 

But Claire, with blue flames surrounding her body, intercedes between the two sides, and 
faces Death Incarnate. She blows a streak of fire at him, but he passes through unharmed, 
and kicks her with his two front feet. She twirls into the air, out of balance, but soon 
regains herself and dives down toward the superevil. She smashes into Death Incarnate 
and they both fumble backward. Claire breathes fire into Death Incarnate's open wounds, 
burning him from the inside. He shrieks in pain, but the shriek soon turns into maniacal 
laughter, and he kicks her with his front right leg, creating some distance between the two 
of them. He gets up and looks back at the confused supers. "I see you still don't 
understand. Attacks may work on the inside of my body, but do you think that really 
matters? The soul is eternal, no matter how much you attack it, no matter how much pain 
you cause for a person. You cannot kill me, for I no longer possess a true body. In fact, all 
that this pain is really doing is cleansing my soul of possible sins, for pain in this world 
means less pain in the next. So, come at me, all of you. Hurt me, plague me, torture me! 
You cannot kill me!" The supers have no choice but to distrust his words and continue 
with their attempted onslaught. Xeno calls forth three more future selves, and along with 
the Xeno with two powers, the five of them circle Death Incarnate. Claire, Volta, and 
Vector elevate themselves above him, while Bombshell and Star Sweeper joins the 
Xenos; Unus gives her power to the Xeno with two powers, who shares his psychological 
power with the rest of the supers involved in the front - since their powers are all 



physical, they cannot share their powers with each other. "Hey" says the original Xeno to 
the future one, "You never did say what your psychological power can do." "I can 
transmit the trauma I felt by watching everyone die to my intended target. However, I've 
never used the power before, so I don’t know what it will do to Death Incarnate, if 
anything." "We have no choice but to try." 

The supers all focus their energies together, and a green glow engulfs them and Death 
Incarnate in a dome. Death Incarnate screams relentlessly, peeling away at his skin until 
Fuse is forced out and inflicted by the glow as well. The two of them give out such 
terrifying sounds that the supers are pushed to stop the attack, if only to prevent 
themselves from becoming deaf. Fuse runs to the side of a building in tears and huddles 
herself in the fetal position. Death Incarnate, on the other hand, has a numb look in his 
eyes, and he doesn't acknowledge his pain. Instead, he slams his four fists down on the 
street, creating a small shockwave that casts the standing supers to the ground. He grabs 
the future Xeno and snaps his neck, causing him to disappear, along with the power that 
everyone else received. "I feel so little, you know" Death Incarnate calmly begins, "But I 
understand that it is only temporary. Xeno, you won’t be so lucky the next time you try to 
call on your future. Now, I will decimate you all." He picks up Bombshell and shoves her 
into the asphalt, but she turns into steel and only her suit is ripped. He picks up her metal 
body and tries to twist it, but Claire flies into one of the holes in his body, cramming 
herself through. The flames burn him tremendously, but Death Incarnate no longer 
screams. Instead, he reaches inside of himself and pulls her out. The others attempt to 
free her by attacking Death Incarnate over and over, so he jumps out of the circle and 
begins to gallop away. "Claire, why did you have to stray so far? Strongarm was a villain, 
Bombshell is a villainess, yet you chose a hero? I cannot understand..." "That’s because 
love is beyond thinking. It is not something that is meant to be understand, but embraced. 
Trying to analyze it will get you nowhere fast." "Thank you for that knowledge. For that, 
your death will be swift." 

He begins to crush her body with his hands, but Claire's flames suddenly burn brighter 
than ever. They turn a fiery white, and she slips out of his grip and flies into the sky. She 
loops around and lands ten feet away from him, hovering above the ground - the asphalt 
becomes crystallized, despite not touching the flames. "Because of you" she says, "I will 
never see Seeker until the time at which I die. I will melt your very soul." She dashes at a 
high velocity into him, and Death Incarnate falls down with Claire on top of him. The 
flames envelop Death Incarnate's body and the area around the two of them, and the 
supers, having ran to catch up to them, keep their distance to avoid being burned to a 
crisp. "White flames?!" asks a bewildered Bombshell, "Is this a third power?" "No" 
answers Penta, "I think this is the 'power' of love/hate. Claire has let her emotional power 
grow to a new level, much like Volta's power became stronger because of Elsie." Death 
Incarnate lays in the fire, thinking. "To kill her now would be so easy, yet the others ran 
toward us. Why? They can’t possibly save her. Are they so determined to die as one, to 
show that they will not go down without a fight? They should run away and live for the 
future. Unless they realize that they have no future regardless and have chose to submit to 
their destinies. For all I know, I know nothing. But, I have chosen my path, so I might as 
well fulfill it." Death Incarnate sits up and looks at Claire. "I think it's time to finish this, 



Claire." "No, my name is Nova." "’Nova', huh? How ironic that a new beginning will lead 
to the end so quickly." 

Before she can react, Death Incarnate hugs her, and starts to squeeze her to death. Nova 
can feel her body starting to give, and closes her eyes, knowing she’ll be with Seeker 
soon. But the grip on her suddenly loosens, and she opens her eyes to see a red wall 
protecting her from Death Incarnate. It removes her flames and lifts her from his grasp, 
her body naked as the white flames destroyed her suit; the glow moves her to the side, 
releasing her at ground level. Nova cannot comprehend what has happened until she 
looks up into the sky and sees the demigod Prime. His center, glass dome is lit up in red, 
and from it originates a line which connects to the glow around Nova. The glow then 
creates a new suit for her, and he descends to the street below him. "Who are you?" asks 
Death Incarnate, more inquisitive than frightened. "I am Prime, a demigod. I am here to 
take you away, Death Incarnate. Your actions have come far enough, and you must be 
taken before they become irreversible." "Irreversible? My soul is a fusion. I think that, it 
itself, is irreversible." Prime shakes his head. "No, you said it yourself. A fusion lasts 
until death. Therefore, it cannot be irreversible by nature." "Are you going to kill me, 
then?" "You cannot be killed" answers Prime, "For you no longer have a body to speak 
of. You consist primarily of your souls, so all that needs to be done is to split you. Both 
souls will be sent to be purged of their sins. Macabre, because his executions superseded 
human right, and Incarnate, because of his many violations, including murder and the 
improper use of the Extended Name. Now, it is time." A violet hue fills Primes center 
dome and shoots out at Death Incarnate. He emits a loud roar of anguish as his skin 
evaporates and his soul, the indigo being that he once was when Macabre was dominant, 
splits into two. The two souls of the fonner supers rise up into the sky and disappear from 
sight. 

Seeker comes running down the street. Nova see him and hurries toward him, and the two 
embrace each other. "I thought you became a demigod!" cries Nova, as tears run down 
her cheeks. "I did, but I gave up my powers so that I could return to Earth." "But...why? 
You've spent your whole life looking for the truth." "Because, Claire, I've already found 
my truth." He looks into her green eyes and kisses her. A loud cough is heard nearby, and 
they look to see Bombshell. "Not that I disapprove or anything, but we do have a 
demigod still in our midst. Let's found out why." All the conscious supers gather to hear 
what Prime has to say. "My purpose here is plain and simple. I was sent to stop Death 
Incarnate right before he was to kill Claire, now Nova. I could not save Misha’el, because 
he, too, used the Extended Name. It may have been said properly, but it also allowed 
Incarnate to use it, so for that, he was punished; additionally, he killed Nazi Punk, which 
was beyond his permission. The others were all hurt for their various misdeeds, but not 
major enough to warrant death. I could not interfere until Nova was about to be killed, 
because she needed to reach her new level of power for future purposes - on this, her new 
suit can stand the temperatures she has now reached. I have come to understand that Elsie 
will be reincarnated, but even I do not know when that will happen. Until then, rest up; I 
expect you will have many trials ahead of you." 



Chapter 99: Beyond 


The day passes into night, and the supers find themselves at the hospital once more for 
treatment. Now that they've killed one of their very own, the villains are even less sure of 
their future - would they end up merging with the heroes, or would this battle with Death 
Incarnate remind them of true villainy and lead them to a path separate from the Topaz 
Villa? It seemed to make no difference at this point, when greater things mattered, such as 
the health of all the supers involved. Too often do we dwell on the future when the 
present is most important. Penta and Seethe find themselves in the same hospital room, 
and as Seethe lays there, he thinks about the battle they just had. "I still don’t understand, 
Penta, how did our attacks work? So they go through some kind of'portal'? Isn’t that a bit 
farfetched?" "I was thinking about it, too, Seethe. It's not so ridiculous. A person is made 
of two parts, the 'human' and the 'being'. The human part is the physical body while the 
being is the soul. The two fuse together so that the mind is fonned, and it acts as a bridge 
between the two, by allowing the body to move as to what the soul desires. I guess you 
can say that the soul created a field around itself in the case of Death Incarnate, and that 
anything touching it interacted with it. Or not. It's not like I fully understand spiritual 
matters, magician or not." At that moment, Nellie walks into the dimly lit room and onto 
Seethe's side. "Seethe!" she cries, "I'm so glad you called me! How are you?" "I've got 
bruises all over the left side of my body" answers Seethe, "And it hurts like hell, but I'm 
really fine; the injuries should go away in a week. I would admit that I'm one of the lucky 
ones. The heroes were more damaged by the battle, seeing as Claire's beau Seeker lost all 
his powers and another one, Misha’el, even died." "Seeker? Oh, I guess that's Ray..." "His 
first name is Ray?" asks Seethe, "How did I not know that while you did?" "Well, Claire 
told me this a while ago, before I knew she was a super, so she used his real name. 
"Speaking of which" responds Seethe, "I guess we should be calling Claire 'Nova' now, 
since she has officially chosen that as her super name instead of'The Flare'. It does 
sounds much better." Nellie turns to Penta and asks, "So, Penta, are you doing fine?" 
"Yeah, like Seethe, I was just knocked around a bit. It hurts to move, but I can't complain. 
I'm surprised Death Incarnate was so physically strong considered he barely had any real 
body to him, but I'm guessing it's the converse of our attacks; that is, his spiritual strength 
went through the same 'portal' and became physical strength in return." "Right..." 

Bombshell and Crusher visit Twine in another room. "So, Twine, sorry that you had to go 
through all that pain for nothing. It seems like Penta was the real hero this time, even if 
Prime had to interfere in the end." "It's a'ight, my time to shine will eventually come. I'm 
a new member, so there's no hurry. Even If 104.5 was integral to the whole scheme, or if 
Unus brought about such a large change for Seeker, or if Flex helped greatly agains' 
Giraffe, that doesn’t mean I'm useless or anythin'. It jus' means I've yet to show my true 
strength, that I'm a late bloomer. I've struggled for everythin' in my life, and this will yet 
another struggle, and I'm prepared for that. Besides, there are bigger things to worry 
about, like the state of the Family. While I'm almos' sure we’ll be okay, more members 
couldn’t help, so that’ll be our bigges' concern when we all get cured." Fuse, on the other 
hand, had been devastated by the psychological attack on her and Death Incarnate and 



was given her own room to recover in. She was allowed no visitors, but a psychologist 
was there to talk things over with her and make sure she was okay. Apparently, the 
trauma of the power afflicted on Fuse reminded her of Kevin's murder, as well as his 
friend's deaths at the hands of his brother Evan. She had seem so much death in such a 
short amount of time that it became unbearable for her and she had to leave Eisenstadt. 
Now, it was as if things repeated themselves, even if only one person - Misha’el - died. 
Nevertheless, she assured the psychologist that she was okay and would be better in the 
morning, ready to fight once more for the superheroes. 

Vector and Star Sweeper rest inside one of the rooms. Although mostly unharmed, they 
thought it would be good for their well being and didn’t reject the hospital's offer to stay 
the night. "I'm sorry about what happened earlier" says Vector, alluding to her outburst at 
Death Incarnate's mention of Aquano, "It’s not that I love Aquano more than you. But I 
knew that Incarnate let Aquano die and I needed to get closure on that." "So you still love 
him, then? This isn't because I'm a woman, is it?" "Is it wrong to love more than one 
person? Even so, I love you differently, in a better way. This has nothing to do with 
gender. Aquano and I had a past together, and I couldn’t ignore it. But now that things are 
finally over with Incarnate, I can move on completely and be with you. I think we’ll be 
alright now. Something tells me that, as if we've gone through a metamorphosis during 
this fight with Death Incarnate." "I'm glad that you believe all of that. I was worried that I 
was going to lose you, and I don’t mean just physically, but emotionally as well. I kept 
thinking our relationship wasn’t really there, as if it were built on false feelings." Volta 
and Xeno are both exhausted and are asleep in another room, this one completely dark, 
and Hammerspace is nowhere to be found. But Cubes and Flex are busy in recovery in a 
different room, and Seeker and Nova are sitting by their sides. "So what will you do now, 
Seeker? Fight crime without any powers? Macabre did so..." "Macabre also trained 
himself over many years and was proficient with weaponry. Not to mention that his goal 
was to kill people, so he didn’t have to restrain himself, but I have no such intentions. No, 
I think I'll have to move on to some other greater purpose. I've been thinking about 
becoming a doctor. It's a long road, I know, but it's a way that I can still help people, even 
the Villas, without any super powers. Why, what do you think I should do?" "Whatever 
you want. I was just wondering if you had a plan. I keep thinking like this is a new stage 
for us, but I can't imagine what comes next. Not that I worry or anything. Someday this 
will all make sense." 

* 

Halfway between the hospital and Topaz Villa, we find Hammerspace leaning against the 
door of his inherited house from Serenity. He looks up at the sky and wonders, "If 
Serenity were here, what would she say? That I've done the right thing by choosing Volta, 
or that I've abandoned my true love by doing so? I still miss her dearly, but life must go 
on. Of course, there is still the question of soul mates: If your supposed soul mate dies, 
and you marry someone else, can that love be true as well? In any event, I am the second 
love of both Serenity and Volta, and I'm okay with that, even if I can bring only comfort. 
Yeah, I think I've done alright in the end. It was all worth it..." A taxicab pulls up to his 
house and 104.5 comes out. "How did you know I was here...right, your ability, I forgot. 



What do you want, anyway? Come to kill me?" "I came for closure" replies 104.5, "I 
would go to the hospital, but the villains would murder me in a second, considering how I 
sold them out. I saw that you were here, alone, so I thought you’d be the best to 
approach." "What kind of closure are you looking for?" asks Hammerspace, a bit 
confused as to how he can possibly help. "I couldn't see through your eyes until you came 
to this world - what world are you from?" "This again?" wonders Hammerspace, "It’s a 
really long story, one you could probably write half a book on. I am a watcher from 
another universe, and I was monitoring this world out of sheer randomness one day, 
around when Seethe had his second, albeit accidental, kill. Since then, I’ve been 
following the story of Eisenstadt and all that had to offer. There was a time, after the two 
Villas were fighting the super, Phoumos, that Serenity was drifting in space with nothing 
to do but reminisce. Eventually, a woman named Sophie Ayn, who hails from a universe 
different from my own, I imagine, came to her and predicted that ’there will be another to 
help you through’. I thought I must be this ’another’, but I didn't want to risk everything to 
travel to this world. It wasn't until after Despair came, after his 'Personal Hell' saga, that I 
desired to be with Serenity so much that it overwhelmed my fear. And thus is my story." 

"What do you mean by his 'personal hell saga'?" Hammerspace shifts uneasily. "Basically, 
it was Despair's saga since it was his turn to face the Villas. By 'Personal Hell’, I am 
referring to his method of attack, that is, he shared his pain with others." "That sounds 
exactly the same as the future Xeno's psychological power. I guess powers overlap 
sometimes?" "Well, that makes sense" answers Hammerspace, There are many myriads 
of supers all over the planet, so for each to be unique seems almost impossible." "I still 
don't get how you traveled to this world, though." "Look, try not to dwell on it. There's a 
whole big explanation, but it is well beyond you. It will only end in tears, at best." 
"Tears?" asks 104.5 incredulously, "How can that possibly happen? I demand to know!" 
"Please, do not pursue the matter any further. I am telling you, it is not a good idea." "I 
can't do that. Knowing that there's this forbidden fruit that I may not partake of only 
tempts me all the more so. Tell me everything!" Hammerspace sighs and sits down with 
his legs out; 104.5 does so as well, if only because of Hammerspace. "Ah, how do I say 
this? I am., .only human. If I appear to be a super, that's because of the rules in this world. 
My world does not have superpowers in it, so I was a nonnal man. Actually, I was rather 
pathetic, a couch potato who did nothing but watch TV all day. One day, I'm flipping the 
channels when, lo and behold, The Villas comes on. It is a show in my universe. As you 
might imagine, or as I can tell by the currently aghast expression on your face, the show 
circles around the events that went on between the two Villas, be it Khul or Nightmare or 
Phoumos or Alpha or Mjytresz or, even now, Death Incarnate. I became entranced with 
this show, mainly because it often went straight into the action, and who doesn’t like a 
good story about supers? Time went by and I grew more and more attached, even 
dreaming of the show, which they say is a sign of obsession. I memorized all I could 
about the characters, and soon became very bonded to the show, so much so that I 
yearned to be a part of it. When Serenity became depressed because of Despair's 
'Personal Hell' - for that was the episode's name - I wished to be with her, to hold and 
caress her, to not be alone for once. So, I dived into my screen, which, for some reason, 
actually worked, and I fell into Eisenstadt, automatically falling into the rules of cartoons 
as well...you see, The Villas is actually an adult-oriented cartoon, even if we look at 



ourselves and appear to be normal. And so, I broke the story's canon by becoming one 
with the show, unless that was always intended by a higher being, like Sophie Ayn must 
be. Hmm, W.G.S., the creator, is probably pissed with me for doing that." 

104.5's body becomes very lax, as if he were a puppet hanging, which is pretty accurate, 
seeing as that's how he now feels. "I'm...just a character in a show? My whole life has 
been meaningless?" "Well, not entirely meaningless. You provided much entertainment 
for other watchers. Without you, the Death Incarnate arc never could have happened. 

Hey, it could be worse." "How?! How could it be worse?!" "You could be dead. Then 
you’d be stuck for an eternity in a false heaven. The artificial sweetener you call 'Paradise' 
would inevitably cause you immeasurable pain. And, hey, it can't be that bad if I chose to 
enter this world. It clearly has merit." "Oh, please!" exclaims 104.5, "You said it yourself, 
you were a pathetic couch potato. You merely escaped into a world of fantasy to avoid 
your troubles in reality. I don't see that as giving this world any worth." "We all escape 
into fantasy worlds" replies Hammerspace, "Whether it's a show, a book, a song, or just 
our imaginations. There is nothing wrong with that. You might argue that it's different if 
you trade your entire life for fantasy and not just a fraction of it, but did I really do so? I 
found someone to love, and that's what life is really about. Whether or not you are real 
means nothing in the end. It is all about finding a purpose." 104.5 suddenly looks more 
alive. "Hey, how do I even know this is all true? You could be lying to me out of revenge 
for almost getting Volta killed!" "Please, I'm far too lazy for revenge" answers 
Hammerspace, "I was obsessed with TV, you know. There are various things I can point 
out that show this world is false. Certain plot holes could not occur in a real world. For 
example, Penta once spouted a spell that split a soul into seven sections - ooh, 
alliteration. But, surely, that was strange. I mean, she can only use so much strength in 
general, yet separating a soul into septuplets is simple for her? Supremely silly and 
stupid. And the specific spell made no sense either. Each day is given to its corresponding 
possessor of the seventh? Why? What is that about? Okay, I got bored of the alliteration. 
Not to mention the fact that each member of the pact, when taking the initial letter of 
their name, gives the first seven letters of the English alphabet. Yeah, that's clearly going 
to happen in reality. And what about Surge? Besides that her power makes little sense, 
which can be explained by the whole 'God makes it so', after getting injured, her wounds 
don’t seem to cause any future problems. Legerdemain's rod poses a huge problem, too. If 
it worked as an illusion on those without powers, Lucy and Leo should have been 
affected! And the others should have been confused by the fact that Bombshell wasn't." 

"Another example that comes to mind is Quaff: she had Elsie possession at one point, and 
Fly Guy was with her, but still willing to go along. And yet she decides to go to the 
Family Villa first to retrieve Wayward? She should have taken Elsie's soul right there and 
then! Clearly, by the fact that Penta didn’t go through too much trouble taking Radon's 
soul, Quaff could have stolen Elsie's whenever she wanted. Of course, she would have 
ascended then and it would have saved the lives of so many supers. But, then, what kind 
of story would that have been, if the superevils never arrived? The Villas needed to be 
brought together, if only for the sake of Nova and Seeker, and Elsie was a partial key in 
that - I say 'partial' because her own story was imperative, too. Perhaps Mjytresz would 
have attacked anyway once the new Elsie was bom, but then that's just the same as the 



superevils attacking the first time around, so Quaffs plot hole makes no difference in the 
end. Perhaps if'The Aftermath' and 'This Kind Nepenthe' never happened...but I digress. 
Yet another thing that I find strange is how Nexus' name is never explained. I mean, 
everyone else is accounted for or can be easily figured out - maybe not Cubes’ - but 
Nexus' remains a mystery. Perhaps if I never entered this world, however, he would have 
lived and his name would have been explained...damn Mjytresz. I also don't get why the 
future Xeno didn't use his psychological power on Death Incarnate to save Seeker first; 
he just assumed that making Seeker a demigod was the only way...although now that I 
think of it, his ability wouldn’t have done much and Seeker would have probably died. 
Again, hindsight of the story makes it a necessity, which is actually a weakness to me. 
Penta also could have used her power from Radon against Death Incarnate, but chose not 
to, which was a fault on the creator. That Zavod managed to survive for so long and only 
died when Seethe showed up was kind of a giveaway, and when Cubes creates floating 
platforms of solidified air, they should fall due to gravity, unless they are very gaseous, in 
which case Cubes shouldn’t even be able to step on them. Plus, one must question how no 
supers from Eisenstadt exist in the Kraftbrecher between in and Adamsville - other than 
Nightmare - as when Strongarm and company went to break Seethe out, they didn’t 
rescue anyone else. And of course, there's - " 

"Okay, enough already!" shouts 104.5, "I get it! My life has been a waste!" "Hey, you just 
wanted to know it all, like how come all the supers have bulletproof suits yet cops don't? 
And I’m sure there are countless other questions that can be submitted, but you seem dead 
enough already. So tell me, what are you going to do now?" 104.5 stares aimlessly at the 
ground. "I don't know, what can I possibly do? If I continue to live, I'll know it's a sham, 
and I’ll feel forced to tell everyone else every day, although I know they'll just disregard 
my words and send me to a psychiatric institution. If I die, I'll just end up in the afterlife 
with nothing at all. Could I even tell the man of fire about the truth? No, I suspect either 
he already knows and doesn’t care, or is programmed to not understand this. I feel the 
only thing I can really do at this point is to escape into your world, Jake." "My world?" 
repeats Hammerspace, "My world is hell. There's nothing there to go for. Besides, how 
would you even do it? I had a screen, but you have nothing to work with." "I don’t know! 
Why the hell is this so complicated? If the creator were truly merciful, would there not be 
a loophole in all of this?" "It has nothing to do with mercy" replies Hammerspace, "The 
creator is just like me. He therefore has no ability to pull you out into his world. I'm sure 
he wishes he could, but that itself would destroy the meaning of fantasy." "I can't stand 
this anymore!" yells 104.5 at the top of his lungs, "This world, this life, this everything! If 
happy, little bluebirds fly beyond the rainbow, why oh why can't I?!" 104.5 suddenly 
disappears in a cloud a smoke, and is replaced by a bluejay. It flutters onto 
Hammerspace's hand and he sees its irises are dark brown, without any hint of red. "Is 
that your solution, creator? To let him be without restraints in this world? I wonder how 
that will work out for him, but I doubt I'll ever be told." Hammerspace flicks his hand and 
the bluejay flies off into the night. "Best of luck, Beyond." 



Chapter 100: Burning Bright 


Three weeks pass and none of the supers are in the hospital any longer. The construction 
of the Family Villa is finished and the villains plan on moving their belongings from 
Mother’s housing to their new edifice, courtesy of the state government. The heroes 
decide to pitch in, being the good-mannered acquaintances that they are, so the supers all 
meet in front of Mother's at 11:00 AM on a Saturday. They begin to load the possessions 
into the various cars and vans, as if no line ever existed between them. Leopard and Flex 
prove to be extremely useful at the task, while Camel is let off easy because of her 
pregnancy, which is now known to the heroes due to a revelation by Flex. After losing 
most of their effects to Eyesore in the previous year, it would only take two trips to 
relocate to the new Villa. After the first trip, the supers, busy in their work, fail to notice 
that Nova isn’t unloading any of her belongings and, in fact, leaves Mother's going west 
instead of north. But when they load the vehicles for the second trip, Crusher notices and 
pipes up, "Hey, where's Nova? And Seeker, for that matter?" The supers look around and 
Penta checks her and Nova's old apartment, but they find nothing. Just then. Nova and 
Seeker return to gather the rest of her assets. " Where’d you go?" asks Bombshell, more 
curious than concerned. "Uh..." Seeker puts his arm around Nova. "We wanted to surprise 
you, but we didn’t know how to without you noticing something was up. The two of us, 
we’re moving into an apartment together." Cubes is elated, yet crushed as well. Seeker, 
his only child, is finally going to leave his side. "Seeker, is this true? Surely you don’t 
mean you're leaving Topaz." "I do, dad. And from now on, will everyone please call me 
'Ray'? I am no longer a super and cannot bear my super name with pride. Rather, I am 
only a lowly human who will struggle along his fellow beings to find his place in the 
world." "What will you do?" inquires Bombshell, wondering how he’ll support himself 
and Nova financially. "In my last year in college, I'll apply to med school. If I get in, 
great, I’ll try to become a doctor and help save lives that way. If I fail, then I'll look for 
another route. I suppose I'll have to take out loans for med school, but it's worth it." "I'll 
support you wherever and whenever you need help" says Cubes, "You have Topaz behind 
you all the way." "And the Family, too" says Bombshell, "Nova, what's your situation? 
Are you still with us? We could definitely use your powers..." I’m going to be a vigilante 
like Macabre" answers Nova, "Except my targets will primarily be rapists. However, I 
will also soar in the skies over the city, looking for perpetrators. I am still a villainness, 
but I also need my own life. If you ever need help, either of the sides, feel free to call me. 
My power is meant to help. Prime, himself, said that my newest form of my flames were 
for future purposes." "One thing still bothers me" says Cubes, "You two are living 
together; does that mean...?" "That's the second part of our surprise, dad" replies Ray, 
"Nova and I are engaged!" The supers give out shouts of joy at the announcement, and 
Cubes can't help but shrug a little and tear at the eyes, a prominent smile displayed. 
Bombshell hugs Nova, followed by Penta, who, while she feels a little hurt that Nova 
didn't tell her anything beforehand, is still delighted at the news. 

"You're not worried about going into this too young?" asks Seethe of Nova over the loud 
cacophony of noises. "Nah, if I can take on something like Death Incarnate, surely life 



can’t be impossibly hard. Besides, I know my friends an family are still with me." Seethe 
smiles "I may have lost Nova to Ray", he thinks "But I gained Nellie. I lost my mother 
and Zavod, but I gained Bombshell. I lost Fly Guy, but I gained Twine, even if we aren't 
as close, but I also gained so many other friends. I finally have a place in this world; I 
think things really worked out for me when I look at it." Vector hugs Nova while the rest 
of the supers mingle about. "Sorry for all that ’archenemy’ business way back when. I was 
younger and more foolish - though we are fools until we die. I really am happy for you." 
"Thanks, Vector! I mean it! It’s great to have so much support. What about you? Have 
you and Star decided on a future?" "We have chosen to take things slowly. There’s still so 
much time, and we are still so young. Our love still has to develop more before we do 
anything serious, but we are definitely on the way. One day, we’ll catch up to you." "I 
look forward to that!" Leopard, meanwhile, slaps his hand on Ray’s back, causing the 
latter to almost choke on his own saliva. "Hey, sorry ’bout that, man" apologizes Leopard, 
"I just meant to congratulate you. Good job on hooking Clai-Nova, that is. She’s one fiery 
gal, and I don’t mean her flames." "Yeah" responds Ray, "It’s going to be one interesting 
marriage, that’s for sure. But, you know. I’m not that worried. We’ve been together for so 
long already, I feel like this is only the natural progression of the relationship. It’s not like 
we were going anywhere else. Love is a simple path. At least for us." "Nah, I get it. When 
you know who your soul mate is, there are a lot less questions to wonder about. And 
speaking of soul mates, Gammy and I should really get married, make it official, you 
know? Although we aren’t in the actual system, so a legal marriage would be pointless. 
Ah, we’ll figure something out." 

Fuse is next to hug Nova, and, for a very brief moment, their bodies even fuse, but Fuse 
quickly backs up a bit. "Are you alright, Fuse?" "Yeah, yeah, just a little shaken from the 
fight, still. My control over my power has gotten weaker, but I know it’ll return. If I ever 
need help, I can always let Kevin take over, after all. I’m not the dominant one or 
anything, rather he lets me have full control, since it’s completely my body, and not a 
fusion of flesh, after all. But enough about me - you're getting married! How are you 
feeling?" "Wonderful, of course! I don't know what our union has to do with the future 
that Prime prophesied about, but I'm focusing on the now. I'm with an amazing man, I 
have an incredible family, and am kin with an extraordinary bunch of friends. It's hard not 
to feel great at the moment. Sure, I am a tad nervous about planning a wedding, but the 
giddiness is overwhelming it. To walk with another - is this not truth?!" Cubes embraces 
his son, and places something in his hands, whispering, "I want you to have this, Ray. It's 
something that will help keep alive the memory of your mother." Ray, looks down and 
sees Cubes' wedding ring in his hand. His eyes well up in tears, both in happiness and in 
sadness. "Dad...do you mean it? You're not bothered that Nova is a villain?" Cubes shakes 
his head. "Whatever you wish is okay with me. Besides, she’s a hero in my eyes. Did you 
see her when she took on Death Incarnate?" "I know, I know. She was so beautiful. She 
looked divine, especially in comparison to him. I cannot begin to express my gratitude. I 
wonder if Mom would approve..." "She might rationalize it as attaching to Nova in order 
to make up for the loss of your powers or some psychological explanation like that, but 
deep down inside, she’d be happy. We’ve wanted nothing but for you to be happy." 


Penta returns to Nova and hugs her one more time. "Again? What for, Penta?" "I...felt a 



bit upset that I only found out now, so that I didn’t hug you with a full heart. This time, 
my intent is entirely for your happiness." "Sorry, I didn’t realize" says Nova, "I thought it 
might be better if everyone found out at once to reduce the risk of it being leaked." 

"That’s alright. 'Walls have ears' and all that." "Say, I've been wondering" continues 
Nova, "Couldn’t you technically give Quaffs amulet to Ray so that he could become 
Seeker again?" "I asked him a few days ago, and he said that part of his deal was that he 
could never have any powers, so that it wouldn’t work. He said he was fine with it, 
anyhow, that he'll help the world no matter his abilities. You found quite the strong man, 
Nova." Volta offer Hammerspace their blessings to Ray, and give him their own news. 
"We’re selling Serenity's house and will be moving into the Villa" states Hammerspace, 
"Besides consolidating the team, it's time for me to move forward and hold on to the 
future. I know Serenity would be okay with it." "And look at you" says Volta, punching 
Ray in the shoulder, "You did okay for yourself. Perhaps Nova will be a superheroine in 
time. And, if not, that's fine, too. We need to stick together for the future, anyhow. I wish 
you the best, Ray." "I guess the Villas will always be full of gains and losses, then" 
replies Ray, "That seems to be the basic cycle of life at work. Say...what are you two 
going to do now? Have a kid or two?" "We're too old for that" responds Hammerspace, 
then after getting a sharp look from Volta, adds, "At least I am. Although seeing how 
nothing seems to kill me, perhaps my age from my previous world wouldn’t matter..." "To 
put it bluntly" says Volta, "We’ll see." 

Crusher finally gets his turn to congratulate Nova, but seems a little disappointed. "I 
know this had to happen, Claire, but a hero? Really? I don’t mean to sound like Incarnate, 
but we are villains." Nova sighs. "There are many things for you to experience and learn, 
Sammy. And, one day, you may find that there are things that go above and beyond the 
realm of good versus evil. They have priority over a rivalry for power and lead the true 
way toward happiness. You're still very young, so I don't expect you to understand this 
completely. Just have faith in your sister." "If you say, so. But I'll be getting stronger with 
each day, and if you don’t watch out, I'll pass you someday." "Heh, even I will grow in 
power." Xeno gives a manly bear hug to Ray, suffocating him for a second or two. "Jeez, 
man, are you all trying to kill me?" "Ah, you know you love us" replies Xeno, "And you 
know we love you...no homo. I still don’t know what everything's all about, but seeing 
this work out for the best makes me think it's woven well enough. I spoke to a future self 
who's from a year from now and he assured me that your wedding goes off without a 
hitch. I don’t know how comfortable that is, given that it was his timeline, and not 
necessarily ours, but I hope that gives you some comfort." "It does, Xeno, thank you. And 
even if the future is unknown, I am confident that we’ll make it through." The rest give 
their felicitations as well, and they continue to load the possessions to the cars. After they 
finish, Camel says to Cubes, but for everyone to hear, "You know, I've been hearing about 
a guy who calls himself'2D'. They say that he can fall into floors and walls and escape 
his enemies with ease, although he can’t pass into liquids like a river or spilled water. 
What say we have a race to claim him?" "Game on." 

Nova and Ray leave the crowd and end up at their building, at 42 Ivy Drive, where they 
live in apartment 2B. During one of the trips from unloading the car, they bump into 
Viskid as they return to their car. "Hey, guys! Congratulations!" "How’d you know where 



we were?" asks a quizzical Nova. "Unus, of course. She's still my teacher, so she tells me 
everything that's going on. I'm glad I didn’t get here too late in the day. It’s wonderful that 
you two are finally together, even if I haven’t known either of you that well. A stray 
thought came across my mind, though: If you two were to have a kid, would it 
automatically be a super, since you two were both originally supers?" "Hard to say" 
replies Ray, "But I've learned never to discard the possibility of the impossible. Say, 
how's Doppel doing? Is she still against joining a Villa?" "Yeah" answers Viskid, "She's 
dead set. Perhaps if it became an absolute necessity, but she didn’t even interfere when 
the superevils were attacking, so I don’t see why she would now. I, on the other hand, will 
eventually join Topaz, but I’m still a while away. I promise, though, I will make it. My 
power alone will insure that." "About that" asks Ray, "You never did say what your 
weakness was...care to reveal it?" "Don't worry about it" says Nova, "It is something that 
time will tell, I believe. For now, it is better that we do not say such things, lest 104.5 
learn of them." "Yeah, whatever happened to that guy? He just...disappeared." Viskid bids 
them farewell and Nova and Ray finish moving into their apartment, already furnished 
with the vital needs for a young couple. 

* 

Hours later, they sit on the couch and stare out the window, where the stars are showing 
in the sky. "I wonder" starts Nova, "Prime never said anything about my father's death, 
but it must have been part of the plan. How does it all fit in?" "I often ponder about the 
death of my mother for the same reason" responds Ray, "I think that death comes more 
quickly, in general, to those who partake of the super life. By choosing to fight, we 
accede to the possibility of demise. Doppel, for example, will probably live a long life, 
while so many died so young. Although Zavod and Serenity sure lasted a long time, even 
when considering their powers." "But still" continues Nova, "Were there specific reasons 
for all of the deaths we witnessed, or was it just a single strand in the rope of time? That 
is, did the deaths stand out in any way, for some higher purpose?" "It is possible. Your 
father's death gave you another power, which eventually led to your white flames, which 
Prime said is needed. And my mother's death...I don’t know. It did cause the Villas to 
grow stronger, but so did every other death at that time. Perhaps it led me to become 
more mature and independent and allowed me to propose to you when we’re only 20.1 
wouldn't let it bother you." "Do you think" asks Nova, "Things will really work out for 
everyone?" "Yeah, one day, Nova, one day." The scene lifts to the sky above Eisenstadt 
where the stars are shining brightly. For now, it seems, The Villas are in peace. 


End Volume V 



Epilogue: Reduction 


Seven years later, the various supers all gather at Nova and Ray's apartment. Ray is now a 
resident at the hospital while Nova has continued her purpose of protecting the city and 
keeping the two Villas connected with one another, although given their proximity to one 
another, they are already very well aligned. Supers have come and gone, but the Family 
and Topaz Villas have ultimately kept their alliance. Alas, some have still died despite 
these ties, as they often tend do regardless of our wishes. Camel was the first to go, and 
not even from a fight. She gave birth to a daughter named Lizard but called "Liz" by 
everyone. Liz was metathermic: she was warm-blooded, but could change into a cold¬ 
blooded being at will. This wreaked havoc on Camel's body, who died in childbirth due to 
complications. Leopard was understandably heartbroken, but he took in as much joy as 
he can with Liz, even if she was somewhat reptilian, having both scaled skin and a tail. 
The Family raised Liz well, and due to her genetics, she matured quickly - at present, she 
is seven, but with the body of one twice her age. 

Cubes was next, and his death was one of hatred. The members of both Villas adored 
Cubes. Besides being the leader of Topaz, he occasionally looked out for the Family, 
paradoxically, and was reminisced for his friendship with Strongann. But there were 
those, outside of Eisenstadt, who frowned upon his treaty with the supervillains. They 
had understood that the time of the superevils was one of super-ordinate norms and that it 
was a necessary evil. But Mjytresz had gone, as did Death Incarnate, and still he held out 
his hand to them? They could not understand, and so they planned. At a heroes' 
conference, where Cubes was invited, what being the head of a team, he had gone to the 
men's room, which was suspiciously empty. While in the stall, he heard someone enter 
the facility slowly walk toward him. Cubes saw the figure's feet turn in front of him, and 
at that moment, he knew something was definitely wrong. The door suddenly turned an 
ashen gray, and with a punch it had crumbled to pieces. Before him stood Xeron, a 
superhero who could absorb moisture out of the air. He increased his power, and Cubes 
tried to fight back, but the solidified air used to make the knives were coal-like and 
brittle, as he had mainly carbon to work with. Cubes had to rely solely on hand-to-hand 
combat, but Xeron was no slouch, and the two fought it out until Xeron succeeded in 
draining all the moisture out of Cubes’ body, leaving it a shriveled, wrinkled figure. A 
hero found him about ten minutes later, but Xeron was long gone by then, and never 
brought to justice. 

The Villas were devastated when they heard the news, and did their best to carry on. 

Volta, being the most senior in the group, was chosen as the new leader, even if she felt 
uneasy about the job. Hammerspace consoled her, saying he would be there all the way - 
and he had nowhere else to go, he added - and so Volta accepted. They soon had a son, 
who, by virtue of Hammerspace's otherworldly nature, also matured quickly, but mentally 
as well as physically. Their son, Steve, who took on the name "The Jerk" in reference to 
his power, seemed to be stuck between the two worlds, but he submitted to his destiny 
and took it with a grain of salt. He was bestowed with the gift of reflex. The Jerk could 



react instantaneously to any attack, even before it reached him. One might think he would 
complain that his power was sub-par compared to what Volta and Hammerspace 
possessed, but he knew of Bodave and the potential one man can offer. 

Penta progressed well, her magical abilities increasing daily. She became stronger and 
stronger, but didn’t fully realize her limits. While in Macroeconomics, an emergency 
arose when it was reported that a lone student had brought in a weapon and began to 
shower a class with bullets. Under a spell of disguise, Penta ran to intervene, and 
summoned a greater demon. But she didn’t have enough control over it, and while it 
executed the gunman, it also slew the class of seniors before disappearing, its contract 
having ended. Penta, horrified at the events, allowed herself to be taken to Kraftbrecher. 

In another blow to the villains, Twine died shortly afterward. It wasn’t his fault, for it was 
reasonable to assume that his power would be most effective, especially with Penta 
locked up. Serafemme, a half-woman half-angel, was fonned through intense magic that 
was created by first summoning an angel and then forcing a fusion. But the mix was a 
bad one and immediately went awry. Serafemme, who now had a mind different from 
both the angel and the woman, became berserk and starting attacking marchers in a 
parade. The Villas came to the rescue, until they realized what they were dealing with. 
Twine connected himself with Serafemme, but any damage done to him did nothing to 
her/it. Serafemme crushed him with a powerful blow and he easily lost his life. The 
supers were relatively useless. Even Nova's flames and Bombshell's devices could do 
nothing against the monstrosity. But, Volta, on a whim, recalled that Misha’el once spoke 
of seraphim, that they were beings made from fire. Hammerspace smashed open a fire 
hydrant, and water splashed in every direction, ultimately extinguishing Serafemme once 
and for all. 

Torpid and Torpedo luckily came along to replenish the villains. Torpid, a college 
freshman from Heinlein City, who had the power to slow down the movement of 
anything within a given radius, was looking for somewhere to belong. There were plenty 
of other supers in Heinlein City, but he just didn’t fit in. He turned to the Internet for 
refuge, as is the style of the time, and found a forum for supers without much trouble. It 
was there that he discovered another male, a college junior by the name of Sonny, who 
had the power to speed up the movement of anything within a given radius. Torpid knew 
he found what he was looking for, and convinced Sonny to join him. They both moved to 
Eisenstadt, because of all the action it had in the past, and they felt an attraction to its 
history. Sonny changed his name to 'Torpedo', and they became supervillains, for they felt 
that good and evil must be balanced for the world to survive, and the Family was lacking. 

Viskid finally joined the heroes when she turned 18 and emancipated herself from her 
parents. She was a very useful asset, practically invincible against anything that came up 
against her. Viskid often paired herself with Unus, her former teacher, while still 
maintaining contact with Doppel. 2D had joined the villains, as he was a mischievous sort 
of fellow, but no one seemed to mind. Iota, a super who could shrink herself down to the 
size of a pea, also became a villain, although she never explained why. Iota mostly kept 
to herself, trying to avoid any attention, which was easily supplemented by her power. 



Although a villain, she fought little, but the Family was just glad to have yet another 
member. Lucky Lucas was eventually freed from Kraftbrecher, and, having learned his 
lesson, turned to the good side and became a hero. His addition was invaluable, as his 
luck generally assured him victory, although it certainly was not guaranteed for the other 
members. Seethe eventually married Nellie, and, at present, have a four year-old name 
Eric, so it is still unknown if he was born with a power. Additionally, Alexis joined the 
Villa as the new chef. Another super that they named ’Piscine’ was found one day, floating 
face down in Hypatia Park. She remembered nothing, except for her ability to breathe 
underwater. The Family claimed her as well, even if everyone agreed she was relatively 
useless, but Piscine was glad just to have a home. 

Fuse died in an unfortunate way. After having Kevin's soul for so long, she began a 
struggle. Kevin wished to take control of her body, as he had nothing to do for years and 
was going out of his mind. Fuse had to fight back, and the two frequently clashed. In 
what was supposed to be an average run in with a rogue villain, Fuse was attacked by 
Iris, a super who could emit great amounts of perfume made from iris rhizomes; with a 
great enough dosage, the perfume could be sickening, even fatal. Fuse was in a moment 
of weakness, wrestling with Kevin. Iris swamped her with perfume and Fuse had a 
coughing fit, during which Iris proceeded to furiously beat her. In a last-ditch effort, the 
superheroine tried to fuse with Iris, but she couldn’t control herself enough. Fuse became 
one with the perfume instead, and she dissipated along with it into the air, never to return 
again. Vector, in the sky, dived at Iris while her great winds protected her from the 
perfume. She scooped Iris up, angry at Fuse's death, and lifted her thousands of feet into 
the air, then let her go. It was unknown where Iris ended up, but it was certain that she 
died. 

Xeno, what to make of him? He simply disappeared one day, gone without a trace. It was 
not as if he ran off during the night. It was not as though he couldn't handle the pressure 
of being a super. He was sitting in the cafeteria one day, laughing it up with the other 
heroes, when he vanished right in front of their eyes. No one was quite sure what had 
happened, but Star Sweeper gave a theory that was accepted among the Villas as the 
truth. She proposed that Xeno had actually been one of the ones called back by his former 
self. A person has an infinite number of future selves, but Xeno happened to be the right 
one to be chosen. His absence was disheartening, but there was nothing to be done except 
fill it with another. 

And so there was Hajj. Although he replaced Xeno, he was more seen as the new 
Misha’el. He was a spiritual super as well, but a Muslim devotee. And similar to Misha’el, 
Hajj's power was versatile, although Hajj's was based on the five pillars of Islam: a 
declaration of faith, prayer, charity, fasting, and pilgrimage. His main focus was on 
pilgrimage; whatever he stepped on barefooted created a mystical barrier that could not 
be crossed by others for seven full minutes. He acted mainly as a defense super, but he 
also carried a retractable staff as a weapon. Hajj was a formidable opponent, particularly 
to Lucas, whom he often scolded for gambling, but the two mostly got along. 



Star Sweeper and Vector, unable to have children, decided to adopt. They looked 
specifically for supers, and came across a troubled teen who could spread illness by 
releasing viruses into the air around him. Suffice to say, he was one step away from being 
sent to Kraftbrecher, but the two heroines interfered, stating that they would be able to 
turn the lad around. He took a real shine toward them, and, as a sign of his approval, 
chose the name 'Infector', to purposely rhyme with ’Vector’. Infector suppressed his power 
much of the time, if only to keep his teammates from hann, but he did unleash hell on 
occasion. 

Lastly, there was Leopard. The corruption in his DNA proved to be fatal, as his cellular 
reproduction failed at a certain point and his body, unable to replenish itself, degraded 
until he finally died. Liz first became anguished at her loss, and eventually hardened her 
heart. Only Crusher was able to connect with her, and she clung to him. Everyone did 
their very best to raise her, and Bombshell took Liz as her own. But there was a constant 
worry that Liz would encounter the same fate as Leopard, even though she did not have 
the lunar freakout. 

There were others that came and went, but they are not important, and were mere pixels 
on a very large screen. The Villas trudged on through these seven years, and somehow 
managed to make it all work. But life has a strange way of bringing about deliverance. 

* 

Today is the fifth birthday of Elsie, Nova and Ray's daughter, named for the original 
Elsie. As the supers from both Villas surround the table, Nova brings out the cake, the 
candles lit from her flames. She puts the cake in front of Elsie. "Make a wish, honey!" 
Elsie closes her eyes and blows out all the candles. As the supers clap and cheer, Ray fans 
away the smoke and clears up the air. Elsie opens her eyes - full rainbows. 

Liz is the first to notice. She points a finger directly at Elsie's eyes, but the supers don’t 
realize right away. "Her eyes!" says Liz in a loud whisper, "All seven!" The rest of them 
gasp, except for Nova and Ray, who had previously discussed the possibility of their 
child being the new Eve. But they don’t let on, since it made no true difference, and allow 
the excitement to brew among the two sides. "Quiet please!" beseeches Bombshell, now 
49 years old, "I must speak!" Everyone quickly becomes silent, and Bombshell continues. 
"Because the first Elsie was from Eisenstadt, I thought for sure that she would be 
reincarnated in this city once more. And now that the second Elsie has shown herself to 
be a demigoddess, there are two actions that must be taken. The first is that no one may 
speak of her new powers, or else evil will rise up once more. The second is that Elsie 
must wear contacts from now on in order to prevent anyone from finding out firsthand. I 
understand that the former is hard for us while the latter is difficult for Elsie, but we have 
no choice but to make such sacrifices, for the good of the world, nay, its salvation, is at 
stake! Now, let us eat cake." 


The party goes on, with conversations ranging from birthday gifts to gifts from God. At 
the end of the day, when the light falls and night begins to set, the party wraps up and 



everyone goes to bed; for now, Nova and Ray, both 27, have moved into the Family Villa, 
in order to be around their kin and so that Nova can assist Bombshell when needed. 
Additionally, as the two parents anticipated Eve's reincarnation, what better than to 
protect her by living with the other supers? Nova and Ray get into bed and discuss the 
situation. "Things are going to get pretty violent soon, Ray. I hope Elsie is spared the 
worst of it." "Even with Bombshell's precautions? Although evil always finds a way..." 
"I'm sure of it" responds Nova, "It's just a feeling, but a strong one. There's no way this 
can be kept a secret for long. I think we should start to train Elsie somehow. Maybe teach 
her how to call up powers. But she's still so young...however, I see no other option 
available. I'll have to speak to Mom in the morning and get her input in the matter, but I 
can already guess that she’ll agree with me. This was all certain to happen, and I can only 
hope it is for the best, but most of me just wishes that it isn't to be. Why must Eisenstadt 
bear the burden of the world, anyhow? What is so special about this city?" They fall 
asleep eventually, but worries fill their dreams. 

Hammerspace, meanwhile, understands it somewhat. "It is all very fitting, too much so. 
Then again, my presence breaks the universe a bit, so who can really tell what is planned 
and what has been interfered with? I imagine Elsie had to be the one, for she is the bond 
of the Villas. I believe Eisenstadt had to be the one, for a city had to be chosen after all; 
that is, there is no particular importance in Eisenstadt, for if, say, Clarkeston were chosen, 
one could then ask what was so special about it. Some questions are not really questions 
at all, and we ask them merely because we strive to see patterns in everything. While it is 
true that chaos tends toward order, and not the other way around as thermodynamics 
might have you believe, it is also true that not all chaos acts in such a manner. That must 
be the case, for if all chaos became order, there’d be no chaos and thus no order. So why 
worry about the chaos then, when things always balance out? Perhaps it is because 
human beings need beauty and symmetry, almost obsessively, to the point where they 
seek only harmony, not knowing that some imbalance can be a good thing, like the great 
number seven. I like to think that's why seven is so prevalent: because it, being a lack of 
balance, balances out the balance, if that makes any sense at all. Oh, it makes no real 
difference when there are more important things to debate about." 

* 

The next morning, a Sunday, there is a buzzing at the Topaz Villa, which has a doorway 
leading to the Family Villa. Volta speaks into the intercom and asks who it is, and is 
surprised when the reply is "Hadassah". She lets Hadassah into the building, and almost 
trips while running down the stairs in her eagerness. Volta finally gets to the entrance and 
beholds the sight before her: A slender woman, age 19, wears a knee-length green skirt 
with a matching blouse that covers her elbows. " It is you!" gasps Volta, "Young 
Hadassah, you have certainly grown up!" Other heroes begin to gather, and Star Sweeper 
asks, "Can someone fill me in? I think I'm lost." Volta claps her hands together. "Of 
course, of course. Everyone, this is Hadassah, Misha’el's daughter." They murmur in 
wonder, mostly about what she is doing at the Villa. "You obviously want to know why 
I'm here" says Hadassah, "It is to assist you against the coming danger. But, more 
importantly for the moment, I am here to bring you to my brother, Aharon. He must see 



you as soon as possible." "Aharon as well!" exclaims Volta, "But do you two have 
powers? You didn’t the last time I saw you..." "We do, but our abilities are the type that 
must be earned, like our late father's power. However, we should leave as soon as 
possible, for time is against us. Please, I ask of your aid." 

Volta gathers together a group of supers, comprised of herself, Hammerspace, Hajj, 
Vector, Bombshell, Seethe, Nova, and 2D. Taking two cars, they follow Hadassah down 
the streets of Eisenstadt, eventually coming to the neighborhood where Serenity once 
lived. They stop in front of a house that instantly stands out. It is made of hewn stones, 
and there are no windows in sight. Additionally, it is only one story tall, while the 
surrounding houses have two floors. The backyard is surrounded by a tall, wooden barrier 
all around, of a height such that no neighbor, even from the second floor, can see into it. 
The supers stare at it for a short bit, not knowing what to make of it, but Hadassah, seeing 
this, urges them to enter the dwelling after removing their shoes first. They oblige and 
continue on, unsure of what to expect. When Volta enters the house, it appears to be 
normal on the inside, aside, of course, from the lack of windows. There is leather-bound 
furniture and polished, wooden floors, with several bookcases filled with holy tomes. She 
notes, however, a distinct lack of electronics, at least in the current room. "Wait here" 
says Hadassah, after all the supers are inside, "I'll get my brother." She leaves the room 
and a few seconds later murmuring is heard. It gets louder, until three people come into 
view: Hadassah; a man, age 20, who is presumably Aharon; and another woman, age 18. 
Volta starts to extend her hand, but recalls it after seeing Hadassah shake her head 
slightly. "I'm sorry” begins Aharon, looking quite serious, "But I am forbidden to shake 
your hand." "Is it because I'm a woman?" asks Volta, feeling a little annoyed but not 
showing it in any way. "Partially. You must understand, it is not your fault in any way. I 
am forbidden to touch you, lest any sort of desire arise. Men can be rather weak in this 
regard, even the strongest ones. Additionally, I cannot touch any of you. Unfortunately, 
you have all come into contact with dead bodies, and the spiritual impurity, or 'tumah', 
you possess as a result makes it imperative that I hold my distance." Hajj interrupts, 
saying "I do not kill, as I am prohibited from doing so." "Nevertheless, you have surely 
touched the others, making yourself impure to a lesser degree. However, we may still 
shake hands." The two men approach and greet one another. They step back and Aharon 
introduces his wife Ghana, who bows gracefully and graciously but says nothing. "You 
may be wondering about the house" says Aharon, "It is built to ensure that no tumah 
permeates the house. Perhaps this all seems a bit strange to you, but these are the beliefs I 
choose to abide by. Now, if you will, please come with me." 

They follow him to the next room, an seemingly ordinary kitchen, and pass on through to 
the backyard, where they behold a very odd sight. What might be described as a 'hut' has 
been built in the center, with walls made of cedar planks aligned side to side. The roof is 
made up of two layers of animal skins, which hang over the sides; the inside is thus 
shrouded in view and mystery. "What on Earth is this?" wonders Bombshell aloud, 
voicing everyone's thoughts. "It is a small replica of the Mishkan, or 'Tabernacle', that the 
Israelites used in the desert" answers Aharon, "In truth, it fails in many aspects in 
comparison to the real thing, but I did as best I could considering time and money, as well 
as the availability of various materials." "So why have you brought us here?" asks Volta, 



eager to get to the point. "Over the last seven days" begins Aharon, "I have prepared 
myself for the process of attaining a superpower, that of prophecy. It required wearing the 
garments of the kohen gadol, or ’high priest', and taking them off each day. Today is the 
last day, and once anointed, I shall proceed to the next step. Please stay here." He enters 
the tabernacle and disappears for ten minutes. When he finally exits, Aharon is dressed 
entirely differently: he wears a large turban on his head, a blue robe with bells attached at 
the bottom, an embroidered apron, and a breastplate with twelve gemstones, although 
there is still more clothing underneath. When he looks at the supers, we can see that his 
irises are one-seventh indigo. "I have spent the last seven years dedicating myself to 
becoming a prophet. My father desired to become one, but he shed the blood of Nazi 
Punk and was therefore impure. Additionally, he cut himself many times, mutilating his 
body and making himself blemished, which also disqualified him. I tried to make the 
conditions of this structure as similar as to those in the Torah, in order to succeed in my 
acquisition. Now that I have prophecy, I can tell you what is happening. One month ago, I 
had a dream that a great and powerful danger was coming to Eisenstadt, or, rather, that it 
was here already. I was told no more, so I expedited my work and now I stand before you 
to answer your questions. Please, do not hold back, for the world is at stake." 

The supers have little to go on, but they know they cannot waste the opportunity. "What 
does this evil seek?" asks Hammerspace. Various letters engraved on the gemstones flash, 
some more than others. "They desire to destroy Eisenstadt, and they are specifically out 
to kill Elsie." "Why do they wish so?" asks Bombshell. "To prevent the Final Redemption 
from happening, although the prophecy will not say why." "How many are there?" 
questions Nova. "There are over thirty of them. Thirty-two humans and four animals." 
"When will they attack?" inquires Hajj. "Within twenty-four hours." "Will we win?" asks 
Seethe. "Yes and no. Perhaps you will win, but Elsie will die, or you will lose, but Elsie 
will live. I do not know." "What can you tell us about the enemy?" "They are rebels 
against God and have attained power by alternative methods. Be cautioned." The gems 
flash all at once and then grow dark. "It appears I cannot be of any more use for now. I 
am, after all, hardly worthy of receiving prophecy to begin with, so that I was allowed 
even this much insight was a blessing. I apologize if it is unsatisfactory." Hadassah shows 
them out of the house and they all drive back to the Villas. When they arrive, Hadassah 
informs them that she will assist them in the fighting. "I have never used my power 
before, so my inexperience may make me worthless, but I must try as well, even if I need 
to give up my life to protect Elsie." There is a rush about the Villas, as everyone prepares 
for the upcoming war. Volta and Bombshell discuss possible strategies to use against the 
threat, although they have no idea of how the enemy will strike. Furthermore, Aharon's 
mention that they have been in Eisenstadt for at least a month is very troubling. Just what 
have they been doing since that time? Watching the Villas, or just setting up a base? How 
long have they even been in the city, and how much do they know? The day quickly 
passes and no one knows whether or not they will live to see the next day, leading to a 
low panic. Hadassah does her best to soothe them, but with no battle experience of her 
own, she knows little of what to say. Hammerspace is more confident, feeling that things 
must work out in the end, but he cannot say this without having to tell them the truth, so 
he stays silent. Bombshell, although worried, is actually excited at the same time. She 
hasn’t had a good fight in a while, and this may be the final one. As the hours count 



down, it becomes night, and no one notices when Seethe and Nellie depart for a planned 
dinner, leaving Alexis in charge of watching their son Eric. Seethe understood the 
consequences, but decided that he could bum the candle at both ends and enter the fray 
when it finally started. Besides, what were the odds that it would happen within the next 
two hours? They still had over twelve more in the countdown. 

One should not underestimate evil, nor should one estimate the time of its arrival. Rather, 
one should always be on the lookout, in case it comes in the dark of the night. The supers 
were as ready as they could ever be given such little time, and understood, if only 
unconsciously, that losing their lives was not only a possibility, but perhaps even a 
necessity in order to bring about the end of all evil and sin. It was obvious that the fate of 
the world rested on their shoulders. It was not so obvious that all of history had led up to 
this moment, and did so suddenly; like a car crash, everything had changed in an instant, 
and things were no longer predictable. One might then question Seethe's logic: it was 
simply that he wanted one last night with his wife before the end, for, if they failed, they 
would surely be dead, and if they succeeded, who knows what the future held? Some 
hold out for the long run, others grasp the present. It is hard to say who is right. 

* 

At 7 PM, the alarm goes off in the Topaz Villa and the phone rings. Everyone freezes for 
an instant, but Volta quickly regains her senses and answers the call. "Yeah, it's Volta...all 
over the city? Are you sure?...Okay let me write this down." A few minutes pass as Volta 
jots down all the infonnation that she can. She ends the conversation and turns to the 
supers who have already gathered around her. "This is it, guys and gals. The chief tells 
me that there are attacks going on all over the city. Nine locations, to be exact. First up is 
the Museum. Two supers are there, a man and a woman. Victims are said to be freezing to 
death." "I got this!" yells Nova, "It would be a cinch." "No" counters Bombshell, "You're 
staying here with Elsie. They're trying to get to her, after all. Protect her with your life." 
"That goes double for you, Bombshell", says Volta, "We have enough manpower for now. 
Elsie will need two defenders in case something goes wrong." "I'll go, then" states 
Crusher, "Along with Liz, if she's cool with that. We’ll be done before you know it." 
"Fine" responds Volta, "Go get to it." They ran off and Volta turns her attention to the 
paper. "Next, three more were spotted at the cemetery, two women and a man. Few 
fatalities were reported, but a witness claims that the world around them seems to be 
changing, whatever the hell that means. Takers?" "Count me in" answers Flex, "I don't 
know what to do against reality bending, but there’s no time to think." Iota raises her hand 
just a bit. "I guess she's in" says Piscine, "And I'll go, too." Volta looks at the three. 

"Eh...it could get worse. Meet your destinies. Okay, next is at the town square..." The list 
is slowly rattled off and the supers are doled out to find their opponents. At the end of it, 
Volta reaches the last incident, a single superevil located at Beech Street in the southeast 
section of Eisenstadt. She looks around and finds that no one but Hammerspace and the 
Jerk, along with Bombshell, Nova, and Elsie. "Hold on! Where the hell is Seethe!" Alexis 
comes into the picture, replying, "Yeah...they kinda went on a date at Giardino del 
Paradiso." "Seriously? Of all nights to go out, they chose this one?!" "They thought it’d 
be nice to go out one last time. Y'know, end things off pleasantly." "Maybe pleasant for 



them, but that leaves the rest of us to pick up Seethe’s slack. Even if they finish soon, 
they'd - wait! 'Giardino del Paradiso', you say? That’s right near Beech Street. Bombshell, 
call Seethe and tell him to kick some ass!" "Aye, aye, ma’am."Volta stares at the last 
incident. "Hammerspace, Jerk, looks like the three of us are headed for the intersection of 
Grove Street and Cherry Lane. There's one obvious superevil killing all over, and an 
unseen assailant somewhere. It’s three-on-two, so we have the advantage. Heaven help us 
on our journey!" 

* 

Crusher and Liz enter the Eisenstadt Museum of Natural History and see all the chaos 
around them. Most of the exhibits have been trashed, smashed, thrashed, and bashed. 
Despite the danger, some even stooped to looting the scene of the crime, taking away 
priceless artifacts. Oddly enough, this actually saved those valuables from further 
destruction, so all was not lost. The two villains race around the corridors, searching for 
the center of the wanton destruction, and finally come across two people obviously 
dressed as supers. The first, a man, has a suit with blue and white stripes, and the second, 
a woman, matches him completely. But while the man holds a machine gun in front of 
him, the woman grasps two small, glass Dewar flasks filled with an unknown substance. 
Crusher steps up to the man. "Hey, jackass! Enough killing the simpletons. It's time for a 
real challenge!" The man looks at him, not at all strangely. "Ah, Crusher, is it? And I see 
you've brought Liz. Allow me to introduce myself. I am Dither, and this is my wife Dip." 
Crusher is taken aback at how Dither already knew their names, but Aharon did say that 
the superevils had been in Eisenstadt for a month. "Has anyone ever told you what 
horrible names you have?" "I know" answers Dither dryly, "But my wife insisted they 
start with the same letter, so the choices were limited. But, now, we are wasting precious 
time. Let us battle!" Crusher kneels down and places his palms on the floor. He explodes 
the ground in front of him in a straight line, causing Dither to drop his weapon, but the 
superevil still holds his footing. Crusher then runs at Dither and Liz charges at Dip. 

Dither takes out a large knife as Crusher approaches, readying himself for the villain. As 
Crusher gets closer, his mind becomes very foggy and he is unable to think straight. 
Crusher can't tell if he's drunk or faint, but he knows Dither is the source. He quickly 
retreats and puts some distance between the two, his mind growing clearer with each step. 
Liz gets closer and closer to Dip, who smiles madly. She throws a flask at Liz, who 
cannot stop it time. Instead, Liz slides a little and swerves around. The vial hits her 
reptilian tail and shatters, releasing liquid nitrogen which instantly freezes the appendage. 
Liz lands and rushes back to Crusher, ripping her tail off in an autotomic measure before 
the frostbite can spread to the rest of her body. Crusher looks at Liz; "You okay?" She 
nods. "It'll grow back. What about them?" "Dither seems to fog the mind. By the looks up 
it, Dip can freeze, but I guess that's not really a power. I'm hoping she can be affected by 
whatever liquid she's holding. Let's switch." 

This time, Liz runs toward Dither. He spreads his arms out and a dense mental fog 
spreads out all around him. Liz starts to slow down, feeling as though she cannot stay 
awake, even as her body feels more alive than ever. In an effort to free herself from this 
cerebral prison, she claws herself repeatedly, letting the pain permeate her being. She 



draws closer to Dither, who holds out the knife and rushes forward. Liz finally gives in to 
the fog, and her animal instinct takes over. She races at Dither blindly, and the superevil 
swings the weapon downward. Liz propels herself at his legs, narrowly evading the knife, 
and tackles him to the ground. She springs up to his torso and lowers her mouth onto his 
face, devouring it. He screams, to no avail. Meanwhile, Crusher tries exploding the 
ground once more. It fails to reach Dip, however, and he wonders if she has a power after 
all. Crusher runs toward Dip, hoping to evade the liquid nitrogen. She throws a flask at 
him, and as it hits his hand, he counters by lowering the atmospheric pressure on it, 
thereby nullifying any possible shattering of the glass. He holds the flask and continues 
on, only to suddenly feel very cold. "Impossible!" he thinks, "I guarded myself perfectly." 
He hurls the container at Dip, which hits the target and shatters, but the liquid nitrogen 
freezes in midair and falls harmlessly to the ground. Dip takes out two more flasks while 
Crusher gets closer, albeit at a slower rate than before. She tosses them both at him at the 
same time; Crusher catches one with his right hand, but the second hits his left and 
breaks. His left hand is frozen over, and some of the liquid nitrogen splatter across his 
suit, but Crusher keeps going. He throws the remaining flask at her head, and while the 
liquid nitrogen freezes and becomes useless, the vessel still strikes her head and bursts, 
stunning her momentarily. This raises the temperature enough to allow Crusher to place 
his hand over Dip's heart and explode it. She collapses, and Crusher tries to remove the 
ice forming over his hand - it all breaks apart instead, leaving him with only an arm. 
Crusher feels immense pain, but he regains himself and places his right hand where the 
wound is. Using his power, he causes the flesh to slowly implode, and the skin tightens 
over the injury as a temporary heal. Liz joins Crusher and they notify Bombshell of their 
fights. "Damn, I hope you two feel okay, because it sounds like hell to me. Listen, I have 
further information from the cops: there appear to be a number of superevils by the old 
Family Villa. I'm guessing that is their base. But first, Flex's group is at the cemetery. Get 
yourself over there, but approach with alertness, as who knows what will happen. Don’t 
attack the base, as they outnumber you - wait for everyone else before doing anything 
stupid." "Got it. Cemetery, here we come." 

* 

At Lorentz Avenue, on the northeast side of Eisenstadt, Hajj and Lucky Lucas are 
walking around, looking for the source of all the destruction they see around them. They 
walk for two reasons: Hajj's power of pilgrimage must be done barefoot, so while he 
currently wears sandals, he can be ready at any time; driving into the enemy's territory is 
a foolhardy idea, as it does not give them much space for reacting. "Volta said there were 
a bunch of animals roaming here, Hajj. How do you think they could cause so many car 
crashes?" "I imagine they are anything but the normal standards of animals, Lucas" 
replies Hajj, keeping a watchful eye around him, "I also suspect they are not alone out 
here, but require a trainer of sorts." "Aw, can't you call me 'Lucky' like everyone else?" "I 
do not believe in luck" answers Hajj, "I believe your power is that destiny favors you 
more often than not. But when you gamble and abuse your power, fate turns its back. 

That is your cost." "You need to lighten up a little. I know your power has some pretty 
high demands, but life requires periods of fun to recharge a man's stamina. No sense in 
ignoring it. Now, if you'll just-" "Quiet!" Hajj suddenly whispers loudly, "There are 



creatures watching us. But...I don’t understand it." Lucky looks around and suddenly 
spots one of them: it is a single red light, approximately one and a half feet off the 
ground. Soon, three more lights join, all of them at the same height. "What on Earth?" 
wonders Lucky out loud, "Machines?" "Close" says a voice from behind the glowing. A 
man steps forward and the lights scatter to the left and right of him. He holds an 
electronic device in his right hand, a laser pointer of some sort. Hajj and Lucky strain 
their eyes, trying to get a good picture of him. "You don’t recognize me? It's not 
surprising: Lucky, I came a short bit after you, and they sent me to Kraftbrecher rather 
quickly with Dread's deception; Hajj, I wouldn’t expect you to know me for this was 
years and years ago. I go by the name of'Adivino', and these fellows are the eighth 
wonders of the world, the Ocelots. We - how do you put it? - 'liberated' them from 
Zayin, which produced your precious Leopard and Camel, and ultimately led to Liz. They 
are cyborgs, part of Operation Cybersoldier; you'd think Zayin would have better 
defenses, but I suppose they blew their budget on the projects. I know you want to ask, 
why ocelots? Why not something stronger? It appeared that larger creatures were harder 
to tame and tended to maul their owners. So, one must sacrifice size for obedience. But I 
bore you, and certainly myself." "Adivino?" questions Lucky, "I remember hearing 
something about you. You have short term prophecy, I believe. Dread had to make you 
fall asleep to defeat you, but I doubt that's your only weakness..." "Hmph" answers 
Adivino, "I have already foreseen the battle and its results. Hajj, the ocelots will simply 
wear you down. Lucky, I am to be your foe, and you will be most unlike your name. My 
sight is never wrong." 

Adivino points his laser at Hajj, and the ocelots' infrared eyes are immediately drawn 
toward him. Adivino then pushes a button and the animals race toward him, paying no 
attention to Lucky. Hajj quickly kicks off his sandals and sweeps an extended leg across 
the street in a complete circle. The ocelots jump at him, only to slam into an unseen 
barrier. They fall to the ground, but quickly get up and growl at him - however, they 
simply round the barrier, staring at their prey while looking for an opening. Lucky and 
Adivino put some space between them and the felines; Lucky is unsure just how strong 
Adivino is, how certain he can be, but Adivino feels no such qualms. He pulls out a gun 
with his left hand, aims at Lucky, and pulls the trigger, but nothing happens. He shoots 
several more times, yet no bullets are fired. "What the hell?" Adivino asks of the weapon, 
looking at it with dissatisfaction, "What's going on? It's definitely loaded." "Is there a 
problem?" questions a now confident Lucky, "Is that gun loaded with blanks? Or perhaps 
they are all duds?" Adivino can feel the snide look on Lucky. He points the firearm up 
into the air and pulls the trigger - a loud shot is heard. "It works" he thinks to himself, 

"So what gives? My prophecy told me Lucky was supposed to die. Better do something 
else before he gets any ideas." Adivino puts the gun away and pulls out a knife, that all¬ 
purpose implement of a super. "Charge" thi nk s Adivino, "Sidestep left to avoid first 
horseshoe, right to avoid second. Slide into legs, knocking him forward. Quickly about- 
face, launch onto him to prevent struggle, then stab in neck to heart's content." All this 
happens in a fraction of time, so that Lucky is still in the same spot, even if he has his 
courage. Adivino unsheathes his knife and charges at Lucky as per his prophecy. Lucky 
throws an iron horseshoe as predicted, which Adivino easily eschews. Lucky hurls one 
more, and Adivino veers to the right, but the horseshoe still hits him in the head, 



knocking him to the floor. Adivino recovers fast and stands up, but a large gash has 
formed across much of his forehead and left temple. "What the hell?" he yells in anger, 
holding, his left hand up to the wound, "Why can't I read you?" Lucky gives out a 
chuckle and replies, "It’s simple, Adivino, your power is truly an awesome one, but it has 
its limits. You can only read the future when it's certain to happen. However, my power is 
luck, which is always unseen and unknown. You can't possibly know what I'm about to 
do." Lucky runs at Adivino, who tries to predict once more. Lucky delivers a flying kick, 
knocking his opponent to the ground. He takes the knife and stabs Adivino in the 
horseshoe wound, killing him. 

Lucky then turns his attention to Hajj, who has only three minutes remaining. The ocelots 
are still circling, while Hajj is amidst prayer, supplicating in a bowing position, his knees 
bent and his forehead just touching the ground. "Ya odati inda shiddati wa ya ghavsi inda 
kurbati ohresni be’anekal-lati la tanamo vakfeni be-ruknekal-lazi la yuramo ya zal- 
quvatil-qavi-yate way ya zal-jalalish-shadeede wa ya zal'izzatil-late kullo khalqeka laha 
zaleelun salle ala Mohammadin wa ale Mohammad vakfeni zalemi vantaqim-li minho." 
("Oh, my Rescuer in my difficulties, oh, my Helper in my afflictions: guard me with the 
eye that slept not, and suffice me with the pillar of Might which cannot be reached. Oh, 
the Master of great artifice, and Oh, the Purchaser of the honor before whom all Your 
creation is low and humble: send the blessings on Muhammad and progeny of 
Muhammad. Help me against the oppressor and take my revenge from him.") He raises 
his head and looks to his right, reciting a greeting, then looks to the left and does the 
same. A lightning bolt suddenly shoots out from the sky and strikes one of the ocelots, 
instantly killing it. Hajj looks in bewilderment at his predicament: three animals still 
remain. However, he issues forth no outcry, and hopes for the best. Lucky gives a whistle, 
and one of the ocelots looks at him and approaches. He flings a horseshoe at the creature, 
but it doesn’t even flinch. Cautioned, Lucky backs up slowly as the ocelot nears. He 
reaches into a pocket and pulls out his lucky rabbit's foot. The hero tosses the charm at 
the ocelot, which looks at it in confusion and proceeds to sniff the object. Soon, 
numerous meows are heard, and thirteen black cats arrive at the scene, circling the lone 
ocelot. They attack the cyborg, which fights back valiantly, killing many, but it eventually 
succumbs to its wounds and dies. Another ocelot looks back at its friend and races toward 
the black cats. It tears them to shreds without suffering a single wound, then turns its 
attention to Lucky. The super tosses a four leaf clover at the monstrosity, but the gift is 
ignored. Frightened, Lucky takes out his last item, a saltshaker, and unscrews the top. The 
ocelot jumps at Lucky, and he shoves the shaker into its opened jaws. The beast clamps 
down hard on Lucky's arm, causing him great pain, but the salt pours out of the shaker 
and into the ocelot's system, causing it to short circuit. The animal explodes, killing 
Lucky at the same time, leaving but one ocelot for Hajj to contend with. 

When Hajj's barrier disappears, he immediately kicks the ocelot, then extends his weapon 
into his staff with the push of a button. He shoves one end into the last ocelot's hungry 
mouth and hurls the animal away. Hajj runs toward the foul creature and presses another 
button on the staff, causing a hypodermic needle to come out of both ends of the weapon. 
Hajj aims, stabs the ocelot in its non-metal flesh, and releases an anesthetic into the beast 
with a third button. The ocelot immediately collapses, so Hajj rushes over to Lucky, but 



there is little left to call a body. Blood stains the bottom of his clothes, as the staff 
contracts to its original form. "Lucas, I have failed you, and I have failed myself." He 
says a short prayer and checks on the ocelot, but is horrified to find that the creature is 
dead as well. "The anesthesia was meant for a human being; I suppose it is overwhelming 
for an animal the size of an ocelot." He contacts Bombshell afterward to alert her of the 
situation. "Damn, Lucky was a strong one. Fine, Hajj, you're closest to Vector's crew. 
They're at Hypatia Park, so head there to meet up with them. It's three against three, an 
even match, but one of the superevils is invisible, so I can't take any chances." "I 
understand, Bombshell. Stay safe." 

* 

The Oak Mall is one of the pride and joys of Eisenstadt. It was built thirty years prior, 
and it is the greatest source of income for the city, which lacks such venues as a stadium 
or a technological mecca. Nevertheless, the citizens cling to it with enthusiasm, and the 
mail's walkways are rarely empty during opening hours. So it was a strange sight for 
Torpid and Torpedo to behold, as new as they were to the Family. "Look at this mess, 
Torpedo, they must have fled the scene in only a few minutes." "They don't have 
superpowers, so what can you expect? Take away our powers, and we’d be just the same, 
cowardice and all. It is not true 'cowardice', however, for there is no shame in valuing 
your own life." "Ah, philosopher Torpedo, wise beyond your years: pray tell, when is 
there shame?" "Brother Torpid, this occurs when you place another's life below yours in 
value, when they are not trying to kill you. For, until that point, they are at least equal to 
you. However, if they are trying to kill a third person, that victim acts as your proxy, and 
you may kill without shame." "Ah, vicarious, indeed. You will do well in life." 

Inevitably, they pass dead body after dead body, but that is not what unsettles them. The 
troubling sight is the large pink tent in the food court. Volta had mentioned it, but it 
seemed hard to believe at the time. Now, the edifice, and likely, the artifice, towers over 
them, so tall that it touches the vaulted ceiling of the fourth and highest of floors. "Hot 
damn, Torpedo, have you ever seen such a scene?" "Not once before. Torpid. Dare we 
enter?" "We have no choice in the matter. Intrude, we must." The pair walk through the 
overflowing curtains, and once inside, are immediately presented with two pathways. "I 
guess this is where we part ways, Torpid, unless you wish to stick together." "It's better to 
split up, and hope it's not a trap. But if it is, I feel as though we have already been sucked 
in. In a while, with a smile." Torpid goes left and drifts through the endless pink walls. 

He climbs a silken staircase that somehow stands under his weight and arrives on the 
second floor. Looking around, he finds only more hanging sheets, but continues anyhow. 
He soon enters a chamber, void of all but a lone man at the other end of it, whose skin 
continuously changes color. "I suppose you're responsible for all this?" asks Torpid, 
"Fruity, I would think." "Ha! As if! That would be my accomplice, Yin, who has a flair 
for the frilly and frolics in fuchsia. I am Yang, the Count of Counteraction. Perhaps you 
now see it from my words, but my power varies according to my opponent. It becomes 
the exact opposite of whatever he or she possesses. I am not entirely overjoyed with it, 
for if I fight someone with super strength, for example, I become a fragile vase. But 
against you, Torpid, I see no trouble at all. Surprised? We have been watching you all for 




some time, and we know all about each and every one of you." "Surprised?" questions 
Torpid, "Not really. In Eisenstadt, nothing is standard. Forget 'expect the unexpected', 
forget 'be prepared’ - merely assume that you will be victorious, and the details will work 
themselves out. Shall we have a bout or two?" 

He runs at Yang, who now has red skin, and the superevil copies his action. But, Yang 
runs at a faster pace, using his temporary power of radial velocity. Torpid, upon seeing 
this, slows all movement around him in order to negate his opponent. By the time the two 
supers meet at the center, their powers are rendered useless and they fight at the same 
speed. "Evenly matched, I see" observes Yang, "As is expected." "I thought I said not to 
expect!" retorts Torpid, delivering a blow to Yang's side. The superevil tumbles away and 
comes to a rest on one knee. "I have trained long with Torpedo" continues Torpid, "You 
have nothing new to teach me. I have already won." "I will hold you to that" answers 
Yang, who pulls out a knife, "Just because you say something doesn’t mean it is 
automatically true. Details never work themselves out - the artist must fill them in." He 
barrels toward Torpid, who pulls out his own knife. What follows is a clash of stainless 
steel, with clangs and scraping sounds echoing in the chamber. Each fighter proceeds to 
jump back, sizing up his opponent. But Torpid, having experience with both powers 
present, holds an advantage, one which he understands he must use to his benefit or else 
he will land in a stalemate. He places his arms at his sides, the knife in his right hand, and 
calms his body down with slow breathing. Yang, seeing this, races to his opponent in an 
attempt to gain the upper hand. He readies his weapon, eager to strike, and accelerates his 
movements. Torpid, somehow sensing the increase of velocity at work, turns his own 
power off. He quickly aims and flings his kn ife at Yang, which speeds up the closer it 
gets to its target. Yang, having just 'acquired' his power, has no practice with it, and 
cannot dodge the projectile in time. The blade reaches him and pierces the superevil 
between his eyes. Yang instantly dies and drops to the floor, and Torpid recovers his 
weapon after wiping it off on the corpse's shirt. 

Torpedo, on the other hand, is having the time of his life. For within the walls of the tent's 
first floor is a harem, with beautiful women lounging about and the scent of perfume 
wafting through the air, so thick it almost chokes the villain. One veiled figure dances 
seductively around him, and he becomes so entranced with her that he stops blinking, just 
so that he won’t miss her for even a second. Torpedo follows her through the harem, and 
his excitement grows; he barely notices the stumble in his gait, nor can he figure out why, 
but he does not bother to even try. The woman leads him to a separate room, a smaller 
one, with a fluffy, pink chair. Torpedo walks on over and sits down, now hypnotized. A 
different woman, unveiled, enters the room and sits down on his lap, and proceeds to fed 
him grapes. He looks in her eyes, but sees no sign of a superpower, so he lets himself 
enjoy the offering. Eventually, she leaves, and the veiled woman comes back. Seeing him 
sedated, she removes a golden dagger from her clothes and approaches. "How have you 
found my harem?" she whispers in a low and sexy voice, "Are you...satisfied?" 

"...Not...yet...Come...closer..." The woman smiles and nears Torpedo, asking, "What can I 
do for you, my love?" "...You...can...die!" Torpedo immediately shoves his own knife into 
her, turns it clockwise, and pulls it out, adding to her agony. She falls to the floor, 
screaming in pain, and the other women disappear completely. "Impossible!" Yin yells, 



still wriggling in her suffering, "No one can escape my illusions of desire!" "You were 
very convincing, fair one, but you can't account for every measure: your fantasy women 
weren’t blinking fast enough!" He plunges the knife into Yin at a blistering speed until 
she dies. Torpedo leaves the room and the harem, and exits the tent, where he finds 
Torpid waiting for him. "About time. I considered leaving you for dead...nah, I'm 
kidding. I just called base and we’re headed toward the town square. Hadassah and 2D are 
fighting three enemies, so they need all the help they can get. Do you feel up to it?" "I 
feel better than ever, rejuvenated, actually. I feel that my opponent has only strengthened 
me." "She did more than that" says Torpid, "You smell all girly. Remember to shower 
when all this is over." 

* 

Volta and her family cruise down Cherry Lane, looking for signs of trouble. They find 
what they're looking for soon enough, as they approach the intersection with Grove 
Street. Ahead of them is a single man covered with splotches of blood. Volta pulls over to 
the side of the road, and the three heroes get out. "Remember" cautions Volta, "There's 
another one out here somewhere, so be careful." Electricity flows over her body as a field 
of protection; Hammerspace is confident he’ll be okay, but the Jerk looks around 
suspiciously, hoping to catch a glimpse of the other superevil. The bloody man welcomes 
them with outstretched arms, his face adorned with a genuine smile full of shining white 
teeth. "Ah, Volta, Hammerspace, the Jerk! How pleasant to see you all, how pleasant that 
you are to be my victims as well! As you can see, I started the party without you, but it's 
never to late to join in the fun! Come one, come all!" "This guy's way too jolly" Volta 
expresses, "Let me take him down a notch." She throws a bolt of lightning at him, but he 
turns to rubber and knocks the bolt away. It hits Hammerspace and electrocutes him; the 
lightning shocks him and his bones show as in an x-ray, with spiked, yellow light 
surrounding him as he shakes. Hammerspace falls to the ground, but recovers fast and 
gets right back up. The Jerk, in anger - perhaps adolescent anger - rushes the man, only 
to be felled by a bullet straight to the head. It punctures his flesh, and a whooshing sound 
is heard. Air escapes the hole and the Jerk deflates like a balloon, sputtering all around 
until he comes to rest by a streetlamp, his body now flat and wrinkled. "Sniper!" yells 
Volta, "I'll handle him Hammer. I can't fight this one anyhow." "Roger." 

Volta propels herself upward with lightning from her hands, and looks to find the 
marksman. She soars over a hundred feet in the air, and spins her body around to gain a 
360° view, and eventually spots the shooter, reflected in the moonlight and dressed in a 
strange, gray bodysuit. She flies toward him, and he fires at her, but the bullet breaks 
apart in her electric field. As Volta nears her opponent, he tosses the gun aside and picks 
up a tantalum saber from a nearby bag. Volta lands ten feet away and puts her two hands 
together, creating a sword of lightning. "Volta, how unfortunate that you should fight 
me." "Just who are you, anyway?" asks Volta, "And how do you know my name?" "Who 
wouldn't? Are you not the leader of Topaz? Is your name not known far and wide? And I? 
I am MoaT, the master of all trades. I am gifted in that I excel at every skill I try my hand 
at. As you have seen, my sniping is superb." "Well, what's with the suit? I’m guessing it 
repels lightning, but how'd you know you'd fight me?" "There was never a certainty. I 



merely prepared this suit in case I were to fight you. I have suits against your other allies 
as well. When you three arrived, Recoil - my partner, that is - stalled so that I could find 
the right suit and put it on in time. But we are both wasting our energy standing around, 
so let's get to it." MoaT advances with his saber, as does Volta, and the two begin to fence 
at a reasonable speed. "Aha, very good parry! You clearly have experience with that 
manifestation of yours. See if you can dodge this!" The fighting proceeds, and grows 
quicker as time progresses. Volta finds herself sweating as she struggles to keep up, and 
she is clearly not a match for MoaT. In a definite and defining blow, MoaT stabs Volta in 
her left palm, the blade fully piercing her hand. She shrieks in pain, but grasps the saber, 
unwilling to let go. MoaT looks into her eyes, and sees an anger like nothing he's ever 
witnessed before. Volta's hand vibrates violently and the electricity surrounding it grows 
stronger and hotter, forming into an orb of plasma which causes the saber to shatter into 
pieces. MoaT starts to elicit an expletive, when Volta throws the plasma at him. The orb 
hits MoaT’s face and is absorb into his body, which triggers spontaneous combustion. 
MoaT disappears in the flames and the suit is left behind. "Ah!" yells Volta, clutching her 
hand, "That really freaking hurts! Damn it, I better check on the others just to be safe..." 

All this time, Hammerspace is fighting Recoil, with little success. Hammerspace 
primarily uses his mallet, but all it really does is cause Recoil to bounce around. "That 
deaf, dumb, and blind kid sure plays a mean pinball!" shouts the superevil, having the 
time of his life, "You've gotta let loose, my man!" Hammerspace bats Recoil away, but he 
ricochets off a wall and slams into the hero, causing him to flip over and over until he hits 
a parked car. Hammerspace gets up and pulls out a cannon. He packs in a large amount of 
gunpowder into the chamber at the bottom of the bore, then adds in a wadding of hay, 
while Recoil watches on in amusement. Hammerspace then adds the cannonball, 
ramming it down, and ignites the length of fuse. The cannon fires and the ball slams into 
Recoil, forcing him another wall, but Recoil lands on his feet, unhurt but coated with a 
layer of gunpowder. Hammerspace groans in annoyance, and soon he sees Recoil 
bouncing higher and higher into the air. Recoil moves the least bit forward in his descent, 
so when he ascends again, he nears Hammerspace's location. Luckily, the hero is quick 
on his feet, and he pulls out a cutting torch and welding goggles, which he proceeds to 
equip. He turns the torch on, and a blue flame shoots out. Recoil approaches 
Hammerspace and the hero aims his weapon, but the superevil, traveling at a high speed, 
is able to penetrate the flame and hit Hammerspace with little damage to himself. 
Hammerspace is stunned, and a halo of bluebirds fly around his head and tweet. Recoil 
lands and picks up the blowtorch, now turning it against Hammerspace; he begins to 
attack, when Volta strikes from behind another blob of plasma. It reacts with the sulfur in 
the gunpowder encompassing Recoil's body, and instantly vulcanizes the superevil, 
leaving his body a very rigid and rubbery material. 

"Sonofabitch, this plasma is really doing the trick. Too bad it's draining my energy level." 
Volta places her hands on Hammerspace's shoulders and shakes him about until he wakes 
up. "C’mon, Hammer, we don’t have all night. Apocalypse now...redux." Hammerspace 
finally gets onto his feet, and runs to the Jerk. He pulls out an air pump and plugs the end 
of the hose into his son's bullet wound. He then pumps for dear life until the Jerk is 
inflated once again, and covers the hole with a bandage. Upon doing so, the Jerk wakes 



up, too, and Volta updates Bombshell. "Yeah, it wasn’t too difficult...for me, at least. The 
men were slacking today." "Very good. Head toward the old Family Villa, as that's where 
the enemy's base is. For now, stay from afar until the others reach you." "Alright. How 
are the others fairing, by the way?" "Lucky was lost, but we're winning otherwise. We 
may just save the world." 

* 

At the Eisenstadt cemetery, history is alive with the dead. Gravestones litter the area, 
some arranged in box formation while other, older graves are strewn about in an odd 
fashion, perhaps done so because there was an abundance of land when the area was first 
dedicated to housing corpses. A cemetery is always a creepy place to be in, and more so 
at night, and even more so when there are three superevils waiting. But Flex and the 
others understand that this is no time for fear, even if death is at hand. Flex has grown 
stronger over the years, but has little pursued a relationship, as his other half, Bruce, has 
kept him occupied for many an hour. It is not that Flex, that 'Tom’, has fallen for Bruce, 
but that Bruce has tired Tom out, so much so that a relationship felt pointless. Anyhow, 
Flex always felt himself more devoted to Topaz, so he didn’t need to make any excuses 
for himself- the others understood. 

As the three walk through the graveyard, being careful not to trip over any rocks or bang 
into any headstones, each has his or her own thoughts on what's about to happen. Flex is 
somewhat neutral: he understands that this is something that must be done, his everyday 
job, even if it does signify the end. Iota, while appearing meek, is actually feeling a bit 
confident, knowing that she can shrink away from danger if needed, and is therefore 
relatively safe. Piscine, while glad to be with her kind, is terrified. She has fought little in 
her time, as her ability is only truly useful in the lake at Hypatia Park, nor have most of 
her memories returned, granting her another disadvantage. But the triad are together and 
lean on one another, lending strength, and so they are all able to continue on. 

Soon enough, they come across the enemy, who are not too difficult to spot, for two 
reasons. Firstly, they are the only other people in the cemetery, and, secondly, one of 
them holds a ball of light in her hand, illuminating all three superevils. The leftmost, a 
male, looks around, scouting for his opponents. The middle, a female, lounges on the 
ground, bored, as she dangles something from her left hand. And the rightmost, a female, 
holds the light. The man sees the supers from the Villas approach and alerts his 
colleagues. They get into fighting positions and wait as Flex and the two women get close 
enough, but the Villa members are with suspicion. "Why the cemetery?" thinks Flex, 
"There's no one around to kill...were they planning on resurrecting?" The woman with the 
light speaks to her ally, as if reading Flex's mind, "I know, I know, it's a crappy place to 
fight, but we can't help it. There just happens to be a cemetery here, what can you do?" 
She turns toward Flex. "Seeing that you're ahead of the other two, you must be the 
leader...ah, yes, Flex. Your large build gives you away, even with the limited light." With 
that, she increases the size of the ball of light, and the woman can now identify Flex's 
comrades. "Iota, Piscine, how fun. Keepsake, your old pal is here." The other female 
superevil casts a look at Piscine. "Hey, Gills, how goes it? Still swimming with the 



fishes?" Piscine looks at Keepsake, confused. "Do I...know you?" "Ah, I suppose not 
anymore. I'm the one who erased your memories. It's too bad you survived: even if you 
wouldn’t drown in the river, I thought you'd eventually starve to death or something. 

Well, now's another chance." "Fool" reproaches the other female superevil, "You 
shouldn’t reveal your power! That's the classic mistake if you're looking to die." "Says 
you, Aurora, " responds Keepsake, sticking her tongue out, "Your light is a giveaway." "It 
is barely a skim of the surface" rebuts Aurora, "I am so much more." "Enough, women" 
rebukes the third member of their team, "We can argue protocol and etiquette after we kill 
these chumps." "Green Screen is right" says Aurora, "We are losing sight of our task." 

"So" begins Flex, "Aurora, Keepsake, and Green Screen. Aurora makes light, Keepsake 
takes away memories, and I imagine Green Screen creates illusions." He turns to Iota and 
Piscine, saying, "At least we know what we’re up against." The three superevils make 
some room between them and their opponents, and Green Screen steps into the center of 
the "arena". "Illusions, you say? I wonder what it is that you call real..." He closes his 
eyes, and everything within a thirty-foot distance from where he stands suddenly flickers, 
ultimately changing into a lake of lava that is covered with circular platforms, each with a 
diameter of four feet. The supers all immediately struggle to keep their balance on the 
platforms. Piscine, however, is not so lucky, as no platform appears under her, and she 
falls into the lava feet first. She shrieks in pain, emitting an unearthly sound, but she is 
soon completely engulfed by the lake and disappears from view, as nothing remains of 
her body. Iota turns to Flex and whispers, "This isn't actually happening, right?" "I...don’t 
know anymore. All I can tell you is that there are two of us against the three of them. We 
need to make this work. Plan TH is in effect." He turns to the superevils and, as Flex still 
hasn’t mastered his balance yet, he must strike from where he stands. He extends his two 
fists quickly, popping both Green Screen and Aurora in the face and stunning them. He 
retracts his hands while they are still recovering, picks up a shrinking Iota, and brings her 
the Green Screen's face. Iota jumps into his mouth, crosses the tongue, and leaps down 
his throat, ending up in the superevil's stomach, where she grows in size somewhat. Iota 
pulls out her knife that she shrunk along with her suit, and stabs Green Screen as many 
times as she can. Green Screen screams at first, but the wounds are too great to bear, and 
he falls face first onto the platform. Iota grows back to her usual size, causing Green 
Screen's corpse to break open, and Keepsake jumps to the platform, intent on striking her. 

By now, Aurora has recovered, and she jumps to the center platform. She puts her hands 
together, and a glow forms between her palms. Aurora then rips her hands apart, and a 
huge sphere of light illuminates the area, momentarily blinding everyone but her. 
Keepsake grabs onto to Iota's head reflexively, and erases the villainess' memories, while 
Flex stretches his palms to the bottom of the platform in an effort to stay on the circle. 
When the supers have all recovered, Aurora stands before Flex, and Keepsake pushes 
Iota's head toward the flames. Keepsake takes out a knife and cuts off a lock of Iota's hair, 
stuffing it in her pocket. She then forces Iota's face into the lava, killing her instantly, 
while Flex can only watch in horror. In a rage, he gets up to attack Aurora, but she points 
a light-charged index finger at his forehead. She charges a laser at him, which destroys 
his anterior prefontal cortex, lobotomizing him. Flex slumps to the floor, and Aurora 
nudges him into the lake with her foot. Aurora looks at Keepsake, and says, "We ought to 



call base." She pulls out a cellphone and quickly dials her contact. "See-See? We won, 
but lost Green Screen, although you already kn ow all that." "Yes, I have let Frau Seil 
know. Her orders are for you to return for now until the fights have all been completed." 
"Alright, that sounds good to me. Seeya." Aurora hangs up and turns to her ally. "Let's go 
back." "In thirty more seconds" beseeches Keepsake, "As Green Screen's location is 
about to end." They wait out the time and the lake flickers again; this time, it disappears 
and the cemetery takes its place. Only the remains of Green Screen's body can be found, 
the others lost somewhere underground. Aurora and Keepsake leave the area, bothered by 
the loss of their comrade, yet still bickering over how much to tell their opponents. 

* 

Hypatia Park has seen more than its fair share of fights. From the time that supers started 
to show up in Eisenstadt, it has been one of the preferred battlegrounds. The reason was 
obvious: it had large swaths of flat land, many of which were devoid of trees and other 
greenery besides grass. It was also away from the residential areas of the city, where little 
damage could be done. Although the concept of choosing an arena seems naive at best, 
the heroes and villains of Eisenstadt seemed to have an unwritten rule of fighting there 
from time to time. But, tonight was different. The superevils did not pick the park 
because of its qualities; they picked it because it was situated in a spot equidistant from 
three other locations where fights were being held. Timing had become everything, and 
Frau Seil was no slouch. 

Vector is flying through the air toward the park. Star Sweeper is latched onto her back, 
her anns going under Vector's shoulders and her hands clasped around Vector's chest. 
Infector sits as well as he could on Vector's feet, facing backward and holding on for dear 
life. This is not a time to be too careful, for lives are at stake, so the three heroes make 
haste toward their destination. As they begin to descend, their enemies show themselves, 
standing on a large patch of dirt. One of them is Despair, the one-armed super that once 
fought under Mjytresz. He shoots his psychological beams at all nearby pedestrians, 
while the second superevil shoots at them while they're down. This second member is 
quite old, with a long, gray beard and spectacles, wearing a gold watch on each of his 
wrists. The light of the park's lamps reflect well off the metal, and Vector pinpoints them 
like beacons. Volta spoke of a third, invisible super, which is why Star Sweeper declared 
this to be their battle, and he still remains to be seen. "Watch out" warns Vector, "Shields 
up. We don’t know when the third one will show himself." 

The heroes land and separate into a line, putting about six feet between each of them. 
They scan the superevils carefully, unsure of what to do with a still-unseen enemy to deal 
with. "Vector, Star Sweeper, Infector, our newest acquisitions!" declares Despair, "What 
fond memories I have of fighting your friends. ..and Star Sweeper of course! But you are 
still no match for Despair, even in My weakened form. Let Us bring you to your knees!" 
He fires a beam at Star Sweeper, and she is struck with visions of a vivisection. She 
screams in anguish, and Vector summons a tremendous wind to smack into Despair and 
cast him down. She rushes to Star Sweeper's side, puts her arms around her lover, and 
tries to pick her up. As she does so, Vector feels something very off going on behind her. 



She creates a small twister about her, and hears multiple thuds. A man appears, tumbling 
away from the heroes. He is dressed like a normal super, but wears steel gloves that bend 
at the joints. At the end of each linger is a spike, sharpened exceedingly. 

"Unknown!" exclaims the superevil with the watches, "What happened? Surely she didn’t 
sense you?" "Bah!" answers Unknown, "Nothing of the sort, Glimpse. If I had to guess, it 
was like dark matter. You can't see it, but it causes a disturbance by how it affects a third 
object, and from that you infer." Vector eyes Unknown, and in seconds is right by his 
side, propelled by her energy. She puts her hands around his neck, choking him, when he 
suddenly disappears from view. Moreover, she cannot even feel him anymore, as if he 
disappeared from her grasp, yet her hands do not move closer to one another. Sensing 
danger, she flies up into the air, and attempts to locate him from a bird's eye view. Star 
Sweeper gets back up and turns to Infector. "Don't you dare interfere - I don't want you 
getting hurt!" "Then why am I even here, to spectate? Give me a chance, Mom!" "If that 
watch guy enters the fray, then you may fight as well. Otherwise, stay out of it!" And 
with that, she takes out a knife, turns invisible, and runs toward Despair. He sees her 
actions and shoots beams into her direction, hitting nothing but the horizon. "Unknown!" 
he cries, "Assist!" Star Sweeper is suddenly knocked into, and she sprawls onto the 
ground, rolling until she hits a large boulder. She recovers, and wipes any excess dirt or 
dust from her suit that might give her away. "I certainly can't see him, but I can't hear him 
either, and I felt nothing just now. Does he have the same power as me, or is he 
imperceptible to all five senses?!" 

Vector gives up and finding Unknown, and leaves him to Star Sweeper. Instead, she looks 
at Despair and decides upon him as her target. She dives down, and Despair fires off a 
beam at her, but Vector quickly adjusts, forcing herself away with a side-wind. He tries 
again, but Vector is too fast and dodges once more. She swoops just above his head, and 
Despair is caught in the updraft. He swings backward, flung through the air, and lands 
facedown on dirt. He rolls over and aims, preparing himself for any strike. When Despair 
fails to see Vector, he rolls forward onto his feet. He glances around, wondering where 
she is, when he hears a very loud sound behind him. He swivels, and despite his 
arrogance, Despair actually gulps in fear. Vector has created an incredibly fast tornado, 
with herself at the center; what's more, it draws Despair into its clutches. He tries to shoot 
at her one last time, but his only ann is torn off by the speed of the winds. The closer his 
body gets to her, the faster the tornado gets, and, due to the gravitational force, Despair 
soon experiences a blackout of vision, then a loss of consciousness, and finally death. 
Vector stops the winds and falls on all fours, exhausted. 

Star Sweeper is standing as motionless as she can, still invisible, trying to figure out 
where Unknown lies while making as little noise as possible so that he can't locate her. "If 
I can't sense him, how can I defeat him? Unknown said something about dark matter...if I 
recall correctly, we can’t see dark matter, but we know it's there by the gravity it exerts. 
Vector felt him because it created some kind of disturbance in her field of currents. 
Therefore, I need to find something that Unknown affects indirectly in order to track him. 
But what?" She suddenly doubles over, and feels a large pain in her abdomen. Another 
second goes by, and Star Sweeper is pushed back into the air, presumably by a kick. She 



lands on her back and immediately rolls away from Unknown. She stands straight, but the 
pain in her stomach does not subside and she coughs up blood. "Damn!" she thinks, 

"He’ll have seen that." She looks at the blood and notices something else: approaching 
footprints. Instinctively, she kicks forward with all the might that she can muster, and it 
knocks Unknown right in the head. He appears into view and falls forward, unconscious. 
Star Sweeper jumps on the opportunity - only figuratively - and slits his throat. 

Glimpse looks at his watches as he approaches Star Sweeper. "Showtime" he whispers, 
with a strange look upon his face. Star Sweeper struggles to get up and defend herself, 
but cannot succeed. Infector rushes toward them, but is too late. The superevil's watches 
beep hysterically, and he is enveloped in a violet glow that pulses violently. He slashes 
his arm down at a blinding speed and decapitates her. He instantly appears in front of 
Vector and attacks her. Vector attempts to block, but Glimpse's hand passes through her 
arm, and he grasps her neck, breaking it. Finally, he materializes in front of Infector, 
when his watches beep once more. "One second already?!" he thinks, "Oh, crap..." 
Glimpse returns to his normal form, and Infector, perhaps too angry to acknowledge his 
fear, leaps onto Glimpse and injects him with a very accelerated form of smallpox, which 
immediately shows itself in the fonn of bumps that appear all over the superevil's flesh. 
He tries to resist, but Infector holds Glimpse down until he dies. Infector pulls out his 
phone and calls Bombshell, infonning her of the loss of his parents. "Crap, this is very 
bad. Infector, stay there. Hajj is coming to meet you. Try to keep it together for now." 
"Why only Hajj? Did we lose Lucky as well?" "Yeah, and I'm pretty sure that Flex, Iota, 
and Piscine are gone, too. So far, things are not looking well. Hang in there, kiddo." 

* 

In the center of Eisenstadt's town square lies a large, cast stone fountain depicting 
Hephaestus, the Greek god of blacksmiths and a symbol of the city's perseverance and 
determination in its crafts. The water shoots out of its spouts in intricate ways, and the 
children can often be seen playing in the pool of the fountain. There are no children 
today, only bodies. Zipper, of the original superevils, is armed with a new minigun, and 
he has riddled many victims with bullets, just as he did eight years before. "Yep, feels 
good to be back!" he exclaims, while examining his handiwork, "This should draw them 
out in no time." "Don’t get too excited" says a nearby woman, "Who knows what we’re to 
face. I know you're new to the team, but we try to work together." "Nevertheless, Toggle" 
answers Zipper, "It's hard for me to worry when I can't truly die. They couldn’t get rid of 
me before, so I doubt they'll do it this time." "All I'm saying is, do your share and we’ll be 
peachy keen." "I spy supers!" whispers another woman loudly, "Two of them. Against all 
four of us? Are they suicidal?" "Allow me to mow them down" suggests Zipper, "it’ll be a 
cinch." "No, Zipper, let's see what they plan to do. By the fact that they're walking toward 
us, perhaps they are willing to submit and join us. Ennui, Bizarre, keep watch." 

Hadassah and 2D approach the fountain; they had been told of three supers, but Hadassah 
insisted on taking them on, and 2D supported her. Hadassah was adamant because she felt 
she must offer any services she could, and 2D was a powerful villain, although he was a 
little concerned since his weakness was water. But neither expected there to be four 



superevils, even if they were confident of their own abilities. "2D, how do you do?" asks 
Zipper, "And...I believe we have yet to make your acquaintance, milady." "I am 
Hadassah, daughter of Misha'el, herald of righteousness. I come before you to ask of your 
assistance. This war need not occur, and though it has already started, we can end it 
immediately. I beg of you to throw away your hatred and join us against the great evil 
that has come to Eisenstadt. The end may be near, but we can cause it to be a beginning. 
Please, do not lose this chance of attaining peace. Heed my call!" Zipper raises his 
minigun. "Alright, I'm bored. Can I kill them now, Toggle?" "Yeah, you probably should. 
It looks like they're not interested in becoming part of the team. Fire at will." Hadassah, 
hearing this, shouts out "Hester Panim!" ("Hidden Faces"), and a swirling gray mass 
envelops all six supers, wherever Bizarre may be. When it subsides, the supers are 
standing in a circle, but they are no longer themselves. Instead, each one has become a 
mannequin, movable, but with no access to his or her power. Only Hadassah knows 
what's going on, but the mannequins cannot even speak. 

"Alright" thinks Hadassah, "That's step one. But how to defeat them? With luck they will 
take out each other, but how long can that last? I hope that 2D is a good combat fighter..." 
Zipper, on the other hand, is annoyed by the situation. "Given that no one else is doing 
anything, I might surmise that their powers have been temporarily voided, or maybe 
they're just too cowardly to fight. If the former, my immortality is at stake if I somehow 
die. Still, I've got nothing better to do than fight - so be it!" He charges at one of the 
mannequins and jumps into it. They fall to the floor, and Zipper mercilessly beats it as 
well as a mannequin can. He smashes the head over and over until it breaks, and the 
power over it subsides. A young, fair woman appears in its stead. "Bizarre?" thinks 
Zipper, "I guess she was female after all. Eh, she was useless anyhow. What kind of a 
power is subjective vision anyhow? Let's try this again." Zipper gets up and looks at the 
remaining four figures. This time, however, it is clear to Toggle that the attacker must 
have been a superevil. And with Bizarre having fallen, only Ennui must be among the 
three other supers. She attacks one of them at random, and Zipper helps her out, easily 
overpowering and destroying the mannequin, which shows itself to be Hadassah. Her 
power ends entirely, and soon Zipper, Toggle, and Ennui return to nonnal, along with 2D 
who now looks very nervous. 

Zipper retrieves his weapon and looks at 2D. "Well, now, that should be done with you? 
Shooting you seems too easy, almost boring." "Just take him out" orders Toggle, "As you 
were so eager to do before. We can’t play around, or Frau Seil will have our hides." "Yes, 
yes, we musn’t disappoint our dear lady." He aims at 2D, who proceeds to slip into the 
ground, racing away from the superevils. "Zipper, the hydrants!" He shoots the two 
hydrants in the vicinity, and the fountain is surrounded by a ring of water that draws ever 
closer, slowly trapping 2D. "Zipper, trash the fountain!" He obeys, firing off at the 
fixture. Soon, water spreads everywhere, minimizing possible islands of safety for 2D. 
The superevils try to spot him, but he is well hidden. And, although trapped, the villain 
decides to be as useful as he can. He moves near Ennui and pops out of the ground 
behind her. He punches both of her ears with his fists, an she flops to the floor, which 
garners Toggle's attention. "Ennui! Damn it!" She races toward 2D who now has nowhere 
to run, as the water impedes his ability to become a two-dimensional figure. Instead, he 



transposes himself onto Ennui's body, a safe haven, providing they don’t dispose of her. 
Toggle's iris, which had been orange up until now, suddenly changes into green. She 
takes out a knife and slashes the back of her hand, grimacing in pain as the blood flows 
out. She whimpers, with puppy eyes to boot, as a green glow emits from her in streaks. 

2D can’t help but feel sorry for her somehow, and he emerges and embraces Toggle. "Do 
not worry, I shall bandage your wound. Do not cry, my dear." As he finishes speaking, 
Toggle stabs him in the side of his neck, and blood squirts everywhere. He collapses and 
dies as his blood mixes with the water. Toggle turns to Zipper. "C'mon, help me with 
Ennui. Although she's been of no help up until now." "She wasn't as blessed as us. Can 
you really blame her? Some get lucky, some don't. That's always been the way of the 
world." "I know. The good doctor could only give so much to us." 

Back at the Topaz Villa, Bombshell is starting to give. "Hadassah and 2D haven't called in 
yet. I can only presume that they have been killed as well. That still leaves Viskid, Unus, 
and Seethe's lights left. At best, we are still losing to the enemy in terms of the number of 
supers on each side. Maybe it was a bad idea to stay here after all? I think we’ll have to 
see what happens. Don’t you agree, Nova?" "If it comes to that, we must go. We can’t 
afford to lose so many supers from our team. Why are they doing this? If he had a clearer 
idea of their motive, maybe we’d find a way to defeat them. And yet, I feel as though that 
wouldn't matter..." 

* 

At the intersection of Cedar Court and Myrtle Road, Viskid and Unus walk side by side, 
barefoot. They are close to the middle of the distance between the town square and 
Hypatia Park, and southwest of Volta's team. It can be said that if they are in trouble, no 
one will come running, which is exactly what Frau Seil had planned. But the two 
heroines do not suspect such a motive, and merely look for the threat that they agreed to 
incapacitate by whatever means. "Volta said there was only one opponent here" begins 
Unus, "I wonder why that is? It seemed like all the others had two or three supers on their 
side." "I fear the worst" answers Viskid, "That the enemy is powerful enough to not 
require a partner. Unless we are lucky and the superevils have been spread too thin, but 
that seems unlikely as Aharon said there were over thirty to fight. As a third option, it 
may be that the enemy does not take our side seriously, but that seems like a foolish 
assumption." "I feel that the first option is most likely" responds Unus, "Which unties my 
fortitude instead of uniting it. We must be wary." 

And so, as they pass piles of dead bodies, their fears start to become a reality, as they 
realize that the superevil they face is strong, perhaps stronger than the two of them 
combined. But it's a funny thing: one man's strength is another's weakness. Although the 
superevil may be strong, does it automatically mean he or she will be strong against the 
combined efforts of Viskid and Unus? It is difficult to say; let us not tarry, then, for the 
answer will soon show itself. The heroines observe the world around them, and soon find 
the only standing body around, a man facing away from them, wielding two pistols, and 
equipped with two swords across his back. Unus has already given Viskid some of her 
soul, and Viskid has reciprocate with part of her soul to her former teacher, granting Unus 



the power to turn into slime. As they near, the marksman speedily turns around and 
shoots both of them in a quick draw. The bullets pass through the two supers, and the 
holes left behind close up with ease. "I see" says the masked man, "You are Viskid and 
Unus, and you are power-sharing. Very well, I will adapt." "Adapt?" asks Unus, getting 
right to the point, "Is...that your power?" "Ha ha, no, no. My power is different, but I 
wonder if you'll live to know and understand it. I am Dual, the last opponent you'll ever 
face." "Duel?" questions a misunderstanding Viskid, "Is that why you carry those 
weapons?" "Ah, never mind. We don’t have the time to get into the details. My orders 
were straightforward, as were yours, I imagine. We should get down to business." 

Dual puts away his guns and removes his swords from their sheaths. "Come at me the, 
unless you want me to start it off." No one moves, and Unus shrugs. "We’re not really the 
offensive type of supers, but given that you know our name, I wouldn’t be surprised if 
you knew that." "Yes, of course. Your profile was more than clear. Well, then, I shall 
embrace the spirit of the fight." Dual runs at the twosome, armed with a sword in each 
hand. They prepare for his strike, and the superevil penetrates them, the swords cutting 
neatly through their midsections. However, neither Viskid nor Unus cries out in pain, and 
slime flows out of their wounds. Dual pulls the swords upward, slicing them in half from 
the stomach up and causing more of the green liquid to splatter all over. The bifurcations 
heal almost immediately, and Viskid and Unus slide over the street, picking up slime 
where they can and restoring themselves to their original forms. "I did not think that 
would work, but I had to try. Without failure, there can be no success." "What are you 
going on about?" asks Viskid, "Or were you just wasting time?" "Not at all" answers 
Dual, "I was just making observations. I am no scientist, but one should never rush into a 
fight. One must strive to understand a situation before attempting to rectify it. But now 
that I understand things more fully, I will not hold back." "Hold back?" wonders Unus, "I 
guess that makes sense. It would be pointless if your power was the ability to wield two 
weapons at once, which is what I thought at first. Now, however, I am convinced that you 
have been hiding yourself." "As a manner of speaking, I have. Let me show you. Or, 
rather, let me show me." 

Without any notice, Viskid is struck to the side by an invisible object. With her defenses 
down, Dual, decapitates her, and the head rolls away. Viskid is still alive, however, and 
her body chases after her head. It picks the head up and reattaches it, and Viskid is whole 
once more. "Interesting" notes Dual, "Such a move will not work on you. I may have to 
take more drastic measures. In any event, since you hold the power of slime and Unus is 
merely sharing, she would be the weak link in all of this. I will ponder." With that, he 
crosses his swords against his chest and closes his eyes to think. Unus rushes to Viskid 
and makes sure she's okay, as well as to confer on the matter of Dual. "Did you see 
anything when you were hit?" Unus asks in a whisper. "No" replies Viskid, "I only felt it. 
I think he may be an astral user, though, as astral pain is somewhat different from nonnal 
pain. But that makes no sense! He was not meditating. I don’t understand - " "I have 
considered the options" says Dual, opening his eyes, "and I have concluded my method 
of action." Unus is knocked over by something, presumably Dual's astral self. Her body 
convulses as it is struck over and over all across, and soon Unus is rendered unconscious 
- the link between her and Viskid is broken. "As was expected, Unus is no longer 



connected with you, Viskid" states Dual, "By that logic, it follows that she is no longer 
made of slime, and is therefore vulnerable to my attacks. This is the power of thought." 
Dual hurries over to Unus, but Viskid intercedes. She kicks Dual in the abdomen, causing 
some damage, but Dual chops her leg off and she falls backward onto Unus. With his 
moment of opportunity open, Dual jabs a sword through Viskid and into Unus, killing the 
latter. He pulls his sword back and steps about six feet away from the scene while 
deciding what to do next. 

Viskid gets up and attaches her amputated leg, as well as gathering up all the bits of slime 
that were shed from the injuries. She looks back at Unus, and tears of slime drip from her 
eyes. "You killed Unus, my teacher, my guide, my friend. I will show you no mercy." 
"Knocking her out won’t do anything" thinks Dual, "Since I still can't kill her with either 
my astral self or my physical being. Nevertheless, Pneuma can help me out, so this is my 
best option." Viskid charges at Dual, and dives into him. Dual fights back, stabbing her 
many times, but this is precisely her plan. Viskid breaks into many puddles of liquid, and 
she enters his mouth, forcing herself into his lungs. Dual coughs violently, struggling to 
get air into his system, but there is no room for oxygen and he soon suffocates. The slime 
leaves his body and the heroine Viskid reforms once more. She looks at Dual's eyes and 
notices that they are two-sevenths green before they fade. "A fusion of mental and astral 
powers. That must have somehow allowed him to fight with his astral and physical selves 
at the same time." She goes to Unus and confirms that her teacher is dead, then calls 
Bombshell. 

"Damn, Unus, too? Okay, stay there. Volta, Hammerspace, and the Jerk are headed 
toward the old Family Villa. Contact them, and they'll meet up with you first." "That's a 
negative, Bombshell. I'm going to pick up Doppel first." "Doppel? I thought she doesn’t 
fight." "She doesn't, but she will when I speak to her. She missed out last time, and now 
there's no excuse." "Fine, but watch yourself. There are superevils everywhere." 

* 

Giardino del Paradiso is a nature based restaurant. Originally, the owner wanted to put in 
animals to make the simulation more realistic, but realized that the smell would be most 
unpalatable. Instead, tables are surrounded by small trees, bushes, and ferns, which both 
adhere to the theme and give the patrons a sense of privacy, even if the other customers 
are still visible. It was one of Nellie's and Seethe's favorite spots to go to, even if the 
restaurant had to be checked for insects every so often just to make sure the scenery 
wasn’t infested. To be certain, natural pesticides and insecticides were used, but plenty of 
people stayed away from the restaurant just in case. Seethe didn’t mind it so much, having 
seen his fair share of cockroaches, and Nellie was into nature and tranquility, so she 
embraced the setting. Still, there was a feeling of unrest among the two on this night, 
because of Aharon’s statements. Nevertheless, they did their best to alleviate the situation. 
"Y'know, Lloyd, this place has really gotten a lot better since the last time. The menu is 
far more expansive, although I know you hate that it's still all vegetarian." "It's fine, 
Nellie. Really. If I look anxious it is merely due to tonight's events, and not the restaurant. 
I like the food a lot, and the surroundings as well. It's just hard to be both happy and 



worried at the same time." "Do you think this was a bad idea, then? About ditching the 
gang to focus on us?" "I...don’t know, to be honest. If things go awry because I didn’t 
participate, it would be unbearable. On the other hand, why wouldn’t be succeed if it's all 
for the End? Would not God himself grant us victory, or is to be wholly earned by our 
efforts? It's almost a coin toss to me." "If it comes to necessity" replies Nellie, "You must 
go. Do not be held back on my account." "I understand. I guess I've mellowed over the 
years. It's funny how life does that to you, as if- " Seethe's phone rings and he answers. 
"Bombshell? On Beech Street? Alright then, count me in." He turns to Nellie and says, "It 
is as you have feared. I must go and defend the Villas. Stay here." "No!" exclaims Nellie, 
shocking Seethe, "I need to be there, too. You always go without me. I need to support 
you this one time, for I may never see you again." "And what of Eric? If something were 
to happen to you, would he not grow up an orphan?" "I am convinced you will be 
successful. Have some faith, my dear." "Very well, you can come. But please stay out of 
the way, and whatever you do, don't get caught by the enemy. He or she will not hesitate 
to use you as a hostage." 

They politely pay the check and leave the restaurant, stepping out into the open air. Beech 
Street is only a block away, so they decide to walk. On the way there, Seethe pulls out 
two vials of hydroiodic acid and downs then, preparing himself for battle. He clutches 
Nellie's hand, in love, not fear, as he knows not of what may come, and wishes for one 
last touch. When they see the superevil, they are surprised at how few bodies are nearby. 
At least, Seethe is: Nellie nearly vomits at the sight, for despite her years with Seethe, she 
has seen few corpses. Seethe walks toward the man, noticing only that the bodies have 
gushing wounds in them. "Stabbings?" he wonders, "But I see no obvious weapon, not 
even a kn ife." Seethe takes out a vial of sulfuric acid and hurls it and the man. The 
superevil's right arm becomes engulfed by a white substance, and he blocks the vial, 
which shatters. The sulfuric acid burns away some of the milky layer, but the rest hits the 
ground, and the man is unharmed. "What the hell are you?" asks Seethe, "Not many are 
so calm against my acid." "My name is Ossy, and I am here to blot you out from history." 
"Ossy? You mean like 'ossify', as in, 'to turn to bone'?" Ossy lifts an eyebrow. 

"Interesting, most people think I say 'Ozzie' or 'Aussie'. You're smarter than I thought for 
someone who never finished high school." "Yeah, people tend to underestimate me. Pray 
that you don't make the same mistake." "Mistake? Ha! Why do think I was sent here?" 

Ossy forms a dagger of bone that exits from his wrist. He flings it at Seethe and it hits 
him squarely in the left shoulder, piercing Seethe's suit and implanted itself with his flesh, 
immobilizing his ann. Although in severe pain, Seethe, grasps the dagger with his right 
hand and pulls it out, but his left arm still cannot move. "Do you like it?" asks Ossy, "I 
can mold many things with my bones. But, do you want to know the best part? I can mold 
them down to precision. That dagger you hold isn’t a dagger at all. It's actually a 
collection of many needle-like protrusions which are thin enough to fit through the holes 
in the fabric of your suit. And once you remove the dagger, the ends break off and stay in 
your body to deal further damage." Seethe tosses the dagger aside. "Just a flesh wound! 
My arms aren’t my only weapons, you know." He spits a stream of acid at Ossy, who 
sidesteps but is nearly done for, saved only by a dense layer of bone which easily melts 
away from the acid. Ossy throws another dagger and it is Seethe's turn to dodge, while 



Nellie is off to the side, watching in horror. A glob of acid strewn from Seethe's mouth 
burns away Ossy's right hand, going through the shield of bone. Ossy screams in agony, 
and dares not touch the wound with his remaining hand, lest it share a similar fate. Seeing 
that he has some time and feeling a bit dehydrated, Seethe takes a small bottle of water 
from his pocket in order to replenish himself. But Ossy, already recovered, throws 
another dagger and it breaks the bottle. The water spills to the asphalt, so Seethe takes out 
another vial at random, this one of perchloric acid, and gulps it down, no longer bothered 
by its strength. Ossy casts a stake of bone, hitting Seethe's right shoulder, and essentially 
paralyzing his upper limbs. The superevil pins Seethe down by hurling a dagger at each 
leg, piercing his hips. Seethe bleeds heavily and the blood dissolves the stakes, but he 
can't move out of weakness. 

Ossy forms one last dagger and stands over Seethe. "Any last words, man of the sharp 
tongue?" Seethe, although in pain, manages a smile, and simply exhales in Ossy's 
direction. Nothing happens at fist, but then vapor from the perchloric acid rises up and 
begins to dissolve Ossy's body. He tries to run away, but the vapor sticks with him, eating 
away at his flesh until he no longer exists. Nellie rushes toward Seethe, crying, but Seethe 
reproaches her, saying, "Stay back! If you get too close, my breath will kill you! 
Moreover, my blood is now so corrosive that you couldn’t even come close once the air is 
clear." "What am I supposed to do then, watch you die?!" "We can still look at each other, 
can we not? We can still talk to each other, can we not? It must suffice!" The two of them 
offer their vows of love, and Seethe expires. Nellie breaks down, weeping for several 
minutes, before she can muster the strength to call up Bombshell and deliver the news. 
"Damn, damn, damn! Seethe is lost?! Okay, Nellie, get back here as soon as you can. The 
city is not safe tonight. Return to your son and embrace him, because tomorrow is no 
longer a certainty." 

Bombshell hangs up. "This doesn’t make any sense. All the fights were fought in the 
northern half of the city, but Beech Street is in the south...unless the locations weren’t 
randomly chosen. They were obviously meant to draw us out, but they were specifically 
decided upon. Seethe left without notice, so they had to improvise and only send one 
superevil to Beech Street. They certainly know a lot about us, but they wouldn’t know 
which ones would go to each location. But now...they know where we all are and can 
plan accordingly. It was divide and conquer, the most basic of strategies!" Bombshell 
turns to Nova and Elsie. "I think it's time we joined the war. Our side needs more support, 
and the enemy is still at large." "Alright, Mom, but what about Elsie? We can't leave her 
here without protection." "That’s why she's coming with us. We can defend her, and if it 
comes to it, she can defend us. We have no other choice." 

The three generations of supers run out of the Villa, toward a car across the street. But 
they stop dead in their tracks when they behold a sight before them: three superevils are 
already waiting on the asphalt, one of them even so bold as to be sitting in a chair, not 
worried if a car is to come by. Bombshell assesses the situation to the best of her ability 
and says, "You've been expecting us, haven't you?" The one in the chair answers, 

"Correct, Bombshell. We knew you, Claire and Elsie would stay behind until you were 
forced to leave. Even if you left along with the others, that would have only prolonged 



our meeting at best. This moment was written in the stars." "If you were chosen 
specifically for us" responds Bombshell, "Then your powers must be suited to ours. 
Furthermore, your powers must be specifically effective against Elsie, since there's no 
telling which one of you would face her." "You could say that" says the seated super, 

"But, before the fighting, let there be an introduction. We are the Three Suckers, called so 
because of our abilities. I am Leviathan, the woman to my right is Void, and the man to 
the far right is Anaeros. I will not contend for the others, but I will tell you that I can suck 
up any material and send it into an alternate world." "Why do you say this?" asks 
Bombshell, "Is it not to my advantage?" "For the names" replies Leviathan, "One should 
always tell it to one's opponent, for if you are to lose, you should at least no who killed 
you, and if you are to win, you should know whom you killed. It is only respectable. As 
for my power, I do it in jest. There is no way you will defeat me." "Hmm, I'm surprised 
your name isn’t 'Kamui', but that hardly matters right now." Leviathan shrugs his 
shoulders and calls out, "Begin!" 

Bombshell immediately throws a bomb at Leviathan, igniting all three fights. Leviathan 
inhales deeply, and a portal forms which sucks up the explosive device. It begins to drag 
in Bombshell and the others as well: Nova uses her flames to push herself backward; 

Elsie increases her weight one thousand-fold and falls to the ground, but is safe; 
Bombshell turns to steel, but it isn’t enough of a defense, and she is pulled into the portal. 
When she returns to her human form, she finds herself in a large room, surrounded by 
dead bodies, with the portal thirty feet up in the air. She observes the surroundings and 
finds that there is no other exit, so she starts to pile the corpses onto each other. "Hmm, at 
this rate, even if I don't run out of energy or time, I'll still only get about fifteen feet up. 

I'll have to use another method." She sits down to think. Back on Earth, Leviathan is 
sitting cheerfully in his chair, smoking a cigar while enjoying the other battles. 

Void, a pale-looking lady, walks toward Elsie. Nova tries to interfere, but Anaeros calls 
her to his attention, implying that he will kill Nova if she looks away, so she is forced to 
let Elsie fight all on her own. The young super, too young to be a heroine or villainess, 
shoots out fire from her hands, clearly inspired by her mother. Void simply absorbs the 
flames, and becomes a little less pale. Elsie tries lightning, and Void reacts the same way. 
As the superevil gets closer and closer, Elsie gives off every power she's seen in her life, 
but nothing works. Void finally gets to Elsie and embraces her, draining the super of 
every bit of energy she has. Elsie suddenly has an epiphany, and begins to glow red. This 
does not phase Void, who continues to sap her strength, but Elsie gives it her best shot. 
For as long as she could remember, Elsie has watched her grandmother in the lab, 
creating all sorts of concoctions. One of the things that Bombshell worked with at times 
was plutonium, and she taught her granddaughter all about radioactive energy. It's put to 
the test, now, as Void absorbs more and more radioactive power, until the superevil 
herself starts glowing red. Then, without warning, Void becomes limp and collapses, her 
cells all dying at once. Elsie is free and watches her mother in fear. 

Nova, from the start, was wary of Anaeros. She knew the name was Greek, and due to her 
experiences with Phoumos and Alpha, she had a bad feeling, even if she didn’t know 
what "Anaeros" actually meant. But Nova had a lot more to worry about, so she pushed 



the name from her mind and tried to focus on the task at hand. Hoping to end things 
immediately, Nova throws a ball of fire at the superevil. It travels toward him speedily, 
but suddenly disappears without a trace. Nova doesn’t quite get it and tries once more, 
only for the second ball to be extinguished in a like manner. "Impressive, aren't I?" asks 
Anaeros rhetorically, "Your flames are worthless in my vacuum...as are you." Anaeros 
takes a deep breath and runs toward Nova, who soon finds herself unable to breathe. She 
struggles to inhale, and is hardly helped by Anaeros' attack. He kicks her to the ground 
and then jumps atop of her, strangling her so as to hurry along the process. Although 
Nova is near death, she tries to remain calm, and thinks for a few seconds. "He took a 
breath, so he must have air. Also, my power requires oxygen. Convenient." Nova knees 
Anaeros in the groin, stunning the superevil for a second, and then she kisses him, 
sucking in some air. Nova immediately breathes a stream of fire down the enemy's throat, 
liquefying his insides. Air is returned to the surroundings and Nova gasps as she finally 
returns to an equilibrium. Elsie rushes over and hugs her, and after Nova recovers they 
turn to face Leviathan, still sitting, but no longer smoking his cigar at the sight of his 
allies' corpses. 

Returning to Bombshell, she stacks a small number of bodies into a pyramid, and stands 
at the top, clutching a large number of minibombs in her hands. "Okay, we've only got 
one shot of this, so let's not screw things up, got it? It's a good thing I've watched Crusher 
play so many hours of Metroid." She kneels, releases one bomb, and becomes steel. It 
detonates at her feet, lifts her up in the air, as well as causing the other bombs in her 
metal hands to blow up as well. The chain explosion launches Bombshell the remaining 
distance and she passes through the portal, exiting Leviathan's mouth. Bombshell turns to 
flesh and lands on her feet, facing Leviathan. His eyes widen and he inhales again, but 
Bombshell grabs his legs and forces the superevil to suck up his own body like the 
Ouroboros. Leviathan appears in the alternate world and looks around. "Hmm, so that's 
what this place looks like." He looks around but fails to find the portal anywhere. "I guess 
it caused some kind of loop when I got pulled in. Well, I'm screwed." He takes a weapon 
from a fallen victim and kills himself. In front of the Villas, the three females reunite and 
embrace one another. When they finally pull apart, Bombshell says, "We need to get 
everyone back to the Villas as soon as possible. I don't know if we’ll win otherwise." She 
calls up Crusher but gets no response. "Busy? Is he fighting again already?!" She 
proceeds to try the remaining supers. 

In front of the old Lamily Villa, which had been rebuilt as a motel, various superevils are 
standing around. One of them, an old woman looking to be 100, turns to another female, 
this one about 25, wearing a metal helmet. "See-See, progress report, please" she says 
with a German accent. "Yes, Lrau Seil. Bombshell, Nova, and Elsie have all been 
victorious. Sitara the Undead has already arrived by Crusher and Liz. Hajj and Infector 
have met up, but Zipper and Whirlwind are about to intercede. The recruits will be hitting 
Volta's gang, Toggle and Ennui are near Torpid and Torpedo, and Ather and Qi are still on 
their way. But, if I may ask, why are you sending Sitara alone? And is Ather not your 
bodyguard?" "You ask many questions, young one" answers Lrau Seil, "I do not trust 
Sitara the Undead. She may kill anyone I send with her. We know very little about her, 
and I don’t want more failures. As for Ather, he is suited for his target. Besides, I have 



Pneuma to protect me in case anything goes wrong." "They why let Sitara join at all? She 
wasn’t even at Kraftbrecher like the others." "Sitara the Undead offered her services; who 
was I to refuse? She may prove useful, she may not. I admit it is a large chance, but it 
may pay off well. If not, we will have to adjust. Now, no more, as I grow tired." 

* 

Crusher and Liz stare at the behemoth of a vehicle before them, an eighteen-wheeler that 
blocks any passage for them on Lorentz Drive. They could turn back and try another 
road, but there is no doubt that the driver of the truck would simply follow them, so they 
resign themselves to fate. "I wonder what's in there" thinks Crusher out loud, "I'm 
guessing either an anny or one gigantic super." "Maybe animals?" "Maybe. Aharon did 
say there would be some. On that end, an army is unlikely, unless they aren’t supers at all. 
Wait, I hear something." The driver's door slams shut, and Sitara the Undead, a woman 
holding a bat, comes into view, if the word "woman" can still be applied to the pile of 
dead flesh before the villains' eyes. "She looks dead" says Crusher; "Smells dead" replies 
Liz. "A zombie?" asks Crusher, "But she moves like a living human being...be prepared 
for anything, Liz." Sitara stands fifteen feet from the supers, and blinks a few times. 
"Crusher? It’s really you, isn't it?" Crusher gets into a fighting stance and responds, "Who 
are you? Answer me!" Sitara's body may be dead and the tear ducts inactive, but one look 
at her tells us she's crying. "Crusher, it's me, Sim." 

Liz looks from person to person, unaware of what is going on, but Crusher is 
dumbfounded. "Sim? That’s impossible. You died ten years ago when you helped break 
Seethe out of Kraftbrecher..." "No, I didn't. I lost my body, but my soul remained. At the 
very moment that the van which held my body exploded, I attained a second power, the 
spiritual one. It allowed me to exist without needing a physical self, as well as letting me 
attach myself to any body that lacks a soul." "I refuse to believe you. The current 
superevils probably know all about the former ones, and they certainly did their research 
on us. Besides, you're holding a bat. Liz, let's go." The villains run at Sitara and attack 
her, winning with ease and ending with Liz tearing off the woman's head. "That was 
surprisingly easy" states Crusher, "Let's see what's in the trailer." The puzzlement is 
solved, however, when the back of the trailer is lifted and another corpse jumps out, again 
with a bat. This one, a man, looks at Crusher with pleading eyes. "You must believe me, 
Crusher, I am Sim. I carry a weapon only to fool See-See. She's a super who can see souls 
and their movements in a citywide radius. By carrying a bat, it will make it look like I am 
on her side." Crusher is still unsure, but realizes that the trailer must contain a number of 
corpses as backup. "Fine, I'll listen to you, but don’t try anything funny, or Liz and I will 
tear you apart again." "I understand. However, we must also fight at the same time to 
trick See-See. Every so often, you will have to destroy a body of mine." 

The supers circle around each other, as Sim speaks. "Ten years ago, after I relinquished 
my physical form, I started to wonder what I was doing with my life. I loved everyone in 
the Family, but life didn’t seem to go anywhere. I started to doubt my place as a villain, 
and did not know what to do. But since I was given another power, and such a strong one 
at that, I thought I should travel the world and discover my purpose. I regret never telling 



anyone that I survived, but I thought that they would then try to convince me to stay, so I 
left without a word." The body is decapitated, and Sim comes out once more, this time as 
a very large man with a swinging ball and chain. "This should buy some time. Now, then, 
I returned to my native India to study under the sanyasi, the Hindu monks, and find a way 
to achieve Nirvana and finally free myself from my suffering. But, things do not always 
go as planned, and while I become a stronger person, I found no way to become whole 
again, or even to die so as to end my ordeal. Afterward, I decided to try other countries 
and other religions. I learned about all the well known ones, as well as the smaller faiths. 

I had all the time in the world, after all." 

"But something happened seven years ago. Seeker - rather, Ray - married Claire - rather, 
Nova. After Mjytresz, the Villas' fame spread far and wide, whether or not you realized it. 
The fact that you held your own for the sake of Elsie impressed the world, although it 
was soon saddened when she later died. When the two Villas were tied by marriage, some 
people looked at it as a strange and fanciful turn, while others took it more seriously, 
realizing that it was above the world of celebrity. They saw that such a union was 
destined to result in a new Elsie. How could it not, when Eisenstadt was already the 
hotbed for activity?" The large man is defeated, and Sim now returns as a woman with 
nunchaku. "Frau Seil, the leader of the current superevils, is married to a man named Dr 
Gottwald Schabbs. He used his science to turn himself into an Ubermensch, but that was 
just the beginning. He was able to impart a piece of his Yechida into Frau Seil, turning 
her into what she is today, although none of us know her power, save Ather, who was a 
companion from the beginning. You see, the doctor's power was such that his Yechida 
would work like a stem cell: once implanted in another, they, too, would become an 
Ubermensch; it is similar to how a child of two supers will have a power of his own, as a 
tiny piece of each of the parent's Yechida is inserted into his body at the moment of 
conception. Dr. Schabbs and Frau Seil gathered a number of volunteers, those who would 
be willing to kill a five-year old girl and stave off redemption. Not many joined, but there 
were enough to form a small army, and Dr. Schabbs gave them all superpowers. This 
team was assembled in preparation for the second Elsie, and when she was born, Frau 
Seil began to plan the attack, as Dr. Schabbs could no longer spend his Yechida, which 
had dwindled considerably, leaving himself as an empty shell. They broke into 
Kraftbrecher and freed its inhabitants, who were more than glad to enlist for the cause. 
Unfortunately, Zipper pointed out Penta as an enemy, and he killed her with no remorse 
while she was helplessly bound." 

The woman is replaced by a second female, this one a tall figure, yet still only human, 
wielding a machete. "They planned by learning everything about the Villas, every last 
minor detail, even including my supposed death, but they never connected the dots when 
I offered my help to them. I had heard of the superevils in my travels, and I knew that, 
though I may die, I must live by protecting my friends. They know of my spiritual power, 
but not my astral one, and they know not of my past. I would have come to you sooner, 
but See-See would have infonned Frau Seil of my movements immediately, so I was 
forced to wait on the sidelines. Nor could I use a phone, for Frau Seil had us kept together 
in order to watch one another for suspicious activity. I am terribly sorry for having let you 
down, Crusher." "I understand completely, Sim. But we cannot dwell on the past when 



the future is at stake. Join us now." "I cannot. I must return to Frau Seil and take them out 
from the inside. Even with See-See, they will never see me coming, but Pneuma is sure to 
vanquish me. Please destroy all the corpses in the trailer. Goodbye, old friend." And with 
that, Crusher and Liz eviscerate the body and demolish the contents of the truck. Sim 
begins his journey back to the old Villa, and Crusher calls Bombshell. "Finally! I was so 
worried. Is Liz okay?" "We’re both fine. Our opponent was really our proponent. He, or 
she, was Sim! I know, I was just as shocked as you! But he's alive and kicking, in 
cadavers. It's something of a story, so let me give you a summary..." 

* 

Torpid and Torpedo drive toward the town square to meet up with Hadassah and 2D, who 
they still believe to be alive. It is not that Bombshell forgot to tell them, but that she 
couldn't, being busy with both coordinating everyone else and her own fight with 
Leviathan. But after checking in with Hajj, she finally got in touch with the two friends 
and revealed to them her belief on the matter. "You really think they're dead?" asks 
Torpid, "Damn, we’re going down easy. We’ll have to up our game considerably in order 
to triumph. Okay, keep us posted, Bombshell; we’re on the way to pick you three up 
now." Torpedo makes a sudden U-turn and heads north toward the Villas. After a short 
while, however, he slows the car down until it stops, and Torpid stares at him in wonder. 
"What is it that you know? Have we not a mission to fulfill?" "Mother of pearl!" whispers 
Torpedo, and Torpid follows his line of sight. Coming down from the sky is a being that 
glows blue. "If not an angel, then what?" They get out of the car and watch the figure 
land softly on the ground. The glow dissipates and two women can be seen: Toggle and 
Ennui. "Beauty at bay!" declares Torpedo, "Yet I also see ugliness. These maidens are 
truly evil. Do not be fooled." "Says the one with perfume emanating from his body. I will 
be fine." They walk toward their enemies. 

"Torpid and Torpedo, or is it the other way around?" questions Toggle, "No matter, I can 
match you both at the same time." "No fair!" cries Ennui, "I want a chance to fight." "I'm 
stronger than you, Ennui." "Yes, but let me have my time in the limelight. Perhaps you 
will grow to respect me." "If you so insist, then go for it, but call when you need 
assistance." "You mean 'if I need assistance, Toggle." "I know what I said." Ennui throws 
her hands up into the air in frustration and enters the arena. Torpid looks at his ally. "I 
think she intends to takes us both on." "It is so, brother Torpid. She is either very strong 
or very foolish. Pray it be the latter." Ennui marches forth, a look of confidence on her 
face. As she nears, Torpid and Torpedo start to feel somewhat bored with the situation, 
and begin to have thoughts of lazing around. "Torpedo, do you sense apathy in the air?" 
"Something or another of that nature, I have lost some of my mental capacity. It must be 
from the siren. We should activate at this time." The villains commence battle, and turn 
on their respective powers. Torpid, with a little difficulty, stands five feet in front of 
Torpedo, who is having a harder time against Ennui and sits on the ground. Ennui reveals 
a knife and slashes at Torpid, but her movements are slowed down on account of his 
ability. However, for a reason she cannot fathom, Torpid moves at a normal rate, 
unaffected by his own trait. He blocks the weapon and counters with a punch to her face. 
She falls to the ground and rolls away, ending up about six feet from Torpid. She gets up, 



trying to understand what just happened. "I was slow, but he was not...how? My 
movements seem fine now, so his radius of power is less than six feet. Yet, I don’t get 
it..." She tries again, this time diving through the air. Her motion is drawn out, and Torpid 
has plenty of time to react. With normal speed, he kicks her in the head, then turns off his 
power, causing Ennui to jerk backward and land on her back. She holds out her hand and 
shouts to Toggle, "Tag in!" 

Toggle approaches, and now her iris is one-seventh yellow. "I see how it was 
accomplished, Ennui. My mental acuity proposes that Torpedo was not languishing for 
the course of the conflict. Rather, while he was incapacitated in terms of physicality, his 
power remained active and combined with Torpid's. Thus, while you were impacted by 
Torpid, Torpid was affected by both himself and his comrade, allowing him to move at a 
regular velocity while you were laggard at best. Step aside, Ennui, and I will show you 
my prowess." Ennui scoots backward and Toggle's iris changes to red. "Careful" warns 
Torpid, "I'm getting a very bad feeling from this miss." Torpedo, no longer afflicted, 
stands up and prepares himself for action. "Brother Torpid, if this be our last moments, it 
has been an honor to do battle with you. Let the record show that we fought valiantly." 
"Aye, there is no greater leave from this Earth." Toggle groans. "Okay, enough already., I 
get it. You're a thinker and you're a lover. Who cares? I'm about to go all Fulton on you 
two, so get your heads outta your asses and pay attention to the game." She downs a 
small bottle of water and tosses it away. "Now let's get busy!" 

She runs at the pair, who stay their ground. When Toggle gets near, Torpid lets out a 
punch. But instead of slowing down. Toggle speeds up and wallops Torpid with her own 
fist. He flies back into Torpedo, and they tumble over each other, eventually recovering. 
Torpid wipes his nose and sees blood. "Holy crimson, Torpedo! What the hell just 
happened?" They look at Toggle and see steam rising out of her right ann. "It appears that 
the superevil is of steampunk. Yet moments before, she was deliberating and inferring, 
with language unlike the current. This is beyond my wisdom, and we must strive for a 
new strategy." Toggle laughs loudly. "A new strategy? No, there is nothing you can do at 
this point. I'm simply too powerful for you to overcome. You are more limited in your 
abilities than I am, and that is reason enough to forfeit. No more!" Steam comes out of 
Toggle's feet and she is launched into the air, eventually landing on Torpedo. She grabs 
his hair with one hand and pulls back hard, ripping his head from the rest of his body. 
"Headpiece!" She turns to Torpid and shouts, "Your turn!" Toggle drops Torpedo’s head 
and runs at her second opponent, who slows down movement around him to the best of 
his ability. But Toggle pushes through the hindrance and body slams Torpid, toppling him 
over. With raw strength, she lifts him up and violently shatters his spine over her knee. 
Torpid's corpse rolls off her, and Toggle wheezes heavily. Seeing her partner dehydrated. 
Ennui recovers a full liter of water that Toggle had left some ten feet back. She hands it to 
the superevil who snatches it eagerly and gulps it in one take. Toggle exhales loudly and 
wipes her chin dry from the liquid. "Ah, nothing like a refreshment! So, Ennui, once 
again you were useless." "You know, we’re supposed to be fighting as a team, so you 
could show me a little more respect. I'm not asking for much." "Look, I'm tired, so let's 
just get back to Frau Seil. Hold on tight." Ennui grabs Toggle from behind, and the latter's 
iris becomes blue, as does the glow around her body. They lift up in the air, and soar 



toward the old Family Villa. "At such a height" thinks Toggle, "I could turn off my 
power, kick Ennui away, and let her fall to her death. But See-See will know what 
happened, so I better not try. Besides, Ennui's power could easy counteract mine and 
force a stalemate, in which case we’d both die. Oh well, back to base it is." 

* 

Volta, Hammerspace, and the Jerk travel south from their battle, heading toward the 
superevils' base, discussing strategy all the while. "Bombshell told me that there are only 
about a dozen of us left" says Volta, "And that Sim is still alive...I'm presuming you kn ow 
of him, Hammer. Even so, our chances of survival are minimal, and dropping fast. If we 
can all meet together and stay as a group, we’ll increase the probability of success." "Will 
it?" asks Hammerspace, "If we’re all together as a group, we become less effective, since 
we’d have to watch out so that we don't accidentally strike each other in a full scale battle. 
Superpowers need to be controlled in order to be used well. At the same time, however, 
we've been doing poorly when so far apart, so there's no other option but to try 
solidarity." As they ride, a sudden blur whizzes past them, but Volta recognizes the figure. 
"Zipper! He must be headed to Hypatia Park to fight Infector. C’mon, let's stop him!" 
Hammerspace veers the car eastward and they pursue Zipper, who rides shirtless on a 
motorcycle, his minigun in the sidecar. The heroes chase him for several blocks, until 
Zipper comes to a halt. They get out of the vehicle, ready for a fight, when Zipper puts up 
a palm and stops them. "As much as I'd like to fight you, I've got a date with a few 
delinquents. However, they'll be more than welcome to accept you." With his other hand, 
he points just past them. The heroes turn around, spotting three individuals waiting for 
them. Zipper gets back on the motorcycle, turns his head, and says, "I think you'll find it 
most ironic, Volta." With that, Zipper speeds away, and Volta pays attention to the trio in 
front of her. 

"Are they who I think they are?" she gasps, "But much time has past, and we all have 
changed. Well, not all of us, Roulette." The black stick figure bows humbly. "I envisioned 
this day for nine years, Volta" it says monotonously, "The meek shall inherit the Earth." 
"And just what is that supposed to mean?" "I am an Ubermensch, often thought as weaker 
than a regular super. But Frau Seil has shown me the light." "Enough, Roulette" says the 
woman to his right, "Need we tell them all?" "Jezebell, right?" inquires Volta, "You aged 
well." "These bells of mine can be used for more than fighting, you know. The vibrations 
can really massage skin beautifully." Volta looks to Roulette's left and sees a figure in 
bandages; the only easily discernible feature is the person's short hair. "I...don’t seem to 
recall you." "It is I, Hemlock. My power has grown greatly since we last met, but it 
comes with a cost or two." Hammerspace interjects, asking, "Weren’t there four of you?" 
"Four of us?" responds Hemlock, "Whatever do you mean?" "What happened to Yaw?" 
"Yaw? Yaw? Oh, right...after our battle with Volta and Nexus, Yaw developed a heart 
condition and had to retire from retire from fighting. He's living out his days comfortably. 
As for us, after years of fighting, we eventually landed ourselves in the Kraftbrecher 
between Eisenstadt and Adamsville. Frau Seil and her gang broke us out and we 
obviously joined them. Who wouldn’t want a second chance?" "You do realize that you 
could have used that second chance to turn your lives around and join the good guys?" 



"No, this is much more fun" says Jezebell, "And far more rewarding." "I think we should 
proceed to the battle" declares Roulette, "This talking has become excessive." 

Roulette flashes, ultimately stopping at Dan Hibiki. It looks at itself and states, "This is 
most unfortunate." Nevertheless, it runs to Hammerspace and the two of them become 
engaged in non-mortal combat, mostly due to Dan's deficiencies. Hemlock takes out a 
lighter, and beckons to the Jerk, who shrugs and strolls on over to her, somewhat 
confident, but knowing nothing of her power. Lastly, Jezebell shakes her bells at the 
ground and propels herself in Volta's direction. She lands and moves into a roll, and gets 
up in front of the heroine. "Volta, like Hemlock, I have become stronger. I have learned to 
use my bells to the utmost effectiveness. Now, feel my wrath! So!" She shakes a bell at 
Volta, who is thrown backward from the force. But, Volta creates a field of energy around 
her and stabilizes her motion, stopping herself from slamming into a parked truck. "We've 
all improved, Jezebell. You'll have to do better than that!" Volta throws two bolts and 
Jezebell, and the superevil holds the bells up, absorbing the electricity but remaining 
unaffected. "Rubber gloves, Volta. You'll also have to do better!" 

Roulette, as Dan, molds a pitiful Gadoken, which dissipates before it even reaches 
Hammerspace. The hero, in return, runs up the side of the building, not stopping until he 
reaches the top. Then, he launches himself backward, and, now upside down, pulls out an 
anvil. He releases it over Dan, and the metal block plummets toward its target. It hits 
Dan, who flashes violently into Roulette again, but the Ubermensch remains active. 
Hammerspace lands back on the street and crosses his arms, trying to think of an 
alternative move. The Jerk gets near Hemlock, but wisely cautions himself to move 
slowly. Three feet away, Hemlock removes her bandages, and the Jerk watches in awe as 
they are shed. Hemlock appears to have bum marks all over her body, at least on the 
exposed parts. "What happened to you?" wonders the Jerk out loud, "A fire?" "Many 
fires" corrects Hemlock, "That's the price I pay to succeed. Observe." She ignites the 
lighter and places it directly under her palm. Hemlock's flesh bums and her hand tightens 
into a fist that emits green smoke. She throws herself at him and attempts to punch him in 
the mouth. The Jerk easily avoids it, but some of the smoke enters his nostrils and he 
coughs a little. "Poison!" he thinks, "Her skin gives off poison?" Hemlock bums her other 
palm, causing both hands to emanate the gas, and the two supers play a game, with 
Hemlock punching and the Jerk dodging. 

Volta concentrates, and plasma forms over her hand once more. She looks at Jezebell 
with a smile on her face. "Sorry, honey, but this is where you get off." She hurls the blob 
of matter at the superevil, who shouts "La!" in response and casts a shockwave that tears 
the plasma to bits, breaking it apart. Volta becomes angry and shoots lightning from her 
hands, and she hurtles headlong at her opponent. Jezebell readies herself, her arms at bay, 
timing her reaction perfectly. A few seconds before Volta reaches impact, Jezebell 
violently shakes her two bells at a right angle from one another, and screams "Ti!" The 
resulting shockwaves cause half of Volta's atoms to fly in one direction, and half in the 
other, leaving bloody imprints upon the asphalt. The shockwaves are incredibly loud and 
heard by all the present supers. The Jerk turns and sees what has become of his mother 
and goes berserk. He mshes to Jezebell, who shakes a bell at him in defense, but the Jerk 



easily eschews the wave and kicks her weapons out of her grip with ease. With just as 
much speed, the Jerk kicks her in the chin and ends by pulling out a knife and stabbing 
her in the heart. He's about to say something, but two hands clasp over his mouth as he is 
distracted and he inhales a fatal amount of toxic gas. After only a few moments, the Jerk 
collapses. 

Hammerspace looks at his fallen family with a broken look on his face. "I can understand 
if you killed me, for I am not of this world. And I can understand if you took away Volta, 
for she had a first love and must be with him. But that you dared to murder my son, this I 
cannot allow. Behold, my finale!" Hammerspace pulls out a massive mallet, one the size 
of a building. He struggles with his balance for a little bit, in which time Roulette turns 
into Goro the Shokan. He shoots a green fireball at Hammerspace and it hits the hero, 
knocking him down. The mallet comes tumbling down, crushing Hammerspace for good, 
before it mysteriously dematerializes. The superevils exit the scene to return to the rest of 
their group. 

* 

Viskid shows up at Doppel's apartment door, let in by a kind stranger. She has been here 
before, and is not bothered by the fact that Doppel lives on the basement floor, adjacent 
to the laundry room. Doppel always liked solitude, both because of her violet skin and 
natural antisocial behavior. She talked, just not much, and over the years she opened up to 
Viskid. So, Doppel was not surprised when she discovered the superheroine at the 
entrance of her abode, and let her in, as Doppel instantly transformed into Viskid, powers 
and all. "Hello, Melissa, how are you?" "Very well, Doppel, but I do not come for 
pleasantries. The city is in grave danger, and we require your assistance." "I have told you 
time and again, I have no interest in war. Death brings more death, like locusts." Viskid 
puts an ann of Doppel's shoulder, and the recluse twitches a bit. "This is different, even 
different from when Mjytresz struck. There are many superevils, Doppel, so many of 
them. We failed to protect the first Elsie, and we must make amends by protecting the 
second." "And if you fail, Melissa? There will then be a third Elsie, and the cycle will 
repeat as always. Life is full of cycles when we look close enough." "Doppel, if we fail 
this time, there won’t be an Eisenstadt to speak of. This is more than about Elsie: it 
includes everyone, even you. If you do not fight, you are likely to die. If you do fight, 
there is a chance you'll live." "That sounds like a possibility either way. No, I will stay 
here, or I will flee, if necessary." Viskid grabs Doppel’s hand and leads her out of the 
apartment. "This is no joke, Doppel, we absolutely need you!" Doppel resists, pulling her 
hand back. "Please refrain from touching me, Melissa. The fate of the city does not weigh 
on my shoulders. I shrug it away if it does." Viskid shakes her head. "I am disappointed, 
yet not surprised. I wish you the best, Daphne, please do not stay in the city." 

Viskid walks away, toward the elevator, when a rumbling is heard. The ceiling begins to 
shake and crumble, and a large fissure forms. "Earthquake?" she thinks, but her question 
is soon washed away when two beings fall through the ceiling and land before her. 
Doppel, perhaps in loyalty, runs to Viskid's side. When the dust settles, they are presented 
with seemingly diametric opposites. On the left, across from Viskid, is a large man, 



wearing what seems like a one-piece swim suit. His anns and legs are all different shades 
of flesh, and there are obvious stitch marks where the limbs attach to his body. He 
appears to be very angry, and Viskid feels both disgust and horror simultaneously. On the 
right, paired with Doppel, is a small, skinny man in an opened yellow robe, wearing 
nothing else but underpants; a third eye is opened on his forehead while indigo lines of 
energy glow over his entire body. He appears to be very calm and Doppel is frightened on 
the inside but shows nothing - not to seem unafraid, but because she has learned to put up 
a front for everyone. Viskid stands in a fighting pose and asks, "Who dares to step before 
us? Answer wisely!" The large, angry superevil cracks his knuckles in response. "You 
hear that, Qi?" he asks of the smaller in a German accent, "She thinks she is powerful! 
Frau Slime, I will commit atrocities against you." Qi looks at him and says slowly, 

"Ather, it is not good. We have a quest, but we must not act beyond our allowances. Do 
only what must be done." Ather spits in response. "I did not go through Hell just to 
restrain myself. I am the ultimate being, the fusion of super and Ubermensch, and she 
will feel it with every fiber of her being. Let combat begin." 

Viskid takes out her knife, but does nothing, fearing any repercussions. Ather takes this 
as a sign for him to start, and he throws out his left palm, which shoots a strong gust of 
wind at her. Viskid is thrown backward, but with not visible damage, only for Ather to 
cast a stream of fire with his right hand. The flames encompass Viskid, and she slowly 
melts, but the heroine oozes forward and escapes the heat, and becomes whole once 
more. She flings the knife at Ather's exposed neckline, but he catches it with his bare 
hand and melts the weapon, dropping it to the floor. Ather charges at Viskid and jumps 
into her, squashing her on the ground like a bug and causing slime to spread everywhere. 
She reforms and engulfs him, but Ather's right leg becomes water and it greatly weakens 
the seal, cutting through it like a blade. He gets up, and the water dilutes Viskid so much, 
that when his leg becomes solid again he absorbs parts of her. The heroine, or whatever 
remains of her, must stay in slime mode to avoid death. She climbs up Ather's left leg, 
intent on reaching his mouth. Ather blasts her off his leg with wind from his left palm, 
and she splatters against the floor. Ather then bums the floor with fire, evaporating all 
other traces of Viskid and winning his fight. He grunts in satisfaction and looks over at 
Qi’s battle to see how he is faring. 

Neither opponent seems to be doing much of anything, until Doppel sees what happened 
to Viskid. Doppel awkwardly walks to Qi, who stands motionless in a peaceful pose. 
When she gets to him, Doppel lets out a strong, but clumsy punch that strikes Qi in the 
chest. He opens his eyes, and murmurs, "The Iron Shirt cannot be penetrated so easily, 
Doppel, and the Iron Fist is a force to be reckoned with." He thrusts his palm out and hits 
her in the throat, causing her to cough violently and throw up some blood. She quickly 
touches the blood and reabsorbs it into her body, then kicks Qi in the head. The superevil 
barely flinches and states, "I believe that human beings must attain their own 
enlightenment. I understand that God created the world, but we must look within 
ourselves for salvation. Otherwise, there is no point to it all. If we constantly use training 
wheels, have we truly ridden the bicycle?" Qi thrusts both palms out, one at Doppel's 
chest and the other and her stomach, and she falls to the floor, wheezing. Ather looks at 
him and says, "Can you finish this already? We have a schedule to adhere by." "She is 



defeated and will fight no more. We can leave now." "No, Qi, you must kill her. Or 
should I do your dirty work for you?" "It is unnecessary. Let us go now." Ather's face 
turns red, and he approaches Qi. "You have tested my patience for the last time, little 
man! You speak slow, you act slow, I can accept your existence no longer!" He sets his 
right arm on fire and plunges it into Qi's chest. Ather rips out the man’s heart and tosses it 
to the floor. "Good riddance!" he shouts, before turning his attention to the incapacitated 
Doppel, "Now it is your turn..." 

* 

Hajj and Infector catch up with what has been happening so far, but it mostly consists of 
Hajj comforting the young super at the loss of his foster parents. "It is a horrible thing, to 
lose one's parents, Infector, and I sympathize with you greatly. When this is all over, 
perhaps we will all meet together in the great beyond. And though it pains me to say this, 
we must turn our attention to the task at hand, that of defeating the superevils. We must 
not lose control of ourselves, which would lead to our downfall, but we must strengthen 
our resolve instead and show them our power." "I know, Hajj, I know. But, I didn't even 
get a chance to say goodbye...they were gone in less than a second. How precious a single 
second can be, if it can mean the difference between life and death! Let’s get those guys, 
and show them no mercy." They hear a motorcycle approaching, the loud roar of its 
engine one of the only sounds around. It stops about forty feet away and Zipper steps off. 

"At last, I have found you. Didn’t have to try too hard, with See-See’s directions, but you 
get that I mean it figuratively. Our fight was planned from the beginning, provided you 
survived, and we’ll start once Whirlwind gets here, which I suppose is only a matter of 
time. Nothing more to say - I’d kill you both right now, but Whirlwind wanted a chance 
to show herself off, and Frau Seil actually sided with her. I imagine this is due to her 
condition, but I don’t see why it’s necessary if I can kill you from afar. Whatever, it’s all 
the same to me. Ah, here she comes." They see a small twister coming in their direction 
very quickly. "What is that, the Tasmanian devil?" asks Infector, "Or a manifestation of 
mother Vector?" "I fear the answer will show itself’ replies Hajj, "And in a very bad 
way." The tornado slows down considerably, revealing the origin to be an armless woman 
with short hair, on titanium roller skates, with clothing that is covered with hanging 
blades. She giggles at the two heroes and says, " Well, boys, do you like my skills? It 
took forever to teach myself how to spin with skates on. I do hope you enjoy the show, it 
being your last." Hajj and Infector are without words, however, unable to react to the 
spectacle before them. Is Whirlwind dangerous or innocuous? When she says it’s a show, 
how literal does she mean it? 

Zipper starts to get bored and says to the villainess, "Whirlwind, I think it’s time we fight. 
I don’t want to get scolded for stalling. "Oh, alright, Zipper, spoil my fun. Frau Seil is 
demanding, but she can also be a good sport. Nonetheless, I will abide by your words. I’ll 
take Infector and you get Hajj." "Are you sure? I can kill Infector easily, and then we can 
double team Hajj." "No, I don’t want any help. Just let me be." "Okay, then." Whirlwind 
turns to Infector and declares, "Be warned, child, for my wrath is upon thee. Don’t get too 
close, or my blades will rip you apart. Curtains up!" She spins rapidly and becomes a 



tornado again, moving quickly in Infector's direction. He just barely dodges in time as 
she goes zooming past, somehow cutting through a car lengthwise before slowing down. 
Infector's mouth hangs open in awe at the feat, to which Whirlwind takes notice. 
"Impressive, aren’t I? And this is just the beginning. Act II!" Once again, she zips toward 
him, and Infector lets out a whiff of the polio virus. But, the winds created by the 
superevil, blow away the virus, and she nicks his arm, cutting away a small bit of the 
flesh. He yells in pain and blood seeps out, and Whirlwind stops to face her opponent. 
"There's nothing you can do against me" she states, "Are you ready for the final act?" 
Infector summons his strength and calls forth a virus that he creates at that very moment, 
made from a combination of all the ones he holds dormant. It spreads out in every 
direction, but Whirlwind is unworried. She spins rapidly, allowing the centripetal force to 
build up, until she assumes a speed that Vector could never match. Debris starts to float in 
the air around Whirlwind, and she practically teleports to the side of Infector. The 
velocity of the blades allow them to cut Infector up into slices of flesh, stacked up in a 
pile. She slows down and observes her work. "Curtains down!" 

Hajj has seen none of this, as he is consumed by his own battle. As soon as Zipper lifted 
his minigun, Hajj activated his barrier around himself and spent the time in prayer. 

Zipper, with nothing better to down, sits down on the ground and pulls out a small book, 
a romance novella upon closer inspection. He checks his watch every so often, and just to 
make sure that Hajj doesn’t try to extend the barrier's radius, he fires his minigun at the 
invisible wall once in a while. Finally, when six and a half minutes are up, Zipper stands 
and readies himself for the kill. But before the shield disappears, Hajj creates a second, 
smaller one that surrounds him, but the hero must now remain standing in his prayers. 
Zipper sighs as he must now wait out another seven minutes, and this time he does no 
read but focuses his attention on Hajj. Whirlwind, having now finished her battle, looks 
at Zipper at says, "I’m going back to Frau Seil. Good luck with your guy." Zipper waves 
her off and looks at Hajj. "Such is the human spirit, eager to fight even when the fight is 
already over. One cannot accept losses." Hajj, still praying, starts to grow sweaty now 
that he cannot form another barrier. As time wears down, he becomes more and more 
nervous, until there are only ten seconds left. "Is this because I killed the ocelot?" he asks, 
looking toward the heavens, "It was an accident. Forgive me, please! Allahu Akbar!" The 
time finishes and Zipper fires his weapon, filling Hajj with countless holes and killing 
him. Zipper looks down at the corpse and says, "Hardly worth my time - you weren’t 
even a challenge, you wholly holey, holy man." He pulls out his cell phone and informs 
Frau Seil of the battles. "Whirlwind should be back soon enough. I'll return as fast as 
possible. I guess that's all to report, except that we won without any scrapes. Double 
flawless victory and fatalities, how much better can it get?" "I do not understand the 
reference" responds Frau Seil, "But I appreciate that you called me. It appears that there 
are only five supers left to deal with: Bombshell, Nova, Crusher, and Liz, and the target, 
Elsie." "What about Aharon? Do we eliminate him as well?" "No, there is no need to. 
Aharon is incapable of fighting, much like Doppel. She was only killed because she got 
in the way, but I may have to reprimand Ather for killing Qi. In any event, that is all for 


now. 



Sim is flying back to base, hoping to do as much damage as he can once he gets there. "It 
is strange that my whole life has led up to this point. I would have considered it to be 
antithetical to my beliefs, that I would be a man of peace rather than one of war, but they 
say that in paradise, everything is upside down, and entirely unlike anything you'd think. 

It therefore would not be a stretch to say the same of reality, and that the path we choose 
is different from the path we may have imagined, even if both end with the same results. 
In all of my travels, I have found that intent and effort are far more important than belief, 
but sometimes believing is all you can do when your energies have been expended. 
However, I have not yet reached that point, so I shall try as I must. See-See is observing 
me now, but she cannot see her own future. From the depths of my villainy, I stab at 
thee!" 

He returns to the old Family Villa, and enters a standing, metal container. "Frau Seif says 
See-See, "Sitara the Undead has returned. She will be out with the spare body soon. All 
the others are on their way back" "Very good, See-See. Perhaps Sitara will explain 
herself." Sim comes out of the container, this time as a man, with two guns at his sides. 

He bows slightly to Frau Seil. "My lady, I am at your service." "Sitara, why did you fail 
against Crusher and Liz? Crusher has only one hand and they were already tired from 
their first fights, I imagine." "The very fact that it was a two-on-one made it difficult in 
the first place. And while Crusher was limited, I assure you that Liz is incredibly strong, 
despite her youth, or perhaps because of it. Combined, they make formidable opponents, 
and once they got inside the trailer, they were easily able to demolish my bodies. I 
understand that I could have fought them both without a body, but I could only knock 
them out in that form, and not actually kill them, as per your command." "Very well, 
Sitara, I accept your arguments. For now, we wait until the others return. At present, there 
are only the three of us, as well as Aurora, Keepsake, and Pneuma, so we are vulnerable. 
We need only run out the clock, although Nova may present herself as a problem." 

The six supers stand watch, even though See-See does all the work. Nevertheless, the 
other four supers under Frau Seil guard themselves, lest she upbraid them as well. Sim 
goes along with this guise, waiting for an chance to strike, when See-See says that she 
has to go to the bathroom. At this, Frau Seil demands that they all enter the motel built in 
the Villa's place, remaining together so as to stay safe. The manager, having hosted them 
all this time has no problem with it, mainly because he fears for his life. See-See enters 
the bathroom located off the lobby, and Keepsake leans against the door as an additional 
protection. The supers are now distracted, and Sim jumps at the opportunity. He quickly 
takes out his guns and fires at the door, killing Keepsake. Aurora shoots lasers at him, 
hitting one of the guns and blasting it out of Sim’s hands. Sim fires his remaining weapon 
and shoots through the door twice, until Aurora knocks away his second firearm. Sim 
rushes Aurora and begins to choke her, when two hands grab him and throw him to the 
floor. Pneuma, a man of 40, reaches down and grasps Sim’s exposed head. He slowly 
pulls his hands apart, and an indigo substance, Sim's soul, starts to tear, causing Sim to 
emit an unearthly sound of horror. The soul splits entirely in half and he is gone forever. 
Aurora checks Keepsake but finds no signs of life, and Frau Seil opens the bathroom door 
to find See-See wounded, but still alive. See-See apologizes profusely to Frau Seil, who 



answers, "There is nothing to be sorry for, See-See. I accepted Sitara as a member, and I 
bear the guilt of Keepsake's demise. It is certainly regrettable but we can still survive. We 
will patch you up, and then let us go back outside and await the others." 

Slowly but surely, the other superevils return. Ather is scolded heavily about killing Qi, 
but he shrugs it off. "Frau Seil, you must remember that we cannot have any weak links. 
Qi was unwilling to kill, even though he swore to do so at the beginning. If one cannot 
act at a moment of truth, one should not act at all." "Even so, we are at a fragile stage, 
and any help would have been useful." "Much like Sitara was helpful?" "That is 
incomparable" replies Frau Seil, a look of disdain upon her face, "I erred accidentally, 
you did so purposely. Knowing the consequences changes the game. At this point, it 
makes no difference, for what is done, is done. In the future, it would be wise to heed my 
words. You may be superior to the others, but you are still my subordinate." 

"Understood." Whirlwind is next, fancy-free and aloft with glee. Although she comes to a 
full stop, nothing can seem to slow her enthusiasm, not even word of Keepsake's death. 
Toggle and Ennui touch down, followed by Zipper, letting Hemlock and Roulette to pick 
up the rear. In total, there are eleven superevils left, more than double the amount of 
villains, for the heroes and heroines are no more. 

"It is nearing the time of total devastation" declares Frau Seil, gamering everyone's 
attention, "And we must put our best efforts forth. For soon the final five will be before 
us, including Nova, whose flames are said to incinerate the strongest metals, and Elsie, 
the living demigoddess. If you think that things have gone well so far, we have yet to see 
true obstinacy. Remember: you may be asked to give your life for the sake of our cause, 
and if that time comes, do not delay. Man is merely a rope over the abyss, a line to the 
Ubermensch. God is dead, and it is now the era of the synthetic super. For if God allowed 
the existence of the Ubermensch, does it not stand to reason that it is the ultimate goal of 
humanity?! By killing Elsie, we remove this foolish notion of a God-granted redemption, 
and we create our own salvation. This can only be the intent of all creation, the 
progression of man into his own god! For, when is a parent the happiest? When her child 
becomes independent. Not because she no longer has to care for her child, but because 
the child has shown himself to have learned the valuable lessons of life. Likewise, by 
killing Elsie, we will be showing God that we no longer need his help, and we can 
becomes great by ourselves. Praise the Ubermensch!" 

From the west, the five villains arrive. Still three hundred feet away, See-See alerts Frau 
Seil of their presence, and the superevils ready themselves. With Frau Seil and See-See in 
the back, the remaining nine line up in a square fonnation. Nova puts a hand to her 
forehead and squints to see them. "Looks like we've still got a ways to go. Mom." "We 
can only press on" responds Bombshell, "What else is there?" The villains continue to 
draw closer to the hotel, until they are fifty feet away. At this point, Frau Seil orders, 
"Hemlock, go forth and attack Bombshell!" Hemlock attacks without hesitation, but See- 
See asks her superior about the command. "It is simple, See-See. Hemlock is a liability 
against us when Bombshell and Nova are still alive. Either one can burn her up, and the 
gas would certainly kill us all." Roulette hears this but has no physical reaction 
whatsoever. "For the greater good," it drones. Bombshell, out of her normal bombs due to 



Leviathan, takes out a specialized one and hurls it, but Hemlock does not slow down for 
even a second. The bomb starts spinning and shoots out flames. They set Hemlock on fire 
and toxic gas escapes into the air as she nears the group. On instinct, Bombshell turns to 
steel to protect herself from breathing in the poison. 

But the other four have no such technique. Nova takes Elsie and flies into the sky, 

Crusher pushes himself backward by exploding air molecules near his hand, and Liz runs 
through the poison to the other side, immune to its effects. Hemlock crumples to the floor 
into an ember with a faint trail of gas still emanating from body. After passing through 
the gas, Liz becomes fervently bestial and races toward the superevils. Crusher, in terror, 
propels himself over the poison by exploding the air molecules under his hand. He lands 
hard, being unable to navigate, and chases after her, knowing she can't possibly take them 
all on. Aurora, at the vanguard, meets them halfway and explodes a ball of light, blinding 
Crusher, but not Liz, who resorts to using her thermographic vision. She pounces onto 
Aurora and rips her face off, consuming it before killing her for good. Still in a berserk 
rage, Liz charges at the remaining enemies, with Crusher not too far behind. Liz launches 
onto Toggle and starts to claw her. Ennui immediately creates an aura around her, and Liz 
becomes somewhat muted, although still violent; Liz jumps onto Ennui and bites her 
neck. While she is being subdued, Zipper grabs Liz from behind and Toggle uses her 
steam power and pummels Liz's midsection, reducing it to a pulp. She collapses, and 
Toggle checks on Ennui, only to find her dying. "I guess you were useful in the end, 
partner. I give you my honor." Ennui smiles, and fades into nothing. 

Crusher lets out a roar and places his right hand on the street. It causes a wave of 
explosions to head toward the superevils, knocking most of them to the ground. Ather, 
however, shoots a jet of wind from his right hand at the sky above him, and he is pushed 
toward the ground, standing despite the cascading asphalt. He jumps and lands before 
Crusher, whose eyes open wide in shock. Ather kicks with his right leg, which turns to 
water and wraps around Crusher's head. The superevil reels in the water in, drawing 
Crusher forward, and returns the water to his body where it become flesh again. Ather 
kicks again, and Crusher falls onto his back. Finally, the sadistic super steps on Crusher's 
chest with his left leg; a rumble is heard, and a large fissure forms which splits Crusher in 
half, as well as the street below, leaving a chasm behind. Roulette runs toward Bombshell 
and turns into Omega Red from the various Capcom games. It lets out a carbonadium 
tentacle which whips around Bombshell’s motionless figure, tightens, and flings her into 
a nearby building's brick wall. She returns to normal, but is stuck in the wall, unable to 
reach her few bombs left. Bombshell screams in grief at the loss of her children, but her 
cries go unanswered. 

Nova descends slowly to the ground using her flames, with Elsie sitting on her shoulders. 
She surveys the area, with an eerie calmness, noting all variables in the equation ahead of 
her. "You have killed my friends. You have killed my family. There is nothing more I can 
do than incinerate you all. It is certainly ironic: I do this all to protect my child, yet the 
only path thereof is cold-blooded execution. How frightful that a young girl must know 
horrific pains into order to live, and we are all cursed for bringing these pains upon her. 
Prepare your thoughts, for they will be your last." "Human shield!" commands Frau Seil, 



and the superevils arrange themselves between her and Nova: Zipper, Whirlwind, and 
Roulette make up the first row, then Toggle and Pneuma, and finally Ather and See-See. 
Nova places Elsie behind her and turns to the superevils. She breathes in tremendously, 
and lets out a torrent of fire at her opponents. Whirlwind spins rapidly, and it splits the 
flames into two streams. One engulfs Roulette, and the temperature melts him into a 
puddle of black goo; the other hits Zipper and roasts him alive over and over. Both 
streams pass through and easily wipe out Toggle and Pneuma, and then strike Ather and 
See-See. Ather activates his powers, creating a fissure with his left leg that reaches Nova, 
but she floats with small flames from her feet, and Elsie merely levitates. Ather’s left arm 
shoots out wind while his right leg turns to water, but neither are effective against the 
heat and burn away, leaving only his right arm which can only survive the fire. Ather's 
main body is burned badly, but he lives, while See-See is killed instantly. However, the 
flames do not reach Frau Seil, and she remains alive. 

Nova and Elsie land on a solid part of the street, and the former says to Frau Seil, "It's 
over, Seil. You have three henchmen left: one is irreparably damaged, Zipper is useless 
against me, and that woman can only hold up against me for so long. However, I shall 
spare you no mercy for the crimes you committed today. Your death will be quick, but 
your afterlife an eternity. The torments you face in Hell will be everlasting." Frau Seil 
laughs, and asks "It's over? Yes, it is. For, though we may die today, there will always be 
others to take our places. Elsie has died once before, and you think it will stay as such? 
There can be no end to your pain unless you accept a different perspective of truth. But, I 
see that won't happen at this present moment so it's unfortunate what must come...You 
know, Mjytresz didn’t know what he was doing; he also had it easier since he just had to 
gather people seeking power, while I had to find people willing to accept a difficult 
philosophy and wishing to kill a little girl. Mjytresz rushed into things, while I planned 
for years. And even though he was smart, he had no experience at all, being so young. 

But I have come a far way in life, and I have seen so many things. It is now obvious to 
me that we must have great pains to make great strides, and to be a force for good, we 
must be a little evil as well, if only to understand how to defeat it. You think you 
understand the truth, and that I am the enemy? I feel that the opposite is true. How, then, 
to reconcile these two beliefs? It is simple: the winner holds the truth, for God would not 
allow it otherwise, considering the high stakes placed on this day. My name is 'Seif, but 
you can also call me 'Fissile' considering my power. It - " "Claire!" shouts Bombshell, 
"Take Elsie, and fly as high as you can get. Do it!" Nova understands that her mother is 
as serious as she can get, even if the reason is unknown, and she grabs Elsie. But, it is too 
late. Seil, with her aged strength, splits every single atom in her body at once. The 
resulting chain explosion blasts energy out in every direction at an unfathomable 
temperature and obliterates everything in its path. Earth is wiped out of existence, and 
Zipper is killed once and for all, as he loses his thousands of lives in seconds, the extreme 
heat being far too much to bear. 

The equivalent of seven days pass and nothing happens. Then, out of nowhere, there is a 
flash, and Nova and Elsie appear in a large, transparent cube made of a hitherto unknown 
material that somehow protects the two supers and allows them to breathe. The cube is 
one hundred feet on each edge and, strangely enough, elevator music can be heard. Nova 



blinks a few times, and realizing that this isn't in her imagination, asks of no one, "What 
just happened?" The man of fire materializes into the cube and answers, "Seifs power 
was the ability to split atoms, an ability she could use only once in her life. She chose to 
do so when her team was defeated and she saw no other option. The bomb destroyed all 
of Earth, but right before you and your daughter were killed, Elsie traveled forward 
through time, and since you were holding her, Nova, you went along with her. Then, Elsie 
created this field cube which allows you to live even now." Nova looks at the figure. 
"You're the being that Khul and Ray both spoke of. Then, tell me, why did this all 
happen?" "Earth was a sacrifice, used as a repentance for the world's sins. It was 
necessary to sanctify the Earth by going through a cleansing, and fire is the best purifier 
of all. But one more act is needed to truly cleanse the Earth: you must give up Elsie, so 
that with her life, the Final Redemption will occur. Since she is the reincarnation of Eve, 
who took away the light of the world, Elsie's relinquishment will bring it back." 

Nova goes berserk and yells, "How much more can you possibly ask of me? I have lost 
everyone but Elsie, and you wish for me to lose her as well?!" She charges at the being 
and sets herself on fire. He creates a flaming whip which wraps around Nova and throws 
her high up into the air. Nova dives down toward the man of fire, but Elsie teleports in 
from of him, causing Nova to stop. "Why do you defend him, Elsie?! He wishes to take 
your life!" A few seconds of silence goes by and Elsie responds, "I understand that he 
needs my help, and that is enough of a reason." At this, the man of fire starts to cry 
burning embers. "Why do you weep, man of fire?" "Because Elsie has passed the test. 

You see, I am really Adam, husband of Eve. I was designated to be in charge of all the 
demigods when I died." "Who, then, is the true creator?" "It is The One Above who 
formed and shaped all things, and I am the messenger. Adam and Eve were meant to 
ultimately reunite and fuse to become one, as it is written in Scripture, 'Therefore shall a 
man leave his father and his mother, and shall join to his wife: and they shall be one 
flesh.' With our combined strength, we will bring about the Final Redemption and end 
this world of pain." Nova looks at Elsie, then turns back to Adam, crying. "But even so, I 
must give up Elsie...how can I do this?" Elsie hugs her mother and replies, "It'll be 
alright, Mommy. I'll always be with you." Elsie takes Adam’s hand, and he picks her up, 
kissing her on her forehead. "The Kiss of Life" states Nova with awe. The two merge into 
one, androgynous being, colored violet. "Elsie?" asks Nova, "Are you there?" "No, I am 
Vihaym Echad" it answers, "However, I am comprised of Eve, who is comprised of Elsie, 
and I will always have her memories." Vihaym Echad closes its eyes and says but one 
word: 


Resurrect. 


Hammerspace enters a room with a bluejay, presumably Beyond, on his shoulder. He sits 
down in a comfortable-looking chair and faces a roaring fireplace, but looks in no 
particular direction. "I hope you all enjoyed the story" he begins, "I certainly had one hell 
of a time. I must congratulate you on finishing, but I must also issue a statement: 
Although there is much religious and spiritual material in this cartoon, it is by no way 
meant to instigate conflicts. The material is simply meant to represent the creator’s 
imagination, so relax, and just enjoy it. You may be wondering how things are after 
Vihaym Echad resurrected everyone. I will leave that up to you. After all, the story ended 
there, so technically nothing happened, but obviously that's no fun. Well, I guess that's all 
there is to say, so I'll leave you to your dreams." Hammerspace winks, and the scene 
closes in on his eye. Iris out. 



